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PREFACE. 


WHEN  a  new  collection  of  Englifh  Poetry  is  offered  to  the  public,  it  will  doubtlefs  be  inquired 
\vhat  are  the  deficiencies  of  preceding  collections,  which  another  editor  may  hope  to  fupply. 

On  referring  back  to  the  feveral  publications  of  this  kind,  -which  have  exercifed  the  abilities  of 
•ther  peribns,  the  reader  will  fee  on  what  ground  the  editor  judged  the  work,  which  he  now  pre- 
fents  to  the  world,  to  be  neceffary. 

Englifh  literature  is  undoubtedly  under  no  fmall  obligations  to  thofe  who  have  aflbciated  the  fcat- 
tered  productions  of  our  poets  in  one  collection,  and  by  that  means  have  fecured  their  general  pre- 
fervation. 

Tottell,  editor  of  the  "  Songes  and  Sonnettes"  of  Surrey,  Wyat,  and  of  "  Uncertain  Auctors," 
JJ57,  the  firft  printed  Poetical  Mifcellany  in  the  Englifh  language;  Allot,  editor  of  "  England's 
Parnafius,"  1600  ;  Bodenham,  editor  of  "  Belvidere,  or  the  Garden  of  the  Mule*,''  1600  ;  and  the 
anonymous  editors  of  the  "  Pajmdife  of  Daintie  Devifes,"  1578  ;  and  "  England's  Helicon,"  i6co  ; 
have  preferved  many  admirable  fpecimens  of  ancient  genius,  which  would  have  mouldered  in 
manufcript,  or  perhaps,  from  their  detached  arid  fugitive  ftate  of  exiftence,  their  want  of  length, 
the  capricioufncfs  of  tafte,  the  general  depredations  of  time,  inattention,  and  other  accidents,  would 
sever  have  reached  the  prefent  age. 

Mrs.  Cooper,  in  her  "  Mufes  Library,"  1737;  Mr.  Hayward,  in  his  "  Britifh  Mufe,"  ±738; 
3Ar.  Capel  in  his  "  Prolufions,"  1740,;  Dr.  Peicy  in  his  "  Reiiques,"  i  765  ;  Mr.  Evans,  in  his  "  Old 
B.tilads,"  1777  ;  Mr.  Headlcy,  in  his  "  Beauties  of  Ancient  Englifh  Poetry,"  1787  ;  and  Mr.  Ritfon,' 
in  his  "  Ancient  Songs,''  1789,  followed  the  fame  plan,  in  confequence  of  which  many  valu 
able  pieces  are  refcued  from  oblivion,  that,  from  their  brevity, and  nnconnectednefs,  could  not 
poffibly  have  furvived  for  any 'length  of  time  by  themfelvcs ;  and  many  judicious  felections  are, 
made,  from  an  attentive  perufal  of  antique  and  obfolete  writers,  which  exhibit  complete  and  fatis- 
fuctory  fpecimens  of  their  different  modes  of  writing. 

The  collections  of  a  funihr  nature,  formed  by  Davifon,  Drytlefi,  Fenton,  Steele,  Pope,  Pemberton, 

JLJutot,  C.  Tookc,  Dodlley,  Fawkes,  Donaldfon,  Pearch  and  Nichols,  contain  an  infinite  number  of 

•  fmall  poems,  many  of  which  nvift  be  allowed  to  poffjfs  confiderable  merit;  being  the  production? 

of  men  of  real  genius,  who,  from  the  brevity,  rather  than  the  inferiority  of  their  writings,  have 

lu-en  ufualiy  ilykd  "  ATinor  Poets." 

A  degree  of  pniife  not  much  inferior  to  that  which  the  above  compilers  have  acquired,  is  due  to 
editors,  wbo,  uniting  jndultry  with  tafte,  have  prcfenred  the  public  witli  uniform  and  elegant  edi 
tions  of  the  Works  of  the  British  Poets,  in  the  manner  of  thofe  of  Italy,  Spain,. and  France. 

The  firft  collection  of  Fnglifh  Poetry  which  appeared  in  thefe  kingdoms,  was  formed  by  Dr« 
Blair,  and  printed  at  Edinburgh,  in  42  vols.  121110, 1773,  for  Mcflrs.  Creech  and  Balfour, bookfellers, 
containing  the  works  of  Milton,  Ccnvley,  Butler,  D'yden,  Waller,  Garth,  Prior,  Addifon,  Parnell,- 
Pcpe,  Gay,  Swiff,  Young,  Thomfon,  tjhciiftone,  Gray,  and  l.yttleton.  The  elegance  of  this  edition 
is  no  comper.fation  for  its  incompleteness.  The  contracted  lift  of  authors  marked  out  by  Dr.  'Blair, 
includes  none  of  thofe  who  have  juilly  obtained  the  diftinction  of  being  denominated  our  older  claf- 
fics,  except  Milton  and  Cowley.  Nor  do  the  contents  of  the  work  correfpond  with  its  title,  many 
long  and  valuable  pieces  of  Cowley,  Parnell,  Swift,  and  Shenftone,  being  omitted  in  the  collection 
«f  their  rsfpectivc  works.  This  mode  of  publifhing  modern  works  of  credit,  the  contents  6f 
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jluericed  by  any  partiality  of  their  own  towards  the  authors  felcclcd ;  they  have  endeavoured  to  ob 
tain  the  befl  opinions,  and  they  have  implicitlyjbllpwed  them." 

This  edition  is  fuperior  to  the  former,  both  in  elegance  and  magnitude,  and  reflects  much  honour 
on  the  tafte  and  liberality  of  the  proprietors ;  but  it  is  equally  deficient  in  the  works  of  o"Ur  older 
daffies,  and  affords  fimilar  inflances  of  caprice  in  the  admiffion  to  literary  honours. 

As  it  was  thought  neceffary  to  admit  P.  Whitehead  and  Jenyns,  it  feems  reafonable  to  expect  that 
fome  reafon  had  been  given  for  fhowing  them  a  diftinctlon  which  has  been  denied  to  Wilkie,  Grain 
ger,  Smollet  and  Scott,  and  above  all,  to  the  immortal  Spenfer. 

Of  the  fourteen  authors  added  to  the  former  lift  of  Englifh  claffics,  concife  accounts  are  given,  upon 
Pr.  Johnfon's  original  plan;  which,  happily  for  both  himfelf  and  his  readers,  he  relinquifhed  ;  as  ic 
would  have  conferred  not  much  reputation  on  the  writer,  nor  have  communicated  much  information 
to  his  readers.  Accordingly,  a  few  dates  and  facts  are  only  fet  down,  in  the  manner  of  the  French 
Notices  Literaires,  with  occafionally  a  general  character. 

When  fuch  inconfiderable  advancers  towards  bringing  forward  to  notice  the  older  poets,  were  made 
by  thofe  who,  from  their  fituation  and  influence,  were  beft  fuited  to  the  tafk  ;  when  our  great  poe 
tical  biographer  was  not  only  remifs  in  reftoring  them  to  popularity,  but,  by  his  neglect  and  fi- 
lence,  fecmed  to  infinuate  they  were  undeferving  of  it;  the  fqlicitude  of  the  prefent  editor  for  their 
fate,  and  the  attempt  now  made  by  him  to  do  them  that  juftice  which  has  been  denied  them  by  his 
predeceflbrs,  can  require  no  apology. 

In  1792,  Mundell  and  Son,  printers  in  Edinburgh,  having  refqlved  to  republifh  the  Collection  of 
"Englifh  poetry,  which  goes  under  the  name  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  in  the  manner  of  Dr.  Knox's  "  Elegant 
Extracts  in  Verfe,"  infix  -volumes  large  octavo,  he  topk  occafion  to  recommend  a  collection,  upon  an 
enlarged  plan,  which  might  unite  the  works  of  the  ancient  and  modern  poets  in  one  comprehen* 
five  view,  and  exhibit  the  progrefs  of  our  national  poetry,  correfponding  with  the  gradual  refine 
ment  of  language  and  of  manners,  from  the  rudenefs  and  fimplicity  of  a  remote  period,  to  the  polilh 
and  elegance  of  modern  times. 

The  proprietors,  with  a  liberal  fpirk  of  enterprise,  worthy  of  an  aflbciation  of  opulent  bookfellers, 
readily  adopted  the  plan  he  recommended,  though  with  fome  limitations  as  to  the  ancient  poetry, 
and  refolved  to  extend  their  collection  to  twelve  volumes,  upon  his  promifing  to  furnifti  them  with  a 
Biographical  and  Critical  Preface  to  the  works  of  each  author;  an  undertaking  in  which  he  engaged 
with  more  raflinefs  than  prudence,  amidft  cares  and  avocations  ef  a  far  different  and  more  important 
pature,  and  without  a  fuitable  provifion  of  materials. 

The  lift  of  the  works  of  the  older  poets,  which  he  originally  recommended  for  republication,  corrM 
prehendcd  thofe  of  Chaucer,  Langland,  Goiver  ;  the  beft  parts  of  Lydgate,  Barclay,  Haives  •  the  beft 
parts  of  Sielton,  Surrey,  Wyat ;  the  beft  parts  of  Warmr,  Sydney,  Sackville,  Spenfer,  JVfarlotf,  Davies, 
Shakfpeare,  Drayton,  Daniel,  Jonfon,  Donne,  Hall,  Drurnmond,  Stirling,  Browne,  P.  Fletcher,  G. 
Fletcher  ;  the  beft  parts  of  Quarks,  King,  Carew,  Suckling,  Crafhaw,  Davenant,  and  the  tranflations 
of  Fairfax,  Sandys,  and  May,  The  works  of  the  authors  printed  in  'Italics  were,  on  due  confide- 
ration,  omitted ;  it  being  thought  fafer  to  allure  curiofity  into  this  unfrequented  track  of  reading-, 
by  a  republication  of  the  works  of  thofe  authors,  who,  though  net  cither  univerfally  read  or  under- 
ftood  (as  muft  ever  be  the  cafe  with  the  beft  elde,r  poets  of  every  country),  are  notwithftanding  fami 
liar  to  us  in  converfation,  and  conftantly  appealed  to  in  controverted  points  of  poetical  tafte,  than  to 
ran  the  rifk  of  fupprefling  it  totally,  by  a  bulky  republication  of  all  or  the  better  parts  of  the  works 
of  thofe  unfortunate  authors,  who  ftill  remain  unpopular,  merely  from  the  want  of  being  read.  The 
claflical  compofitions  of  Barbour,  James  I,  Henry  the  Minftrel,  Dunbar,  Doug'as  and  Lindfay,  be 
ing  written  in  the  Scottifh  language,  could  npt  be  received  into  an  edition  of  Englifh  poetry. 

The  lift  of  the  works  of  the  modern  poets  which  he  originally  recommended  for  republication, 
comprehended  the  works  of  Marve'l,  C.  Cotton,  Sedley,  Hopkins,  Oidbam,  Pattifon,  Hill,  Eufden, 
Wtlfted,  Seivell,  Blair,  Hamilton,  Harte,  Boyfe,  Thompfon,  Cooper,  Brown,  Grainger,  Smollet, 
Wilkie,  Dodfley,  Mendez,Jenner,  Kirkpatrick,  Smart,  Bruce,  Chatterton,  Grseme,  Glover,  Shaw, 
3Lovibond,  Penrofe,  Mickle,  Jago,  Scott,  Logan,  N.  Cotton,  and  Blackiock.  He  was  afterwards 
obliged  to  abridge  this  lift,  and  to  exclude  the  authors  printed  in  Italics,  on  account  of  the  arrange- 
»e»ts  which  the  proprietors  had  mads  relative  to  the  «t«nt  of  the  collection. 
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NotwitManding  thefe  limitations,  which,  on  the  part  of  the  editor,  were  unavoidable,  it  is  with, 
fome  degree  of  confidence,  that  he  offers  to  public  infpection  a  Collection  of  EnglHh  poetry,  which, 
contains  the  works  of  one  hundred  and  fourteen  authors,  of  whom  forty-nine  are  not  to  be  found  in  the 
the  lad  edition  of  the  "  Works  of  the  Englilh  Poets,"  commonly  called  Dr.  Johnfon'a  edition; 
and  forty-five  are  now,  for  the  firft  time,  received  into  an  edition  of  /.nglifh  poetry. 

In  the  works  of  the  authors  already  collected,  efpecially  the  later  authors,  fome  deficiencies  have  been 
fupplied  in  the  prefent  edition.  In  the  works  of  Langherm,  in  particular,  the  additions  are  nu 
merous  and  important.  They  tire  fuch  as  a  reader  of  Englifti  poetry  will  readily  diftinguifh,  and 
therefore  unneceffary  to  be  pointed  out. 

Though  the  editor  has  exerted  himfelf  with  confiderable  attention,  to  render  the  works  of  the  au 
thors  now  firft  collected,  as  complete  as  pbflible;  yet  copies  of  Surrey's  tranflation  of  the  fecond  and 
fourth  books  of  the  JEntid,  Davies's  Epigrams,?.  Fletcher's  Latin  and  Englifn  poem  on  the  Jefiats 
and  Sicil'des,  a  Pifcatory  -drama,  Harte's  EJfay  on  Rzafon,  Shaw's  Four  Farthing  Candles,  Brown's  Li" 
lerty,  and  fome  pieces  of  other  authors,  have  eluded  his  diligence.  The  works  of  Chatterton  might 
have  been  enlarged  by  additions  from  Mr.  Barret's  "  Hiftory  of  Briftol,"  and  "  Supplement  to 
Chatterton's  Mifcellanies,"  which  could  not  be  obtained  in  due  time.  Gray's  Sonnet  on  Sir  William 
Williams,  Mickle's  Prophecy  of  Bitten  Emma,  JohnfoiVS  Marrnor  NorfoLimfe,  and  fome  other  little 
pieces,  happened  to  be  overlooked  at  the  prefs. 

The  editor  does  not  wifh  to  be  underftood  as  having  performed  more  than  he  has  actually  done. 
For  the  felection  of  the  authors,  he  is  folely  refpofifible.  What  pleafed  himfelf  he  has  ventured  to  re 
commend  to  others;  a  taflc  of  fuch  difficulty  requires  the  candid  allowance  of  the  reader,  for  the  un 
avoidable  differences  of  tafte  and  judgment.  The  recommendation  of  the  proper  editions  of  the 
works  to  be  reprinted,  belonged  to  the  editor  ;  with  the  exception  of  the  works  of  Chaucer,  in  the 
firji  volume,  and  the  works  of  the  feveral  authors  in  thejiftb  volume,  in  which  he  had  no  concern. 

For  the  correctnefs  of  the  test,  he  is  not  anfwerable,  as  he  had  no  concern  in  the  revifion  of  any 
part  of  thefe  volumes,  except  the  Biograplical  and  Critical  Prefaces,  and  occasionally  fome  additionst 
ttotfs,  and  tilujl rations  in  the  courfe  of  the  work.  The  chronological  arrangement  which  he  recom 
mended  has  not  been  ftrictly  obfjsrved,  on  account  of  the  proportion  which  it  w.as  thought  neceffary 
to  ohferve,  in  the  fizc  of  the  volumes.  The  engraved  title-page,  bearing  to  be  "  A  Complete  Edi 
tion  of  the  Poets  of  Great  Britain,"  was  improperly  copied  by  the  proprietors,  in  the  firji  volume, 
from  Mr.  Bell's  edition,  and  retained  in  the  fubfequent  volumes,  for  the  fake  of  uniformity. 

In  fo  complicated  and  extenfive  a  work,  typographical  errors  may  be  expected  to  occur.  The 
editor  hopes  they  are  not  very  numerous,  and  will,  he  thinks,  be  entitled  to  the  pardon  of  every 
candid  reader.  Several  miftakes  of  this  kind,  he  is  lorry  to  acknowledge,  remain  uncorrected  in  his 
part  of  the  work,  particularly  in  the  Laves  of  Wilkie,  Johnfon,  and  fome  others  \nihz  eleventh  volume, 
which  he  defires  may  be  attributed,  not  to  neglect,  but  want  of  experience  in  affairs  of  this  nature, 
and  to  the  precipitation  with  which  the  work  proceeded  through  the  prefs ;  all  the  Prefaces 
having  been  written  in  little  more  than  two  years,  and  fent  to  the  prefs,  in  portions,  as  they  were, 
wanted,  without  any  previous  revifion. 

There  is  one  alteration  in  the  prefent  collection  which  the  editor  believes  will  need  Ho  apology. 
This  is  the  arrangement  of  the  poetical  tranflations  of  entire  works  in  a  feparate  volume.  To  ren 
der  the  works  of  Homer  and  Pindar  more  complete,  Mr.  Hole's  Hymn  to  Cent,  and  Mr.  Pye's  Six 
Olympic  Odes,  are  added  to  the  tranflations  of  Pope  and  Weil ;  and  the  deficiencies  in  Dryden's  Ju 
venal  arc  fupplied  by  the  verfions  of  thofe  who  were  originally  aflbciated  with  him  in  that  perform 
ance.  A  fupplemental , volume  of  Tranflations,  making  the  thirteenth,  has  been  printed,  and  another 
is  Hill  wanting  to  complete  the  arrangement,  with  a  volume  of  Fugitive  Poetry. 

Of  the  Lives  here  offered  to  the  public,  nearly  one  half  have  been  already  written  by  Dr.  Johnfon, 
with  fuch  felicity  of  performance,  that  the  editor  might  perhaps  more  properly  have  contented 
himfelf  with  fubjoining  a  few  corrections  and  additions  to  his  elegant  narratives;  but  that  new  Lives 
were  thought  neceffary  to  the  uniformity  of  this  collection. 

As  the  undertaking  was  occafional  and  unforefeen,  Dr.  Johhfan  muft  be  fuppofed  to  have  engaged 

In  it  with  lefs  prpvifion  of  materials  than  might  have  been  accumulated  by  longer  premeditation., 
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Of  the  later  writers,  at  leaft,  he  might,  by  attention  and  inquiry,  have  gleaned  many  particulars 
•which  would  have  diveifified  and  enlivened  his  biography;  but  he  was  not  actuated  by  an  en- 
thufiafm  for  his  employment.  He  could  not  encounter  wearintfs,  perplexity,  and  difguft.  Hi--  la 
bour  of  literature  was  a  talk  from  which  he  always  wifhed  to  efcape.  From  Spence's  Collections, 
communicated  by  the  Duke  of  Newcaflle,  he  received  great  affiftance.  In  what  he  relates,  though 
there  is,  in  many  articles,  little,  except  the  manner  in  which  it  is  told,  that  is  new  (a  deficiency 
which  was  not  always  in  his  power  to  remedy),  yet  his  narration  affords  a  luminous  proof  of  the 
vigour  of  his  mind  in  all  its  faculties,  whether  memory,  judgment,  or  imagination.  What  he  has 
to  fay  on  every  fubject  is  always  worth  hearing.  Though  the  turn  of  his  mind  cannot  be  confider- 
cd  as  peculiarly  qualifying  him  for  a  critic  of  fubjects  .-  hich  require  more  imagination  than  judg,- 
ment,  yet  the-  luiLre  of  his  great  mind  feldom  beamed  on  any  thing,  without  lighting  us  to  fome 
Hew  truth,  latent  trait  of  character,  or  peculiarity  hitherto  unobferved.  Even  the  acrimony  of  hii 
poetical  cenfures,  is,  in  a  great  meafure,  compenlated  by  the  force  and  originality  of  his  reflections,  . 
and  the  elegance  and  corroctneih  of  his  language. 

In  the  prefent  undertaking,  the  editor  has  not  the  prefumption  to  fuppofe  himfelf  qualified  to 
complete  what  Dr.  Johnfon  ha*  left  unfinifiied,  nor  the  temerity  to  court  a  companion.  Neither  the 
ftyle  nor  the  manner  are  here  the  principal  object  of  attention.  With  a  view  to  popular  information, 
he  has  endeavoured  to  collect  what  is  diffufed,  to  glean  in  fpots  which  have  been  lometimes  neglected, 
and  fometimes  forgotten,  and  to  relate  with  clearnefs  .and  fimpiicity,  what  is  known  of  the  perfonal 
hiftory  and  literary  productions  of  each  author,  whofe  work-;  are  affociated  in  this  collection,  digeft- 
ed  in  the  form  of  a  chronicle,  fubjoining  an  eftimate  of  his  character,  a  critical  examination  of  hi« 
compofitions,  and,  by  quotation,  the  teftimonies  of  contemporary  writers,  and  the  judgments  of  the 
ttoit  refpectable  critics. 

In  the  courfe  of  this  undertaking,  he  has  endeavoured  to  avail  himfelf  of  the  various  biographical 
collections  already  in  the  hands  of  the  public.  -  Of  thefe  collections,  it  was^neceffary  to  form  a  right 
idea,  to  felect  from  them  whatever  was  conducive  to  his  defign,  and  carefully  to  avoid  their  errors, 
at  the  lame  time  that  he  preferred  their  excellencies.  What  ufe  he  has  made  of  them  will  be  obvi- 
«us,  as  well  as  what  is  entirely  his  own. 

In  the  Lives  of  the  authors  of  a  remote  period,  the  inflances  are  numerous  which  ftand  in  need  of 
emendations  and  corrections,  for  retrenching  fuperfluities,  fupplying  deficiencies,  and  rectifying  the 
miftakes  in  dates  and  facts,  which  may  unintentionally  have  been  committed,  and  tranfmitted  from 
writer  ,to  writer  without  examination.  The  editor  has  exerted  himfelf,  in  this  refpect,  with  confi- 
derable  attention. 

In  the  Lives  of  the  modern  authors,  efpecially  of  thofe  lately  deceafed,  of  whom  there  are  no  writ 
ten  memorials,  the  difficulty  under  which  the  editor  laboured  will  be  evident;  from  the  want  of  pro 
per  information,  the  prejudices  of  friends  or  admirers,  the  calumnies  of  enemies,  and  the  fuggeftion* 
of  envy,  to  which  eminent  characters  are  peculiarly  liable.  Time  overcomes  moft  of  thefe  impedi 
ments,  except  the  firft,  which  it  evidently,  in  many  cafes,  increafes. 

An  accurate  inveftigation  into  the  powers  and  varieties  of  the  human  mind,  is  of  all  ftudica 
the  moft  important;  and  a  faithful  narration  of  the  principles,  conduct,  and  writings  of  emi 
nent  men,  might,  perhaps,  afford  the  fureft  bafisfor  fuch  refearches;  but  it  isalmoft  unreafonable  t« 
expect  from  human  intellect  and  virtue,  fufficient  difcernment,  difcrimination  and  impartiality,  t« 
qualify  forfo  difficult  and  delicate  a  talk. 

As  far  as  relates  to  himfelf,  the  editor  has  endeavoured,  as  much  as  pofiible,  to  relate  the  circum- 
ftancis  of  the  Lives  of  the  authors  from  the  moft  authentic  information,  and  to  give  an  account  of 
their  writings  with  real  impartiality.  His  aim  has  been  to  rife  above  narrow  prejudices,  and  to  re-  '' 
cord  the  vices  and  virtues,  trfe  excellencies  and  defects  of  authors,  with  fidelity  and  freedom.  The 
well-known  adage,  de  mortals  nil  nifi  bontim,  feems  to  have  been  dictated  by  tendernefs  and  humanity. 
Errors  are  diminished  when  once  the  grave  has  interpofed,  and  the  good  qualities  are  proportionably 
magnified  The  generous  feelings  add  to  the  unwillingnefs  to  blame,  and  every  liberal  mind  feels 
it  au  act  of  cowardice  to  attack  thofe  who  cannot  defend  themfeives.  The  bt ft  propenfides  of  the 
human  mind  are  thus  engaged  to  repel  cenfure  and  invite  praife.  Without  violating  the  rights  of 
kumanity,  the  wife  of  the  editor  has  been  to  fpeak  of  the  dead  with  liberal,  but  not  indifcrimmate 
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praife.     Hence,  truth,  he  trufts,  will  appear  in  its  faireft  garb,  and  impartiality  appear  almoft  like 
praife.  -     .    v 

In  the  reprefentation  of  facts,  and  the  delineation  of  characters,  the  editor  has  endeavoured  to  do 
full  juflice  to  the  conduct  and  principles  of  men  of  every  profeffion  and  party.  But  he  apprehends 
that  a  philofophical  liberality  of  mind  does  not  imply  in  it,  that  he  has  no  femiments  of  his  own. 
He  fcruples  not  to- declare  his  attachment  to  the  great  interefts  of  mankind,  and  his  enmity  to  bi 
gotry,  fuperftition,  and  tyranny.  A  work  of  this  nature,  that  is  conducted  without  any  regard  to 
the  chief  privileges  of  human  nature,  without  a  philofophical  liberality  of  mind,  and  without  feel 
ings,  efpecially  of  the  moral  kind,  would  be  deprived  of  much  of  its  utility- 

With  refpect  to  the  ftrictures  on  the  works  of  the  various  authors,  the  editor  is  far  from  being 
•ver-anxious  to  make  others  adopt  his  fentiments.  If  erroneous  criticifm  may  be  fometimes  fufpect- 
ed,  who  can  hope  that,  in  matters  of  tafte,  all  fhall  agree  ?  He  will  think  it  fufficient,  if  his  remarks 
fhould  engage  the  reader  to  review  his  own  opinions,  or  recal  his  attention  to  fome  latent  beauty, 
fome  fafcinating  line,  or  fome  happy  expreffion,  which,  on  a  firft  perufal,  had  efcaped  him.  Where 
he  has  prefumed  to  differ  from  the  moft  refpectable  authorities,  he  would  be  rather  underflood  to 
propofe  a  doubt  than  to  offer  a  contradiction.  If  his  praifes  have  been  fometimes,  as  he  fears  they 
have,  too  lavifhly  beftowed,  he  trufts,  that  the  candid  reader  will  afcribe  them  to  a  folicitude  which 
made  him  more  willing  to  recommend  beauties  than  to  expofe  blemiib.es ;  rather  earneft  ;o  do  jufticc 
to  the  author's  merit,  than  to  raife  an  admiration  of  his  own  judgment. 

The  obligations  which  the  editor  has  received,  have  extended,  in  feveral  cafes,  to  the  communication 
ef  entire  articles,  and  to  occafional  afliftance :  For  the  life  of  Spenfer,  and  the  lives  of  Miltont 
Cotuley,  Waller,  Butler,  and  Den/jam,  he  is  indebted  to  two  gentlemen  of  learning  and  abilities, 
who  have  not  indulged  him  with  the  liberty  of  mentioning  their  names.  They  were  folicited  and 
obtained  by  the  proprietors^  to  expedite  the  publication,  and  never  feen  by  the  editor  till  they  were 
printed.  He  knows  not  whether  any  apology  will  be  deemed  needful  for  inferting  them.  They, 
are  compofed,  it  muft  be  acknowledged,  with  little  care  or  diligence,  and  with  a  compendious  bre 
vity,  which,  though  compatible  with  accuracy  of  narration,  and  vigour  of  defcription,  precludes  a 
critical  account  both  of  events  and  writings.  As  thefe  articles  comprehend  fome  of  the  -firft  names 
in  Englifh  poetry,  it  is  the  intention  of  the  editor  to  write  them  over  again,  for  a  feparate  editiou  of 
the  Lives,  corrected  and  enlarged,  which  jt  is  in  contemplation  with  the  proprietors  to  publifh. 

With  refpect  to  occafional  afliftance,  the  editor  has  been  favoured  with  various  biographical  infor 
mation  concerning  Moore,  BLrir,  Wllkls,  Bruce,  and  Logan,  from  the  Rev.  Mr.  Toulmin  of  Taunton, 
the  Rev.  Dr.  Robertfon  of  Dalmeny,  the  Rev.  Dr.  William  Thomfon  of  London,  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Blair,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Baird,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Hardy,  and  Profeffor  Dalzel  of  Edinburgh,  to  whom  he 
begs  leave  to  make  his  acknowledgments.  To  all  thefe  gentlemen  he  efteems  himfelf  much  indebted 
for  their  kindnefs  and  attention.  From  them  arifes  the  principal  affiftance  he  has  to  boaft  of, 
He  has  many  reafons  to  flatter  himfelf,  that  his  information  would  have  been  much  enlarged  from 
•ther  quarters,  if  a  diffidence  of  his  abilities  for  the  undertaking  had  not  deterred  him  from  felici 
tation. 

The  editor  cannot  conclude,  without  an  apology  to  the  reader,  which  he  is  forry  to  be  under  the 
neceflity  of  making.  In  his  endeavours  to  render  thefe  volumes  worthy  of  attention,  he  has  beem 
thwarted  by  a  fituation  peculiarly  unfavourable  for  fuch  purfuits :  the  libraries  of  Oxford  and  Cam 
bridge,  the  Britifh  Mufeum,  the  repofitories,  mufeums,  and  libraries  of  the  curious,  from  whence 
cnly  adequate  materials  are  to  be  drawn,  he  has  had  no  accefs  to.  His  chief  refource  has  been  a 
finall  private  collection,  and  the  libraries  of  the  Univerfity,  and  of  the  Faculty  of  Advocates  in 
.Edinburgh,  neither  of  which  is  rich  in  old  Englifh  literature. 

The  mention  of  thefe  valuable  repofitories  naturally  reminds  the  editor,  that  he  mould  be  deficient 
in  gratitude,  if  he  omitted  to  notice  the  readinefs  with  which  he  was  allowed  the  free  ufe  of  what 
ever  they  contained,  for  the  fervice  of  this  work. 

The  communication  of  fome  fcarce  mifcellaneous  collections,  by  Alexander  Frafer  Tytler,  Efq.  of 
Woodhoufelee,  Robert  Arbuthnot,  Efq.  Secretary  to  the  Truftees  for  Fifherks,  Manufacturer  and 
and  Improvements,  and  George  Farquhar,  Efq.  of  South  Frederick-Street,  the  editor  confiders  as  * 
favour  worthy  of  public  acknowledgment. 
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How  far  the  prefent  work  is  calculated  to  anfwer  what  the  public  has  a  right  to  demand,  the 
editor  is  afraid  to  reflect  on.  It  was  begun  folely  from  public  confiderations,  without  any  regard 
to  perfonal  advantage,  and  has  been  carried  on  through  many  difficulties,  much  ill  health,  and  with 
many  real  doubts  of  his  ability  to  finifh  it  in  fuch  a  manner  as  to  merit  applaufe.  He  has  not  been 
ieduced  by  vanity,  fo  far  as  not  to  perceive  the  many  errors  and  defects  which  will  be  found  in  his 
part  of  thefe  volumes.  He  is  truly  fenfible  of  them ;  but  can,  at  the  fame  time,  declare,  they  have 
not  been  caufed  by  any  relaxation  of  his  endeavours  to  render  the  work  as  perfect  as  he  was  able, 
confiftent  with  his  attention  Jo  more  important  avocations.  Every  work  of  this  kind  is,  by  its  na 
ture,  deficient.  To  thofe  who  may  be  diffatisfied  with  the  manner  in  which  it  is  conducted,  he  can 
only  fay,  that  the  undertaking  appeared  to  him  much  caller,  before  he  engaged  in  it,  than  he  found 
afterwards  in  its  progrefs  through  the  prefs.  He  had  but  an  imperfect  conception  of  the  difficulties 
to  be  fuimounted,  the  difappointments  to  be  incurred,  the  books  to  be  procured  and  waited  for,  the 
states  to  be  fettled,  the  facts  to  be  afcertained,  and  the  various  irritating  minutiae  of  the  prefs.  He 
may  fafcly  rely  on  the  candour  of  thofe  who  have  experienced  the  trouble  and  difficulty  attending 
fuch  extenfive  literary  undertakings. 

Whatever  is  the  determination  concerning  it  (though  the  fubject  is  what  he  acknowledges  hirn- 
frlf  to  feel  fome  anxiety  about),  the  editor  profefles  himfelf  not  to  have  the  flighted  inclination  to 
ciifpute  the  propriety  of  any  cenfure  which  'may  be  palled  on  his  labours,  cither  in  part  or  in  the 
•fc'hole.  Perfectly  fatislied  with  the  pkafure  he  has  received  in  the  couife  of  the  work,  he  has  no 
expectation  of  emolument,  or  wifli  for  fame  on  account  of  his  concern  in  it. 

To  do  juilice  to  neglected  merit ;  to  extend  the  honour  of  our  national  poetry,  as  far  as  poflible,. 
fcoth  abroad  and  at  home  ;  to  enlarge,  however  little,  the  boundaries  of  literary  biography  and  ele 
gant  criticifm ;  to  ftrengthen  and  co-operate  with  the  tafte  for  poetical  antiquities,  which,  for  fome 
time  paft,  has  been  coniiderably  advancing;  to  hold  out  an  incentive  to  the  love  of  fame  and  the 
cultivation  of  the  mind  ;  to  diverfify  the  materials  of  common  reading,  and  to  open  frefh  fources 
•f  ufeful  inftruction  and  innocent  anmfement,  are  ends  which,  though  to  attain  be  beyond  his 
powers,  the  honeil  ambition  of  the  editor  i«  fomething  gratified  by  the  attempt  alone. 


ROBERT  ANPERSON. 
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Old  CHAUCER,  like  the  morning Jlar, 
To  us  difcovers  day  from  far ; 
His  light  thofe  mifts  and  clouds  diflblv'd, 
'Which  our  dark  nation  long  involv'd ; 
But  he  defcending  to  the  (hades, 
Darknefs  again  the  age  invades. 
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Thefe  are  the  principal  facfts  in  Chaucer's  life,  which  are  attefted  by  authentic  evidences.  In  b*s 
Treattfe  on  the  AJlrolabe,  he  informs  us  that  he  had  a  fon  called  Lewis,  who  was  ten  years  of  age  in 
1391.  There  is  no  account  in  what  ftation  Ire  lived,  or  when  he  died.  The  relation  of  Thomas 
Chaucer  to  him  has  not  been  ascertained.  Speght  fays,  "  that  fome  held  opinion,  that  Thomas 
Chaucer  was  not  the  fon  of  Geoffrey;"  and  there  are  certainly  many  circumftances  which  render 
that  opinion  probable.  He  married  Maude,  daughter  of  Sir  John  Burgherfiie,  rtfided  chiefly  at 
ILwelm  in  Oxfordfhire, pafled  through  feveral  public  ftations,  and  died  on  the  a8th  of  April  1434. 

The  poetical  corflpofitions  of  Chaucer,  particularly  his  Canterbury  Tales,  obtained  him  the  highefb 
place  of  diftinction  among  his  contemporaries.  The  tales,  it  is  probable,  were  compofed  at  differ 
ent  periods  of  his  life.  He  connected  them  together  in  that  admirable  dramatic  ftructure  in  which, 
they  are  at  prefent,  about  the  year  1383.  They  were  firft,  printed  by  our  meritorious  countryman 
"William  Caxton,  the  firft  Englifh  primer,  as  Ames  fuppofes,  about  1475  or  1476,  and  again  in  1491. 
Subsequent  editions  were  printed  by  Wynken  de  Worde,  in  1495,  and  by  Pynfon  in  1491,  and  15*6, 
•which  was  the  fir  ft  that  included  his  mifcellaneous  pieces.  The  next  edition  was  printed  by  Godfrey 
in  1532,  with  Mr.  William  Thynne's  dedication  to  Henry  VIT1.,  and  a  great  number  of  pieces  never 
liefore  published,  This  edition  was  many  times  reprinted,  as  the  flandard  edition  of  Chaucer's 
works,  till  the  appearance  of  the  editions  of  Stowe  and  Speght  in  1561,  1597,  and  l6oz;  and  of 
the  edition  undertaken  by  Urry,  which  was  published  fome  years  after  his-  death,  in  1721,  with  a 
preface  by  Mr.  Timothy  Thomas.  An  edition  of  the  Canterbury  tales  was  publifhed  by  Thomas 
Tyrwhitt,  Efq.,  in  4  vols. "8vo,  1775,  to  which  was  added,  in  1778,  a  fifth  volume,  containing  an 
*'  Effay  on  the  Language  and  Verfification  of  Chaucer,"  "  an  Introductory  Difcourfe  to  the  Canter-" 
jury  Tales,  and  "  a  Gioffary," 

The  prefent  edition  of  the  Canterbury  Tales  is  printed  from  Tyrwhitt's  incomparable  edition* 
»nd  his  learned  and  valuable  Gloffary  is  copied  with  little  variation,  except  in  the  omifTion  of  the 
Numerical  references.  The  Plowman's  Tale,  Tale  of  Gamelyn,  Adventure  of  Pardoner  and  Taf>ejleft 
»nd  the  Merchant's  fecond  Tale,  omitted  by  Tyrwhitt,  have  been  retained,  though  all  evidence* 
internal  and  external,  is  againft  the  fuppoiition  of  their  being  the  production  of  Chaucer. 

The  genuine  mifcellaneeus  pieces  of  Chaucer  are  printed  from  Urry's  edition,  exclufive  of  thofe 
pieces  which  are  known  to  be  the  production  of  other  authors,  and  the  anonymous  competitions, 
•whichj  from  time  to  time,  have  been  added  to  Chaucer's,  in  the  feveral  editions,  without  any  evi- 
jdenct  whatever.  Befides  thefe  more  confiderable  -works,  it  appears  that  he  had  compofed  many 
Baladt/s,  Roundels,  Virelays,  and  that  he  had  made  many  a  Lay  and  many  a  Thing.  A  few  pieces  of 
this  fort  are  (till  extant,  and  inferted  here  as  they  ftand  in  the  editions. 

The  works  of  Chaucer  in  profe  are,  a  tranflation  of  Boethius  de  confolatione  PMlofoplna,  which 
he  has  mtntioned  himfclf  in  tht  Legende  of  Goode  Women,  A  TreatiJ'e  on  the  Afrolabej  addrefled 
to  his  ion  Lewis  in  1391,  and  tie  Tejlament  of  Lev:,  which  is  evidently  an  imitation  of  Boethius  d« 
Confdatiwe  Philofophla. 

The  private  character  of  Chaucer  appears  to  have  been  as  refpectable  as  his  literary  character 
was  truly  illuftrious.  In  his  manners  he  was  mild  and  gentle ;  in  his  difpofition  he  was  open  and 
ingenuous.  He  was  a  fine  gentlemen,  an  agreeable  companion,  and  a  learned  writer.  His  con* 
temporaries  and  difciples,  Gower,  Occleve,  and  Lydgate,  are  lavilh  in  his  praife.  With  Wickliflfe,  the 
father  of  the  Reformation,  he  concurred  in  fentiments  of  religion,  and  co-operated  in  his  moft  va 
luable  defigns ;  fo  natural  is  the  connection  between  genius  and  the  love  of  liberty. 

On  the  literary  character  of  Chaucer  it  is  the  lefs  neccflary  to  enlarge,  as  it  has  within  thefe  few 
years  been  fo  accurately  and  amply  difplayed  by  Mr.  Warton,  the  learned  hiftorian  of  the  Englifh. 
1  ocr.ry,  whofe  death  is  an  irreparable  lofs  to  Englifti  literature,  and  Mr.  TyrwhVt,  whofe  edition  of 
the  Cantetbury  Tales  is  the  moft  curious,  erudite,  and  valuable  publication  that  has  yet  appeared  in  this 
country. 

Chaucer  is  ufually  chaiacterifed  as  the  Reformer  c»f  the  Englifli  language,  and  the  father  of  Eng- 
liflj  poetry.  He  undoubtedly  critically  cultivated  his  native  tongue,  that  he  might  reform  its  irre 
gularities,  ande{lablifli  an  Eiiglifh  ftyle ;  and  he  was  certainly  the  firft  perfon  in  England  to  whom 
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pie§  of  poetry,  from  an  epigram  to  an  epic  poem,  and  has  fucceeded  in  all.  If,  however  he  appears 
pre-eminent  in  any  one  poetical  department,  it  is  in  the  defcriptive.  The  Canterbury  Tales , 
bis  greateft  production,  exhibit  a  wonderful  variety  of  talents ;  for  they  abound  with  the  fublime  and 
the  pathetic,  with  admirable  fatire,  genuine  humour,  and  an  uncommon  knowledge  of  life.  They 
were  probably  corripofed  in  imitation  of  the"  Decameron"  of  Boccace,  though  upon  a  different  and 
improved  plan.  The  general  plan  may  be  learned  from  the  prologue  he  has  prefixed  to  them.  He 
fuppofes  there,  that  a  company  of  pilgrims  going  to  Canterbury,  affcmble  at  an  inn  in  Southwark, 
and  agree,  that  for  their  common  amufement  on  the  road,  each  of  them  fhall  tell  at  leaft  one  talc 
in  going  to  Canterbury,  and  another  in  coming  back  from  thence ;  and  that  he  who  fhall  tell  the 
beft  tales,  fhall  be  treated  by  the  reft  with  a  fupper,  uppn  their  return  to  the  fame  inn.  It  appears 
alfo  that  he  defigned  to  defcribe  their  journey,  and  all  the  remenant  of  their  pilgrimage,  including 
probably  their  adventures  at  Canterbury,  as  well  as  upon  the  road  ;  but  this  extenfive  and  difficult 
undertaking  has  been  left  imperfect ;  and  more  than  one  half  of  the  tales  he  intended  to  give 
Is  wanting.  The  characters  of  the  pilgrims  are  as  various  as  at  that  time  could  be  found  in  the  de 
partments  of  middle  life;  and  the  {lories  are  exactly  fuited  to  their  characters,  and  clearly  evince,  that 
Chaucer,  notwithilanding  the  aids  he  derived  from  his  acquaintance  with  Italian  literature,  was 
pojTcffed  of  a  noble  invention,  and  a  fruitful  imagination. 

The  Knight's  Tale,  The  Wefe  of  Bath's  Tale,  Tale  of  the  Nuns  Prlejl,  flower  and  the  Left,  and  Tfa 
Character  of  a  Good  Parfon,  have  been  thought  worthy  of  imitation  and  revival  by  Dryden,  whoi^ 
paraphrafes,  particularly  of  the  Knight's  Tab,  and  of  the  Floiver  and  the  Leaf,  are  the  moft  animated 
and  harmonious  pieces  of  verfification  in  the  Englifh  language.  Pope  has  imitated  the  Merchant's 
Tale,  The  Wife  of  Bath's  Prologue,  and  The  Hovfe  of  Fame,  with  his  ufual  elegance  of  diction  and 
harmony  of  verfification.  Mr.  Betterton  has  tranflated  the  JReve's  Tale  and  the  Characters  of  the  Pil 
grims  ;  and  a  collection  of  "  The  Canterbury  Tales  Modernized,"  was  publilhed  by  Mr.  Ogle,  ia 
3  vol.  8vo,  1741. 

The  Squier's  Tale  is  confidered  by  Mr.  Warton  as  Chaucer's  capital  poem  ;  and  he  has  admirably 
explained  the  origin  of  the  fictions  with  which  it  abounds.  With  like  ingenuity  and  learning  he 
illuftrates  the  various  poems  of  Chaucer ;  and  with  regard  to  thofe  which  had  a  foreign  original, 
(hews  how  far  the  productions  which  gave  rife  to  them  have  been  copied,  altered,  and  improved. 
The  comparifon  turns  out  in  many  refpedts  to  the  advantage  of  the  Englifh  poet. 

"  Chaucer,"  fays  he,  "  was  a  man  of  the  world ;  and  from  this  circumftance  we  are  to  account, 
in  a  great  meafure,  for  the  many  new  embellishments  conferred  on  our  poetry.  The  defcriptions 
of  fplendid  proceffions  and  gallant  caroufals,with  which  his  works  abound,  are  a  proof  that  he  was 
converfant  with  the  practice  and  diverfions  of  polite  life.  His  travels  likevvife  enabled  him  to  cul 
tivate  the  Italian  and  Provencal  poetry  with  the  greateft  fuccefs,  and  induced  him  to  polifh  the  af- 
perity,  and  enrich  the  fterility  of  his  native  verfification,  with  fofter  cadences,  and  a  more  copious 
and  variegated  phrafeology." 

Concerning  the  licentious  paffages  that  are  to  be  met  with  in  Chaucer's  poems,  the  fame  ingenious 
and  learned  writer  obferves,  that  they  are  in  a  great  meafure  to  be  impxited  to  the  age  in  which 
they  were  written.  "  We  are  apt,"  fays  he,  "  to  form  romantic  and  exaggerated  notions  about 
the  moral  innocence  of  our  anceflors.  Ages  of  ignorance  and  fimplicity  are  thought  to  be  ages  of 
purity.  The  direct  contrary  I  believe  is  the  cafe.  Rude  periods  have  that  groflhefs  of  manners, 
Ivhich  is  not  lefs  friendly  to  virtue  than  luxury  itfelf.  In  the  middle  ages,  not  only  the  moft  flagrant 
•violations  of  modefty  were  frequently  practifed  and  permitted,  but  the  moft  infamous  vices.  Men 
are  lefs  afhamed  as  they  are  lefs  polifhed.  Great  refinement  multiplies  criminal  pleafures,  but  at  tfee 
fame  time  prevents  the,  actual  commiffion  of  many  enormities,  at  leaft  it  preferves  public  decency, 
and  fupprefles  public  licentioufnefs." 

In  delineating  Chaucer's  talent  for  humour,  Mr.  Warton  agrees  with  Dr.  Hurd,  who,  in  hig 
|*  Letters  on  Chivalry,"  fuppofes  that  the  Rime  of  Sir  Tkopas,  was  intended  to  expofe  the  leading 
|Wurdities  of  the  old  romance.  That  this  vvas  Chaucer's  aim  appears  from,  many  paflages  taken 
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from  Ifamlras,  Liltaus  Dcftaws,  and  other  romances,  in  the  fame  ftyle,  which  are  flill  extant ;  anc$ 
therefore  the  tale  raay  juftly  be  called  a  prelude  to  Don  Quixotte. 

From  Mr.  Wanton's  furvey  of  the  poems  of  Chaucer,  thefe  conclufion*  are  deduced  concerning 
him: — That  in  cultivation  and  elegance, in  harmony  and  perfpicuity  of  verification,  he  furpaffes  hi« 
predeceflors  in  an  infinite  proportion  ;  that  his  genius  was  nniverfal,  and  adapted  te  themes  of  un- 
toonded  variety  ;  that  his  merit  was  not.  lefs  in  painting  familiar  manners  with  humovr  and  proprie 
ty,  than  in  moving  the  paffions,  and.in  reprefeoting  the  beautiful,  or  the  grand  objects  of -nature, 
with  grace  and  fuMimity ;  and  that  he  appeared  with  all  the  luftre  of  a  true  poet,  in  an  age  which 
compelled  him  to  ftniggle  with  a  barbarous  language,  and  a  national  want  of  tafle  ;  and  tohen  tq. 
write  verfes  at  all  was  a  fingular  qualification. 
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THE     PROLOGUE. 


y\  HANNE  that  April  with  his  fhoures  fote 
The  droughte  of  March  hath  perced  to.  the  rote, 
And  bathed  every  veine  in  fwiche  licour, 
Of  whiche  vertue  engendred  is  the  flour;] 
Whan  ,Zephirus  eke  w;th  his  fote  brethe 
Enfpired  hath  in  ,eyeny  holt  and  hethe 
The  tendre  croppes,  and  the  yonge  fonne 
Hath  in  the  R,am  his  halfe  cours  yronne, 
'  And  fmale  foules  maken  melodie, 
That  flepen  alle  night  with  open  eye, 
So  priketh  hem  nature  in  hir  corages^ 
Than  longen  folk  to  gon  on  pilgrimages, 
And  palmere.s  for  to  feken  ftrahge  ftrondes, 
To,  ferve  halwes  couthe  in  fondry  londes ; 
And  fpecially  from  every  {hire's  ende 
Of  Englelond  to  Canterbury  they  wende? 
The  holy  blifsful  martyr  for  to  feke 
That  hem  hath  holpen  whan  that  they  were  feke. 

Befelle.that  in  that  fefon  on  a  day, 
In  Southwerk  at  the  Tabard  as  I  lay, 
Redy  to,wenden  on  my  pilgrimage 
To  Canterbury,  with  devoute' courage, 
At  night  was  come  into  that  hoftelrie 
Wei  nine-and-twenty  in  a  compagnie 
Of  fondry  folk,,  by ^a venture  yfalle 
In  felawfhip,  and  pilgrimes  were  they  alle 
That  toward  Canterbury  wolden  ride.' 
The  chambres  and  the  ftables  weren  wide, 
And  wel.  we  weren  efed  atte  befteo 

And  fhortly  when  the. fonne  was  gon  to  refte, 
So  hadde  I  fpoken  with  henreverich  on, 
That  I  was  of  hir  felawfhip  anon, 
A: id  made  forword  erly  for  to  rife, 
To  uke  oure  way  ther,  as  I  you  devife, 

v.'.r, 


But  natheles  while  I  have  time  andfpace^     ' 
Or  that  I  forther  in  this  tale  pace, 
Me  thinketh  it  accordant  to  refon 
To  tellen  you  alle  the; condition* 
Of  eche  of  hem,fo  as  it  femed  me, 
And  whiche  they  weren,  and  of  what  degre, 
And  eke  in  what  araie  that  they  were  inne  ; 
An'd  at  a  knight  than  wol  I  firfte  beginne. 

A  Knight  ther  was,  and  that  a  worthy  man* 
That  fro  the  time  that  he  firfte  began  v 
To  riden  out,  he  loved  chivalrie, 
Trouthe  and  honour,  fredom  and  ciirtefie. 
Fui  worthy  was  he  in  his  lordes  werre, 
And  therto  hadde  he  ridden,  no  man  ferrfi. 
As  well  in  Criftendom  as  in  Hetheneffe, 
And,  ever  honoured  for  his  worthinefle. 

At  Alifandre  he  was  whan  it  was  wonne  * 
Ful  often  time  he  hadde- the  bord  begonne  \ 
Aboven  .'alle  nations  in  Pruce  : 
In  Lettowe  hadde  he  reyfed  and  in  Ruce, 
No  Criften  man  fo  ofte  of  his  degre  ; 
In  Gernade  at  the  fiege  eke  haddefie  be 
Of  A)gefir,  and  ridden  in  Belmarie  :. 
At  Leyes  was  he,  and  at  Satalie, 
Whan  they  were  wonne;  and  in  the  Crete  Sec 
At  many  a  noble  armee  hadde  he  be. 
At  mortal  batailles  hadde  he  ben  fiftene, 
And  foughten  for  our  faitK  at  Tramiflene 
tn  liftes  thries,  a»d  ay  flain  hi,|  fo. 

This  ilke  worthy  Knight  hadde  ben  alfo. 

*  Alexandria  in  Egvpt  was'won  (and  immediately  aftrr 
abandoned)  in  1365  by  Pierre.de  Lulignan- King  of  Cy1^ 
prus. 

f  He  had  been  placed  at  the  -head  of  the  table,  tlieufus. 
al  compliment  ta  extraordinary  merit,  as  the  ccuuiiCBU* 
tois  very  propery  explain  U, 
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Some  time  with  the  Lord  of  Palatie  * 
Agen  another  Hethen  in  Turkic, 
And  evermore  he  haddc  a  fovereine  pris, 
And  though  that  he  was  worthy,  he  was  wife, 
And  of  his  port  as  mcke  as  is  a  mayde. 
He  never  yet  no  vilanie  ne  fayde 
In  alle  his  lif  unto  no  manere  wight  : 
He  was  a  veray  parfit  gentil  Knight. 

But  for  to  tellen  you  of  his  araie, 
His  hors  was  good,  but  he  ne  was  not  gaie. 
Of  fuflian  he  wtred  a  gipon 
Alle  befmotred  with  his  habergeon, 
For  he  was  late  ycome  fro  his  viage, 
And  wente  for  to  don  his  pilgrimage. 

With  him  ther  was  hisfone,  a,yonge  Syuier, 
A  lover  and  a  lufty  hacheler, 
WUh  lockes  crull  as  they  were  laide  in  prefTe  ; 
Of  twenty  yere       age  he  was,  I  geffe. 
Of  his  ftature  he  was  of  even  lengthe, 
And  wonderly  deliver,  and  grete  of  ftrengthe  ; 
And  he  hadde  be  fometime  in  chevachie 
In  Flaunders,  in  Artois,  and  in  Picardie, 
And  borne  him  wel,  as  of  fo  litel  fpace, 
In  hope  to  ftonden  in  his  ladies  grace. 

Embrouded  was  he,  as  it  were  a  mede 
Alle  full  of  fresfhe  floures  white  and  rede  : 
Singing  he  was  or  floyting  alle  the  day  : 
He  was  as  fresfhe  as  is  the  moneth  of  May  : 
Short  was  his  goune,  with  fleves  long  and  wide; 
Wel  cox'.de  he  fitte  on  hors,  'and  fayre  ride  : 
He  coude  fongcs  make,  and  Wel  endite. 
Jufte  and  eke  dance,  and  wel  pourtraie  and  write ' 
So  hote  he  loved,  that  by  nightertaie 
He  flep  no  more  than  doth  the  nightingale  : 

Cv.rtei*  he  was,  lowly  and  fervifable, 
And  carf  before  his  fader  at  the  table. 

A  Ttman  hadde  he,  and  fervantes  no  mo 
At  that  time,  for  him  lufte  to  ride  fo, 
And  he  was  cladde  in  cote  and  hode  of  grene ; 
A  ihefe  of  peacock  arwes  bright  and  kene 
Under  his  belt  he  bare  full  thriftily  : 
Wel  coude  he  dreffe  his  takel  yemanly  : 
His  arwes  drouped  not  wkh  fetheres  lowe, 
And  in  his  hond  he  bare  a  mighty  bowe. 

A  oot-hed  hadde  he,  with  a  broune  vifage  : 
Of  wood-craft  coude  he  wel  alle  the  ufage  : 
Upon  his  arme  he  bare  a  gaie  bracer, 
And  by  his  fide  a  fwerd  and  a  bokeler, 
And  on  that  other  fide  a  gaie  daggere, 
Harneifed  wel,  and  fliarp  as  point  of  fpere  : 
A  Criftofre  on  his  breft  of  filver  fliene. 
An  home  he  bare,  the  baudrik  was  of  grene  : 
A  forfter  was  he  fothely,  as  I  gefle. 

Ther  was  alfo  a  Norme,  a  PrioreJJe, 
That  of  hire  fmiling  was  ful  fimple  and  coy, 
Hire  greteft  othe  n'as  but  by  Seint  Eloy, 
And  fhe  was  cleped  Madam  Eglentine  ; 
1'ul  wel  fhe  fange  the  fervice  devine, 
Entuned  in  hire  nofe  ful  fwetely ; 
And  Frenche  me  fpake  ful  fayre  and  fetifly, 
After  the  fcole  of  Stratford  atte  Bowe, 
for  Frenche  of  Paris  was  to  hire  unknowe  : 
At  mete  was  fhe  wel  ytaughte  withalle, 
M'.c  lette  no  rnorfcl  from  hire  lippes  falle, 

*  Palatlsla  in  Acatclia* 


Ne  wette  hire  fingres  in  hire  fauce  depe ; 

Wel  coude  flie  carie  a  morfel,  and  wel  kepe, 

Thatte  no  drope  ne  fell  upon  hire  breft  : 

In  curtefie  was  fette  ful  moche  hire  left  : 

Hire  over  lippe  wiped  ihe  fo  clene, 

That  in  hire  cuppe  was  no  ferthing  fene 

Of  grefe  when  fhe  dronken  hadde  hire  draught  j 

Full  femely  after  hire  mete  flie  raught : 

And  fikerly  ihe  was  of  grete  difport, 

And  ful  pleafant  and  amiable  of  port, 

And  peined  hire  to  contrefetan  chere 

Of  court  and  ben  eftatelich  of  manere, 

And  to  ben  holdcn  digne  of  reverence. 

But  for  to  fpeken  of  hire  confcience, 
She  was  fo  charitable  and  fo  pitous 
She  wolde  wepe  if  that  fhe  faw  a  mous 
Caughte  in  a  trappe  if  it  were  ded  or  bledcfe. 
Of  fmale  houndes  hadde  flie,  that  fhe  feddc 
With  rofted  flefh,  and  milk,  and  waftel  brede, 
But  fore  wept,  fhe  if  on  of  hem  were  dede, 
Or  if  men  fmote  it  with  a  yerde  fmert ; 
And  all  was  confcience  and  tend  re  herte. 

Ful  femely  hire  wimple  ypinched  was,, 
Hire  nofe  tretis,  hire  eyen  grey  as  glas ; 
Hire  mouth  full  /"male,  and  therto  foft  aud  red  j 
But  fikerly  fhe  hadde  a  fayre  forehed  : 
It  was  almoft  a  fpanne  brode  I  trowe, 
For  hardily  fhe  was  not  undergrowe. 

Ful  fetife  was  hire  cloke,  as  I  was  ware. 
Of  fmale  corall  aboute  hire  arm  fhe  bare 
A  pair  of  bedes  gauded  all  with  grene, 
And  thereon  heng  a  broche  of  gold  ful  fliene 
On  whiche  was  firft  ywritten  a  crouned  A, 
And  after  Amor  •v'tn^it  ormtia, 

Another  Nonne  alfo  with  hire  hadde  fhe 
That  was  hire  chapelleine,  and  Preejles  thre. 

A  Monk  ther  was,  a  fayre  for  the  maiftrie, 
An  out-rider  that  loved  venerie  5 
A  manly  man  to  ben  an  abbot  able  ; 
Ful  many  a  deinte  hors  hadde  he  in  flable, 
And  whan  he  rode,  men  mighte  his  bridel  here 
Gingeling  in  a  wliiftling  wind,  as  clcre 
And  eke  as  loude  as  doth  the  chapell  belle 
Ther  as  this  lord  was  keper  of  the  celle. 

The  reule  of  Seint  Maure  and  of  Seint  Beneit, 
Becaufe  that  it  was  olde  andfomdele  ftreit, 
This  ilke  monk  lette  olde  thinges  pace, 
And  helde  after  the  newe  world  the  trace. 
He  yave  not  of  the  text  a  pulled  hen 
That  faith  that  hunters  ben  not  holy  men-i 
Ne  that  a  monk  whan  he  is  rekkeles 
Is  like  to  a  fifh.  that  is  waterles ; 
This  is  to  fay,  a  monk  out  of  his  cloiftre ; 
This  ilke  text  held  he  not  worth  an  oiftre ; 
And  I  fay  his  opinion  was  good. 
What !  fhuldc  he  ftudie  and  make  himfelven  wood, 
Upon  a  book  in  cloiftre  alway  to  pore, 
Or  fwinken  with  his  hondes,  and  laboure, 
As  Auftin  bit  ?  how  fhal  the  world  be  ferved  ? 
Let  Auftin  have  his  fwink  to  him  refervcd  : 
Ther  fore  he  was  a  prickafoure  a  right, 
Greihoundes  he  hadde  as  fvvift  as  foul  of  flight; 
Of  pricking  and  of  hunting  for  the  hare 
Was  all  his  luft ;  for  no  coft  Wolde  he  fpare. 

I  faw  his  fleves  purfiled  at  the  hond 
Wijh  g-ris,  and  that  the  fijjeft  of  the  load; 
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And  for  to  faflen'his  hood  under  his  chinne 
He  hadde  of  gold  ywrought  a  curious  pinne  f~ 
A  love-knotte  in  the  greter  ende  ther  was  : 
His  hed  was  balled,  and  fhone  as  any  glas ; 
And  eke  his  face,  as  it  hadde  ben  anoint ; 
He  was  a  lord  ful  fat,  and  in  good  point : 
His  eyen  ftepe,  and  rolling  in  his  hed, 
That  ftemed  as  a  forneis  of  a  led ; 
His  bootes  fouple,  his  hors  in  gret  eftat; 
Now  certainly  he  was  a  fayre  prelat : 
He  was  not  pale  as  a  forpined  goft ; 
A  fat  fwan  loved  he  beft  of  any  roft  : 
His  palfrey  was  as  broune  as  is  a  bery. 

A  Frtre  ther  was,  a  .wanton  and  a  mery, 
A  limitour,  a  ful  folempne  man  : 
In  all  the  ordres  foure  is  non  that  can 
So  moche  of  daliance  and  fayre  langage. 
He  hadde  ymade  ful  many  a  manage 
Of  yonge  wimmen  at  his  owen  coft ; 
Until  his  ordre  he  was  a  noble  poft. 
ful  wel  beloved  and  familier  was  he 
With  frankeleins  over  all  in  his  contree, 
And  eke  with  worthy  wimmen  of  the  Toun, 
For  he  had  power  of  confeffion, 
As  laide  himfelfe,  more  than  a  curat, 
For  of  his  ordre  he  was  a  licenciat. 
Ful  fwetely  herde  he  confeffion, 
And  plefant  was  his  abfolution. 
He  was  an  efy  man  to  give  penance 
Ther  as  he  wifte  to  han  a  good  pitancej 
For  unto  a  poure  ordre  for  to  give 
Is  figne  that  a  man  is  wel  yfhrive; 
For  if  he  gave  he  dorfte  make  avant 
He  wifte  that  a  man  was  repentant ; 
For  many  a  man  fo  hard  is  of  his  herte, 
He  may  not  wepe  although  him  fore  fmerte ; 
Therfore  in  ftede  of  weping  and  praieres 
Men  mote  [jive  filver  to  the  poure  freres. 

His  tippet  was  ay  farfed  ful  of  knives 
And  pinhes  for  to  given  fayre  wives  : 
And  certainly  he  hadde  a  mery  note ; 
Wel  coude  he  finge  and  plaien  on  a  rote. 
Of  yeddinges  *  he  bare  utterly  the  pris  ; 
His  nekke  was  white  as  the  flour  de  lis  ; 
Therto  he  ftrong  was  as  a  champioun, 
And  knew  wel  the  tavernes  in  every  toun, 
And  every  hofteler  and  gay  tapftere, 
Better  than  a  lazar  or  a  beggere ; 
For  unto  fwiche  a  worthy  man  as  he 
Accordeth  nought,  as  by  his  faculte 
To  haven  with  fike  lazars  acquaintance  : 
It  is  not  honeft,  it  may  not  avance, 
As  for  to  delen  with  no  fwiche  pouraille, 
.But  all  with  riche  and  fellers  of  vitaille. 

And  over  all,  ther  as  profit  fhuld  arife 
turteis  he  was,  and  lowly  of  fervife  : 
Ther  n'as  no  man  no  v/her  fo  vertuous; 
He  was  the  belle  begger  in  all  his  hous, 
And  gave  a  certaine  ferme  for  the  grant 
Non  of  his  bretheren  came  in  his  haunt : 
For  though  a  widewe  hadde  but  a  fhoo, 
(So  plefant  was  his  In  principle) 

.  *  This  word,  being  not  underlined,  has  been  clunped 
»h  forne  copies  into  tidingei  and  weddinges.  It  probably 
weans  A  kind  of  fang,  from  the  Saxon  fttW«n  or  giddian, 


Yet  wold  he  have  a  ferthing  or  he  went  j 

His  pourchas  was  wel  better  than  his  rent  : 

And  rage  he  coude  as  it  hadde  ben  a  whelp  ; 

In  lovedayes  ther  coude  be  mochel  help  ; 

For  ther  was  he  nat  like  a  cloifterere, 

With  thredbare  cope,  as  is  a  poure  fcolere, 

But  he  was  like  a  maifter  or  a  pope  : 

Of  double  worfted  was  his  femicope, 

That  round  was  as  a  belle  out  of  the  preffe. 

Somwhat  he  lifped  for  his  wantonnelie 

To  make  his  Englifh  fwete  upon  his  tonge  ; 

And  in  his  harping,  whan  that  he  hadde  fonge, 

His  eyen  twinkeled  in  his  hed  aright 

As  don  the  fterres  in  a  frofty  night. 

This  worthy  limitour  was  cleped  Huberd, 

A  Mercian!  was  ther  with  a  forked  herd  ; 
In  mottelee,  and  hfghe  on  hors  he  fat, 
And  on  his  hed  a  Faundfcilh  bever  hat. 
His  bootes  clapfed  fayre  and  fetifly ; 
His  refcns  fpake  he  ful  folempnely, 
Souning  alway  the  encrefe  of  his  winning  : 
He  wold  the  fee  were  kept  *  for  any  thing 
Betwixen  Middelburgh  and  Orewell. 
Wel  coud  he  in  efchanges  iheldes  felle. 
This  worthy  man  ful  wel  his  wit  befette  ; 
Ther  wiftt:  no  wight  that  he  was  in  dette, 
So  ftedefaftly  didde  he  his  governance 
With  his  bargeines  and  with  his  chevifencc* 
Forfothe  he  was  a  worthy  man  withalle, 
But  foth  to  fayn  I  n'ot  how  men  him  calie; 

A  Clerk  ther  was  of  Oxenford  alfo, 
That  unto  logike  hadde  long  ygo. 
As  lene  was  his  hors  as  is  a  rake, 
And  he  was  not  right  fat  I  undertake^ 
But  loked  holwe,  and  therto  foberly. 
Ful  thredbare  was  his  overeft  courtepy; 
For  he  hadde  geten  him  yet  no  benefice* 
Ne  was  nought  worldly  to  have  an  office  ; 
For  him  was  lever  han  at  his  beddes  hed 
Twenty  bckes  clothed  in  blake  or  red 
Of  Ariftotle  and  his  philofophie 
Then  robes  riche,  or  fidel  or  fautrie : 
But  all  be  that  he  was  a  philofophre 
Yet  hadde  he  but  litel  gold  in  cofre,  , 
But  all  that  he  might  of  his  frendes  hente 
On  bokes  and  on  lerning  he  it  fpente, 
And  befily  gan  for  the  foules  praie 
Of  hem  that  yave  him  wherwith  to  fcolaic. 
Of  ftudie  toke  he  mofte  cure  and  hede  ; 
Not  a  word  fpake  he  more  than  was  nedej 
And  that  was  faid  in  forme  and  reverence, 
And  flibrt  and  quike,  and  ful  of  high  fentencd  J 
Souning  in  moral  vertue  was  his  fpeche, 
And  gladly  wolde  he  lerne  and  gladly  teche. 

A  Sergeant  of  the  La-we  ware  and  wife, 
That  often  hadde  yben  at  the  paruis, 
Ther  was  alfo,  ful  riche  of  excellence  ; 
Difcrete  he  was,  and  of  grete  reverence ; 
He  {emed  fwiche,  his  words  were  fo  wife  ! 
Juftice  he  was  ful  often  in/afiife 
By  patent  and  by  pleine  commiffioun  : 
For  his  fcience  and  for  his  high  renoun 

*  /.  ^.puarded.  The  old  fubiuiv  of  tonnage  or  poundage 
waspfvcnto  the  king  "pur la  faufgarde  et  cultodk  il«$ 
*  mer,"  i^Edw.  IV.  c.  3. 
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Of  fees  and  robes  had  he  many  on  : 
So  grete  a  pourchafour  was  no  wher  non  : 
Ail  was  fee  iimple  to  him  in  effect, 
His  pourchafing  might  not  ben  in  fufpe«5t : 
No  wher  fo  bely  a  man  as  he  ther  n'as, 
And  yet  he  femed  befier  than  he  was. 
In  tcrmes  hadde  he  cas  and  domes  alle 
That  fro  the  time  of  King  Will,  weren  falle  ; 
Therto  he  coude  enditc  and  make  a  thing  ; 
Ther  coude  no  wight  pinche  at  his  writing  ; 
And  every  ftatute  coude  he  plaine  by  rote. 
He  rode  but  homely  in  a  medlee  cote 
Girt  with  a  feint  of  fiik  with  barres  fmale. 
Of  his  array  tell  I  no  lenger  tale. 

A  Frankeltin  was  in  this  compagnie  ; 
White"  was  his  berd  as  is  the  dayefie  : 
Of  his  complexion  he  -was  fanguin  ; 
Wei  loved  he  by  the  morwe  a  fop  in  win  : 
To  liven  in  delit  was  ever  his  wone, 
For  he  was  Epicure's  owen  fone, 
That  held  opinion  that  plein  deiit 
Was  veraily  felicite  parfite. 
And  houfholder,  and  that  a  grete  was  he  j 
Seint  Julian  he  was  in  his  contree. 
His  brede,  his  ale,  was  alway  after  on  ; 
A  better  envyned  man  was  no  wher  non. 
Withouten  bake  mete  never  was  his  hous 
Of  fifh  and  flefti,  atid  that  fo  plenteous 
It  fnewed  in  his  houfe  of  mete  and  drinke 
Of  alle  deintees  that  men  coud  of  thinke. 
After  the  fondry  fefons  of  the  yere 
So  changed  he  bis  mete  and  his  fonpere. 
Ful  many  a  fat  patrich  hadde  he  in  mewe, 
And  many  a  breme,  and  many  a  luce  in  ftewe. 
Wo  was  his  coke  but  if  his  fauce  were 
Poinant  and  (harpe,-  and  redy  all  his  gere. 
His  table  dormant  in  his  halle  alway 
Stode  redy  covered  alle  the  longe  day. 

At  feffions  there  was  he  lord  and  fire ; 
Full  often  time  he  was  knight  of  the  {hire. 
An  anelace  and  a  gipciere  all  of  filk 
Heng  at  his  girdel  white  as  morwe  milk. 
A  fhereve  hadde  he  ben  and  a  countour ; 
Was  no  wher  fwiche  a  worthy  vavafour  *. 

An  Habetdajher,  and  a  Carpenter, 
A  WMe,  a  Deyer,  and  a  Tapifer, 
Were  alle  yclothed  in  o  livere 
Of  a  folempne  and  grete  fraternite. 
Ful  frefhe  and  newe  hir  gere  ypiked  was ; 
Hir  knives  weTe  ychaped  not  with  bras, 
But  all  with  filver  wrought  ful  clene  and  wel, 
Hir  girdeles  and  hir  pouches  every  del : 
Wel  femed  eche  of  hem  a  fayre  burgeis 
To  fitten  in  a  gild  halle  on  the  deis  ; 
Everich  for  the  wifdom  that  he  can 
Was  fhapeKch  for  to  ben  an  alderman. 
For  catel  hadden  they  ynotigh  and  rent, 
And  eke  hir  wives  wolde  it  wel  affent ; 
And  elles  certainly  they  were  to  blame  : 
It  is  ful  fayre  to  ben  ycleped  Madame, 


*  The  precife  import  of  this  word  U  often  a&obfcure  as 
its  original.  gee  DuCange  in  v.  in  thts  place  it  thould  per- 
iiaps  bcunderltooato  raertii  the  whole  UaUof  n.,aUlint; 


And  for  to  gon  to  vigiles  all  before, 
And  have  a  mantel  reallich  ybore.^ 

A  Cbke  they  hadden  with  hem  for  the 
To  boile  the  chikenes  and  the  marie  bones, 
And  poudre  marchant,  tart  and  galingale. 
Wel  coude  he  knowe  a  draught  of  London  ale. 
He  coude  rofte,  and  fethe,  and  broile,  and  frie, 
Maken  mortrewes,  and  wel  bake  a  pie  ; 
But  gret  harm  was  it,  as  if  thoughte  me, 
That  on  his  Ihinne  a  mormal  hadde  he. 
For  blanc  manger  that  made  he  with  the  befl. 

A  Shipman  was  ther  woned  fer  by  w.eft  ; 
For  ought  I  wote  he  was  of  Dertemouth  : 
He  rode  upon  a  rouncie,  as  he  couthe, 
All  in  a  goune  of  falding  to  the  knee. 
A  dagger  hanging  by  a  las  hadde  hee 
About  his  nekke  under  his  arm  adoun ; 
The  hote  fommer  hadde  made  his  hewe  all  broun  ^ 
And  certainly  he  was  a  good  felaw ; 
Ful  many  a  draught  of  win  he  hadde  draw 
From  Burdeux  ward  while  that  the  chapmen  flepe  s 
Of  nice  confcience  toke  he  no  kepe. 
If  that  he  faught  and  hadde  the  higher  hand, 
By  water  he  fent  hem  home  to  every  land. 
But  of  his  craft  to  reken  wel  his  tides, 
His  ftremes  and  his  ftrandes  him  befides, 
His  herbervve,  his  mone,  and  his  lodemanage, 
Ther  was  non  fwiche  from  Hull  unto  Cartage.     . 
Hardy  he  was,  and  wife,  I  undertake  ; 
With  many  a  tempeft  hadde  his  berd  be  (hake  > 
He  knew  wel  alle  the  havens  as  they  were 
Fro  Gotland  to  the  Cape  de  Finiftere, 
And  every  creke  in  Bretagne  and  in  Spaine  ; 
His  barge  ycleped  was  the  Magdelaine. 

With  us  ther  was  a  Dolour  of  Phifike  ; 
In  all  this  world  ne  was  ther  non  him  like 
To  fpeke  of  phifike  and  of  furgerie, 
For  he  was  grounded  in  aftronomie.  v 
He  kept  his  patient  a  ful  gret  del 
In  houres  by  his  magike  naturel : 
Wel  coude  he  for-tunen  the  afcendent 
Of  his  images  for  his  patient. 

He  knew  the  caufe  of  ever)'  ttialadie, 
Were  it  of  cold,  or  hote,  or  moift,  or  drie, 
And  wher  engendred,  and  of  what  humour  :- 
He  was  a  veray  parfite  pracftifour. 
The  caufe  yknowe,  and  of  his  harm  the  rote, 
Anon  he  gave  to  the  fike  man  his  bote. 
Ful  redy  hadde  he  his  apothecaries 
To  fend  him  dragges  and  his  lettuaries, 
For  eche  of  hem  made  other  for  to  winne  a 
Hir  frendfhip  n'as  not  newe  to  beginne. 
Wel  knew  he  the  old  Efculapius, 
And  Diofcorides  and  eke  Rufus, 
Old  Hippocras,  Hali,  and  Gallien, 
Serapion,  Rafis,  and  Avicen, 
Averrois,  Damafcene,  and  Conftantin, 
Bernard,  and  Gatifden,  and  Gilbertin. 
Of  his  diete  mefurable  was  he  ; 
For  it  was  of  no  fuperfiuite,e, 
But  of  gret  nouri(hing  and  digeftible  : 
His  ftudie  was  but  litd  on  the  Bible. 
In  fanguin  and  in  perfe  he  clad  was  alls 
Lined  with  taffata  and  with  fendalle. 
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And  yet  he  was  but  efy  of  difpence  ; 
He  kcpte  that  he  wan  in  the  peftilence; 
For  gold  in  phifike  is  a  cordial, 
Therfore  he  loved  gold  in  fpecial. 

A  good  Wif  was  ther  of  befide  Bathe, 
But  fhe  was  fom  del  dcfe,  and  that  was  fcathe. 
Of  cloth  making  fhe  hadde  fw-.che  an  haunt, 
Sl.e  paired  hem  of  Ipres  and  of  Gaunt. 
In  all  the  parifh  wif  ne  was  ther  non 
That  to  the  offring  before  hire  fhulde  gon, 
And  if  ther  did,  certain  fo  wroth  was  fhe, 
That  fhe  was  out  of  alie  charitee. 
Hire  coverchiefs  weren  ful  fine  of  ground ; 
I  dorfte  fwere  they  weyeden  a  pound 
That  on  the  Sonday  were  upon  hire  hede  : 
Hire  hofen  weren  of  fine  fcarlet  rede, 
Ful  ftreite  yteyed,  and  fhoon  fui  moift  and  newe  : 
Bold  was  hire  face,  and  fayre  and  rede  of  hew. 
She  was  a  worthy  woman  all  hire  live  ; 
Houfbondes  at  the  chirche  dore  had  fhe  bad  five, 
Withouten  other  compagnie  in  youthe, 
But  therof  nedeth  not  to  fpeke  as  nouthe  ; 
And  thries  hadde  fhe  ben  at  Jerufaleme  ; 
She  hadde  paffed  many  a  ftrange  ftreme  : 
.  At  Rome  fhe  hadde  ben,  and  at  Boloine, 
In  Galice  at  Seint  James,  and  at  Coloine  : 
She  coude  moche  of  wandring  by  the  way  ; 
Gat-tothed  was  fhe,  fothly  for  to  fay  ; 
Upon  an  ambler  efily  fhe  fat, 
Ywimpled  wel,  and  on  hire  hede  an  hat 
As  brode  as  is  a  bokeler  or  a  targe, 
A  fote  mantel  about  hire  hippes  large, 
And  on  hire  fete  a  pair  of  fporres  fharpe. 
In  felawfhip  wel  coude  fhe  laughe  and  carpe; 
Of  remedies  of  love  fhe  knew  parchance, 
For  of  that  arte  fhe  coude  the  olde  dance. 

A  good  man  ther  was  of  religioun 
That  was  a  pcure  Parfone  of  a  tcun, 
But  riche  he  was  of  holy  thought  and  werk ; 
He  was  alfo  a  lerned  man,  a  Clerk, 
That  Criftes  gofpel  trewely  wolde  preche; 
His  parifhens  devoutly  wolde  he  teche ; 
Benigne  he  was,  and  wonder  diligent, 
And  in  adverfite  ful  patient, 
And  fwiche  he  was  ypreved  often  fithes; 
Ful  loth  were  him  to  curfen  for  his  tithes, 
But  rather  wolde  he  yeven  out  of  doute 
Unto  his  poure  parifhens  aboute 
Of  his  offring,  and  eke  of  his  fuhfl;ance  ; 
He  coude  in  litel  thing  have  fuflifance  : 
Wide  was  his  parifh,  and  houfes  fer  afonder, 
But  he  ne  left  nought  for  no  rain  ne  thondcr, 
In  Ckeneffe  and  in  mifchief  to  vifite 
The  ferreft  in  his  parifh  moche  and. lite 
Upon  his  fete,  and  in  his  hand  a  ftaf  : 
This  noble  enfample  to  his  fhepe  he  yaf, 
~?hat  firft  he  wrought  and  afterward  he  taught, 
"  it  of  the  gofpel  he  the  wordes  caught, 
k.nd  this  figure  he  added  yet  thereto 
That  if  gold  rufte,  what  fhuld  iren  do 
For  if  a  prceft  be  foule  on  whom  we  truft 
No  wonder  is  a  lewed  man  to  ruft ; 
And  Ihame  it  is  if  that  a  preeft  take  kepe 
Tp  fee  a  fhitteo  fhepherd  and  cknc  fhepc  : 


Wel  ought  a  preeft  enfample  for  to  yeve 
By  his  cleneneffe  how  his  fhepe   fhulde  live. 

He  fette  not  his  benefice  to  hire, 
And  lette  his  fhepe  accombred  in  the  mire, 
And  ran  unto  London  unto  Seint  Poules 
To  feken  him  a  chanterie  for  foules, 
Or  with  a  brotherhede  to  be  withcld, 
But  dwelt  at  home  and  kepte  wel  his  fold, 
So  that  the  wolf  ne  made  it  not  mifcarie  : 
He  was  a  fhepherd  and  no  mercenarie  ; 
And  though  he  holy  were  and  vertuous 
He  was  to  fmful  men  not  difpitous, 
Ne  of  his  fpeche  dangerous  ne  digne, 
But  in  his  teching  difcrete  and  benigne. 
To  drawen  folk  to  heven  with  faireneffe  j 
By  good  enfample,  was  his.  befineffe  ; 
But  it  were  any  perfone  obftinat, 
What  fo  he  were  of  highe  or  low  eftat, 
Him  wolde  he  fnibben  fharply  for  the  nones : 
A  better  preeft  I  trowe  that  no  wher  non  is, 
He  waited  after  no  pompe  ne  reverence, 
Ne  maked  him  no  fpiced  cOhfcience 
But  Criftes  lore,  and  his  apoftles  twelve 
He  taught,  but  firft  he  folwed  it  himfelve. 

With  him  ther  was  a  Ploivman,  was  his  brother^ 
That  hadde  ylaid  of  dqpg  ful  many  a  fother  ; 
A  true  fwinker  and  a  good  was  he, 
Living  in  pees  and  parfite  charitee  : 
God  loved  he  befte  with  alle  his  herte 
At  alle  times,  were  it  gain  or  fmerte, 
And  than  his  neighebour  right  as  himfelve. 
He  wolde  threfh,  and  therto  dike  and  delve, 
For  Criftes  fake,  for  every  poure  wight 
Withouten  hire,  if  it  lay  in  his  might. 

His  tithes  paied  he  ful  fayre  and  wel 
Both  of  his  propre  fwinke  and  his  catelt 
In  a  tabard  he  rode  upon  a  mere. 

Ther  was  alfo  a  Reve,  and  a  Millere, 
A  Sompnour,  and  a  Pardoner  alfo, 
A  Manciple,  and  myfelf ;  ther  n'ere  no  mo. 

The  Milkr  was  a  ftout  carl  for  the  nones, 
Ful  bigge  he  was  of  braun  and  eke  of  bones, 
That  proved  wel,  for  over  all  ther  he  came, 
At  wraftling  he  wolde  here  away  the  ram. 
He  was  fhort  fhuldered,  brode,  a  thikke  gnarre, 
Ther  n'as.  no  dore  that  he  n'olde  heve  of  barre 
Or  breke  it  at  a  mining  with  his  hede  ; 
His  herd  as  any  fowe  or  fox  was  rede, 
.And  therto  brodj  as  though  it  were  a  fpade. 
Upon  the  cop  right  of  his  n,ofe  he  hade 
A  wert,  and  theron  ftcde  a  tufte  of  heres 
Rede  as  the  briftles  of  a  lowes  eres  : 
His  nofe-thirles  blacke  were  and  wide  : 
A  fwerd  and  bokeler  bare  he  by  his  fide  : 
His  mouth  as  wide  was  as  a  forneis  : 
He  was  a  jangler  and  a  Goliardeis, 
And  that  was  moft  of  finiie  and  harlotries  : 
Wel  coude  be  ftelen  corne  and  tollen  thries ; 
And  yet  he  had  a  thomb  of  gold  parde, 
A  white  cote  and  a  blew  hode  wered  he  : 
A  baggepipe  wel  coude  he  blowe  and  foune, 
And  therxvithall  he  brought  us  out  of  tonne* 

A  gentil  Manciple  was  ther  of  a  temple, 
Of  which1  achatoursmighten  take  enfemplc 
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Tor  to  ben  wife  in  byihg  of  vitaille, 
For  whether  that  he  paide  or  toke  by  taille 
Algate  he  waited  fo  in  his  achate 
That  he  was  ay  before  in  good  eftate  : 
Now  is  not  that  of  God  a  ful  fayre  grace 
That  fwiche  a  lewed  marines  wit  fhal  pace 
The  wifdom  of  an  hepe  of  l<*red  men  ? 

Of  maifters  had  he  mo  than  thries  ten 
That  were  of  lawe  expert  and  curious, 
Of  which  ther  was  a  dofein  in  that  hous 
Worthy  to  ben  ftewardes  of  rent  and  lond 
Of  any  lord  that  is  in  Englelond, 
To  maken  him  live  by  his  propre  good 
In  honour  detteles,  but  if  he  were  wood, 
Or  live  as  fcarfly  as  him  lift  defire, 
And  able  for  to  helpen  all  a  (hire 
In  any  ca«  that  mighte  fallen  or  happe  ; 
And  yet  this  Manciple  fette  hir  aller  cappe. 

The  Reve  was  a  flendre  colerike  man, 
His  herd  was  fhave  as  neighe  as  ever  he  can  : 
His  here  was  by  his  eres  round  yfhorne  ; 
His  top  was  docked  like  a  preeft  beforne  : 
Ful  longe  were  his  legges  and  ful  lene, 
Ylike  a  ftaff;  ther  was  no  calf  yfene  : 
Wei  coude  he  kepe  a  garner  and  a  binne; 
Ther  was,  non  auditour  coude  on  him  winne; 
Wel  wifte  he  by  the  drought  and  by  the  rain 
The  yelding  of  his  feed  and  of  his  grain. 
His  lordes  Ihepe,  his  nete,  and  his  deirie, 
His  fwine,  his  hors,  his  ftore,  and  his  pultrie, 
Were  holly  in  his  Rcvcs  governing, 
And  by  his  covenant  yave  he  rekeriing, 
Sin  that  his  lord  was  twenty  yere  of  age  ; 
Ther  coude  no  man  bring  him  in  arerage. 
Ther  n'as  bailliff,  ne  herde,  ne  other  hine, 
That  he  ne  knew  his  Height  and  his  covine  ; 
They  were  adradde  of  him  as  of  the  deth. 
His  wonning  was  ful  fayre  upon  an  heth  ; 
With  grene  trees  yfhadewed  was  his  place  ; 
He  coude  better  than  his  lord  pourchace  : 
Ful  riche  he  was  yftored  privily  : 
His  lord  wel  coude  he  plefen  fubtilly 
To  yeve  and  lene  him  of  his  owen  good, 
And  have  a  thank  and  yet  a  cote  and  hood. 
In  youthe  he  lerne.d  hadde  a  good  miftere  ; 
He  was  a  wel  good  wright,  a  carpentere. 
This  Reve  fate  upon  a  right  good  (lot 
That  was  all  pomelee  grey,  and  highte  Scot  : 
A  long  furcote  of  perfe  u.pon  he  iiade, 
And  by  his  fide  he  bare  a  nifty  blade. 
Of  Norfolk  was  this  Reve  of  which  I  tell, 
Befide  a  toun  men  clepen  Baldefwell. 
T  ucked  he  was,  as  is  a  frere  aboute, 
And  ever  he  rode  the  hindercft  of  the  route. 
A  Sampnour  was  ther  with  us  in  that  place 
That  hadde  a  fire-red  cherubinnes  face, 
For  faufeflemc  he.  was,  with  eyen  narwe  ; 
As  hote  he  was  and  likerous  as  a  fparwe, 
With  icallcd  browes  blake  and  pilled  berd  ^ 
Of  his  vifage  children  were  fore  aferd. 
Ther  n'as  quickfilver,  litarge,  ne  brimfton, 
Boras,  cmife,  ne  oile  of  tartre  non, 
Ne  oinement,  that  wolde  clenfe  or  bite, 
That  hini  might  hejpen  of  his  v  heikes  w  hite, 


O  L  O  O  U  F. 

Ne  of  the  knobbes  fitting  on  his  chekes  : 

Wel  loved  he  garlike,  onions,  and  lekes, 

And  for  to  drinke  ftrong  win  as  rede  as  blood, 

Than  wolde  he  fpeke  and  crie  as  he  were  wood; 

And  whan  that  he  wel  dronken  had  the  win, 

Than  wold  he  fpeken  no  word  but  Latin  : 

A  fewe  termes  coude  he,  two  or  three, 

That  he  had  lerned  out  of  fom  decree  ; 

No  wonder  is,  he  heard  it  ail  the  day  : 

And  eke  ye  knowen  wel  how  that  a  jay 

Can  clepen  watte  as  wel  as  can  the  pope  : 

But  who  fo  wolde  in  other  thing  him  grope 

Than  hadde  he  fpent  all  his  philofophie  ; 

Ay  ^ucjlio  quid  juris  ?  wolde  he  crie. 

He  was  a  gentil  harlot  *  and  a  kind  ; 
A  better  felaw  fliulde  a  man  not  find  : 
He  wolde  fuffre  for  a  quart  of  wine 
A  good  felaw  to  have  his  concubine 
A  twelvemonth,  and  excufe  him  at  the  full  * 
Ful  prively  a  finch  eke  coude  he  pull ; 
And  if  he  found  o  where  a  good  felawe 
He  wolde  techen  him  to  have  non  awe 
In  fwiche  acas  of  the  archedekenes  curfe, 
But  if  a  mannes  foule  were  in  his  purfe, 
For  in  his  purie  he  fliulde  ypunifhed  be  ; 
Purfe  is  the  archedekens  helle,  faid  he, 
But  wel  I  wote  he  lied  right  in  dede  ; 
Of  curling  ought  eche  gilty  man  him  drede., 
For  curfe  wol  fle  right  as  aflbiling  faveth, 
And  alfo  ware  him  of  %ftgn?fica<vit. 

In  danger  hadde  he  at  his  owen  gife 
The  yonge  girles  of  the  diocife, 
And  knew  hir  counfeil  and  was  of  hir  rede. 
A  gerlond  hadde  he  fette  upon  his  hede 
As  gret  as  it  were  for  an  aleftake ; 
A  bokeler  hadde  he  made  him  of  a  cake. 

With  him  ther  rode  a  gentil  Pardoners 
Of  Rouncevall,  his  frend  and  his  compere, 
That  ftreit  was  comen  from  the  court  of  Rome; 
Ful  loude  he  fang,  Come  hither  love  to  me. 
This  Sompnour  bare  to  him  a  ftiff  burdoun, 
Was  never  trompe  of  half  fo  gret  a  foun. 
This  Pardoner  had  here  as  yelwe  as  wax. 
But  fmoth  rt  heng  as  doth  a  ftrike  of  flax ; 
By  unces  heng  his  lokkes  that  he  hadde, 
And  therwith  he  his  iliulders  overfpradde  : 
Full  thinne  it  lay,  by  culpons  on  and  on, 
But  he  de  for  jolite  ne  wered  he  non. 
For  it  was  truffed  up  in  his  wallet. 
Him  thought  he  rode  all  of  the  newe  get, 
Difhevele,  fauf  his  cappe,  he  rode  all  bare  : 
Swiche  glaring  eyen  hadde  he  as  an  hare  : 
A  vernicle  hadde  he  fewed  upon  his  cappe  ; 
His  wallet -lay  beforne  him  in  his  lappe 
Bret-ful  of  pardon  come  from  Rome  al  hote  ; 
A  vois  he  hadde  as  fmale  as  hath  a  gote  : 
No  berd  hadde  he,  ne  never  non  fliulde  have  j 
As  fmothe  it  was  as  it  were  newe  fhave  : 
I  trowe  he  we^e  a  gelding  or  a  mare. 
But  of  his  craft,  fro  Berwike  unto  Ware 


*  The  name  of  harlot  was  anciently  given  to 
well-as  women. 
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Ne  was  ther  fwldic  an  other  Pardonere, 
For  in  his  male  he  hadde  a  pilwebere 
Which,  as  he  faide,  was  oure  Ladies  viel : 
He  fuicle  he  hadde  a  gobbet  of  the  feyl 
"Thatte  Seint  Peter  had  whan  that  he  went 
Upon  the  fee  till  Jefu  Crift  him  hent  : 
He  had  a  crois  of  laton  ful  of  ftones, 
And  in  a  glas  he  hadde  pigges  bones. 
But  with  thefe  relikes  whanne  that  he  fond 
A  poure  perfone  dwelling  up  on  lond, 
Upon  a  day  he  gat  him  more  moneie 
Than  that  the  perfone  gat  in  monethes  tweie; 
And  thus  with  fained  flattering  and  japes 
JHe  made  the  perfone  and  the  peple  his  apes. 

But  trewely  to  tellen  atte  laft, 
He  was  in  chirche  a  noble  ecclefiaft  : 
Wei  coude  he  rede  a  leffon  or  a  ftorie, 
But  alderbeft  he  fang  an  offertorie  ; 
For  wel  he  wifte  whan  that  fong  was  fonge 
He  mufte  preache  and  wel  afile  his  ton  e 
To  whine  filver,  as  he  right  wel  coude, 
Therfcre  he  fang  the  merier  and  loude. 

Now  have  I  told  you  fhcrtly  in  a  claufe 
Th'  eftat,  th'  araie,  the  nombre,  and  eke  the  caufe, 
Why  that  affembled  was  this  compagnie 
In  Southwerk  at  this  gentil  hoftelrie 
That  highte  The  Tabard,  faft  by  the  Belle. 
But  now  is  time  to  you  for  to  telle 
How  that  we  baren  us  that  ilke  night 
Whan  we  were  in  that  hoftelrie  alight ; 
And  after  wol  I  tell  of  our  viage, 
And  all  the  remeaant  of  our  pilgrimage. 

But  firfte  I  praie  you  of  your  curtefie 
That  ye  ne  arette  it  not  my  vilanie, 
Though  that  I  plainly  fpeke  in  this  matere, 
To  tellen  you  hir  wordes  and  hir  chere, 
Ne  though  I  fpeke  hir  words  proprely ; 
For  this  ye  knowen  al  fo  wel  as  I, 
Who  fo  fhall  telle  a  Tale  after  a  man 
He  mofte  reherfe  as  neighe  as  ever  he  can 
Everich  word,  if  it  be  in  his  charge, 
All  fpeke  he  never  fo  rudely  and  fo  large, 
Or  elles  he  mofte  tellen  his  Tale  untrewe, 
Or  feinen  thinges,  or  fmden  wordes  newe  : 
He  may  not  fpare  although  he  were  his  brother ; 
He  mofte  as  wel  fayn  o  word  as  an  other. 
Crift  fpake  himfelf  ful  brode  in  holy  writ, 
And  wel  ye  wote  no  vilanie  is  it :    . 
Eke  Pkto  fayeth,  who  fo  can  him  rede, 
The  wordes  moft  ben  cofin  to  the  dede. 

Alfo  I  praie  you  to  forgive  it  me 

11  have  I  not  fette  folk  in  hir  degree 

;re  in  this  Tale  as  that  they  fhulden  ftonde  ; 
[y  wit  is  fhort  ye  may  well  underftonde. 

Gret  chere  made  our  Hofte  us  everich  on, 

id  to  the  foup.er  fette  he  us  anon. 

id  ferved  us  with  vitaille  of  the  befte ; 
Strong  was  the  win,  and  wel  to  drink  us  lef^e. 
A  femely  man  our  Hofte  was  with  alle 
For  to  ban  ben  a  marfhal  in  an  halle ; 
A  large  man  he  was,  with  eyen  ftepe  ; 
A  fairer  burgeis  is  ther  none  in  Chepe  : 
Bold  of  hisfpeche,  and  wife,  and  wel  ytaught, 
And  of  manhood  elaktd  right  him  naught : 


Eke  therto  was  he  right  a  me*y  man, 

And  after  fouper  plaien  he  began, 

And  fpake  of  mirfchc  amonges  other  thinges 

Whan  that  we  hidden  made  our  rekeninges, 

And  feide  thus;  Now  Lordinjfes, trewely 

Ye  ben  to  me  welcome  right  hertily, 

For  by  my  trouthe,  if  that  I  fhal  not  lie, 

I  fuw  nat  this  yere  fvviche  a  cornpagnie 

At  ones  in  this  herberwe  as  is  now  ; 

Fayn  wolde  I  do  you  mirthe  and  I  wifte  how  , 

And  of  a  mirthe  I  am  right  now  bethought'-' 

To  don  you  efe,  and  it  fhall  cofte  you  nought. 

Ye  gon  to  Canterbury  ;  God  you  fpede, 

The  blifsful  martyr  quite  you  your  mede ; 

And  wel  I  wot  as  ye  gon  by  the  way 

Ye  fhapen  you  to  talken  and  to  play; 

For  trewely  comfort  ne  mirthe  is  non 

To  riden  by  tht  way  dombe  as  the  fton  ; 

And  therfore  wold  I  maken  you  difport, 

As  I  faid  erft,  arid  don  you  fome  comfort;. 

And  if  you  liketh  alle  by  on  affent 

NOAV  for  to  ftonden  at  my  jugement, 

And  for  to  werchen  as  I  fhal  you  fay 

To-morwe,  whan  ye  riden  on  the  way, 

Now  by  my  faders  foule  that  is  ded 

But  ye  be  mery,  fmittth  of  my  hed  : 

Hold  up  your  hondes  witliouten  more  fpeche. 

Our  counfeil  was  not  long  for  to  feche  ; 
Us  thought  it  was  not  worth  to  make  it  wife, 
And  granted  him  withouten  more  avjfe, 
And  bad  him  fay  his  vejdit  as  him  lefte. 

Lordinges,(quodbe)  now  herkeneth  for  the  befte} 
But  take  it  nat,  I  pray  you,  in  difdain  : 
This  is  the  point,  to  fpeke  it  plat  and  plain, 
That  eche  of  you  to  fhorten  with  youre  way 
In  this  viage  fhal  tellen  Tales  tway, 
To  Canterbury  ward  I  mene  it  fo, 
And  homeward  he  fhall  tellen  other  two, 
Of  aventures  that  whilom  ban  befalle. 
And  which  of  you  that  bereth  him  beft  of  allq 
That  is  to  fayn,  that  telleth  in  this  cas 
Tales  of  beft  fentence  and  moft  folas, 
Shall  have  a  fouper  at  youre  aller  coft 
Here  in  this  place  fitting  by  this  poft, 
Whan  that  ye  comen  agen  from  Canterbury, 
And  for  to  maken  you  the  more  mery 
I  wol  my  felven  gladly  with  you  ride, 
Right  at  min  owen  coft,  and  be  your  gide. 
And  who  that  wol  my  jugement  withfay 
Shal  pay  for  alle  we  fperiden  by  the  way. 
And  if  ye  vouchefauf  that  it  be  fo, 
Telle  me  anon  withouten  wordes  mo, 
And  I  wol  erly  fhapen  me  therfore. 

This  thing  "was  granted,  and  our  othcs  fwore 
With  ful  glad  herte,  and  praiden  him  alfo 
That  he  wrold  vouchefauf  for  to  don  fo, 
And  that  he  wolde  ben  our  governour, 
And  of  our  Tales  juge  and  reportour, 
And  fette  a  fouper  at  a  certain  pris, 
And  we  wol  reuled  ben  at  his  devife 
In  highe  and  lowe*  :  and  thus  by  on  affent 
We  ben  accorded  to  his  jugement ; 

*  IK,  or,  DC  a'tn  ft  bpj/b,  barb  Lat.  Haul  ct  las^  Fr.  were 
exprefiions  of  e:uhe  fubmiffion  on  oneiule,aml  fovereignty 
i;ii  the  other. 
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And  thenipan  the  win  was  fette  anon  : 
We  dronken,  and  to  refte  wenten  eche  on 
Withouten  any  lenger  tarying. 

A  morwe  whan  the  day  began  to  fpring 
Up  rofe  our  HofK,  and  was  our  aller  cok, 
And  gaderd  us  togeder  in  a  flok, 
And  forth  we  riden  a  litel  more  than  pas 
Unto  the  watering  of  Seint  Thomas, 
And  ther  our  Hofte  began  his  hors  areft, 
And  faid,  Lordes,  herkeneth  if  you  left  : 
Ye  wete  your  forword,  and  I  it  record  : 
If  even  fong  and  morwe  fong  accord, 
Let  fe  now  who  fhal  telle  the  firft  Tale  : 
As  ever  mote  I  drinken  win  or  ale 
Who  fo  is  rebel  to  my  jugement 
Shal  pay  for  alle  that  by  the  way  is  fpent. 
Now  draweth  cutte  or  that  ye  forther  twinne ; 
He  which  that  hath  the  fhorteft  fhal  beginne. 

Sire  Knight,  (quod  he)  my  maifter  and  my  lord, 
Now  draweth  cutte,  for  that  is  min  accord. 


Cometh  nere  (quod  he)  my  Lady  Prioreffe 
And  ye  fire  Clerk ;  let  be  your  ihamefaftneflej 
Ne  ftudieth  nought :  lay  hand  to  every  man. 

Anon  to  drawen  every  wight  began, 
And  fhortly  for  tellen  as  it  was, 
Were  it  by  aventure,  or  fort,  or  cas, 
The  fothe  is  this,  the  cutte  fell  on  the  Knight, 
Of  which  ful  blith  and  glad  was  every  wight ; 
And  tell  he  muft  his  Tale  as  was  refon, 
By  forword  and  by  compofition, 
As  ye  han  herd ;  what  nedeth  wordes  mo  ? 
And  whan  this  good  man  faw  that  it  was  fo, 
As  he  that  wife  was  and  obedient 
To  kepe  his  forword  by  his  free  affent, 
He  falde  ;  Sithen  I  fhal  begin  this  game, 
What,  welcome  be  the  cutte  a  Goddes  name. 
Now  let  us  ride,  and  hearkeneth  what  I  fay. 

And  with  that  word  we  riden  forth  our  way; 
And  he  began  with  a  right  mery  chere 
His  Tale  anon,  and  faide  as  ye  fhal  here. 
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WHILOM,  as  olde  ftories  tellen  us, 

Ther  was  a  duk  that  highte  Thefeus  ; 

Of  Athenes  he  was  lord  and  governour, 

And  in  his  time  fwiche  a  conquerour, 

That  greter  was  ther  non  under  the  fonne ; 

Pul  many  a  riche  contree  had  he  wonne. 

What  with  his  wifdom  and  his  chevalrie 

He  conquerd  all  the  regne  of  Feminie, 

That  whilom  was  ycleped  Scythia, 

And  wedded  the  fresfhe  quene  Ipolita, 

And  brought  hire  home  with  him  to  his  contree 

With  mochel  glorie  and  great  folempnitee, 

And  eke  hire  yonge  fufter  Emelie. 

And  thus  with  viclorie  and  with  melodic 

Let  I  this  worthy  duk  to  Athenes  ride, 

And  all  his  hoft  in  armes  him  befide. 

And  certes,  if  it  n'ere  to  long  to  here, 
I  wolde  have  told  you  fully  the  manere 
How  wonnen  was  the  regne  of  Feminie 
By  Thefeus  and  by  his  chevalrie, 
And  of  the  grete  bataille  for  the  nones 
JJetwix  Athenes  and  the  Amafones, 
And  how  afleged  was  Ipolita, 
The  faire  hardy  quene  of  Scythia, 
And  of  the  fefte  that  was  at  hire  wedding, 
And  of  the  temple  at  hire  home  coming ; 
But  all  this  thing  I  mofte  as  now  forbere  : 
I  have,  God  wot,  a  large  feld  to  ere, 
And  weke  ben  the  oxen  in  my  plow  : 
The  remenent  of  my  Tale  is  long  ynow. 
I  wil  not  letten  eke  non  of  this  route  ; 
Let  every  felaw  telle  his  Tale  aboute, 
And  let  fe  now  who  fhal  the  fouper  winne, 
Ther  as  I  left  I  will  agen  beginne. 

This  duk,  of  whom  I  made  mentioun, 
"Whan  he  was  comen  almoft  to  the  toun, 
In  all  his  wele  and  in  his  mofte  pride, 
He  was  ware,  as  he  caft  his  eye  afide, 
Wher  that  ther  kneled  in  the  highe  wey 
A  compagnie  of  ladies  twey  and  twey, 
Eche  after  other,  clad  in  clothes  blake  ; 
But  fwiche  a  crie  and  fwiche  a  wo  they  make, 
That  in  this  world  n'is  creature  living 
That  ever  herd  fwiche  another  waimenting ; 
Atid  of  this  crie  ne  wolde  they  never  ften^ten 
Till  they  the  reines  ofhisbridel  henten. 

What  folk  be  ye  that  at  min  home  coming 
Perturben  fo  my  fefte  with  crying  ? 
Quod  Thefeus;  have  ye  fo  grete  envie 
Of  min  honour,  that  thus  complainc  and  crie  ? 
Pr  who  hath  you  mifboden  or  offended  ? 
f>o  tcilc  me,  if  that  it  may  be  amended, 


And  why  ye  be  thus  clothed  all  in  blake  ? 
The  oldeft  lady  of  hem  all  than  fpake, 
Whan  fhe  had  fwouned  with  a  dedly  chere, 
That  it  was  reuthe  for  to  feen  and  here. 
She  fayde,  Lord,  to  whom  Fortune  hath  yeven 
Vi6torie,  and  as  a  conqueror  to  liven, 
Nought  greveth  us  your  glorie  and  your  honour. 
But  we  befeke  you  of  mercie  arul  focour  : 
Have  mercie  on  our  woe  and  our  diftrefle  : 
Some  drope  of  pitee  thurgh  thy  gentilkffe 
Upon  us  wretched  wimmen  let  now  falle  ; 
For  certes,  Lord,  ther  n'is  non  of  us  alle 
That  fhe  n'hath  ben  a  duchefie  or  a  quene ; 
Now  be  we  caitives,  as  it  is  wel  fene  : 
Thanked  be  Fortune  and  hire  falfe  whele 
That  non  eftat  enfureth  to  be_wele. 
And  certes,  Lord,  to  abiden  your  prefence, 
Here  in  this  temple  of  the  goddeffe  Ckmence,' 
We  han  ben  waiting  all  this  fourtenight : 
Now  helpe  us,  Lord,  fin  it  lieth  in  thy  might. 

I  wretched  wight,  that  wepe  and  waile  thus,    " 
Was  whilom  wif  to  King  Capaneus 
That  ftarie  at  Thebes,  curfed  be  that  day  ; 
And  alle  we  that  ben  in  this  aray, 
And  maken  all  this  lamentation, 
We  loften  all  our  hufbondes  at  that  toun, 
While  that  the  fiege  therabouten  lay : 
And  yet  now  the  olde  Creon,  wala  wa  ! 
That  lord  is  now  of  Thebes  the  citee, 
Fulfilled  of  ire  and  of  iniquittee, 
He  for  defpit,  and  for  his  tyrannic, 
To  clon  the  ded  bodies  a  vilanie, 
Of  alle  our  lordes,  which  that  ben  yflawe, 
Hath  alle  the  bodies  on  an  hepe  ydrawe, 
And  will  not  fuffren  hem  by  non  aflent 
Neyther  to  ben  yberied  ne  ybrent, 
But  maketh  houndes  ete  hem  in  defpite. 

And  with  that  word,  withouten  more  refpite, 
They  fallen  groff,  and  crien  pitoufly, 
Have  on  us  wretched  wimmen  fc-m  mercy, 
And  let  our  forwe  finken  in  thin  herte. 

This  gentil  duk  doun  from  his  courfer  fterte 
With  herte  piteous  whan  he  herd  hem  fpeke  ; 
Him  thoughte  that  his  herte  wolde  all  to-breke 
When  he  faw  hem  fo  pitous  and  fo  mate 
That  whilom  weren  of  fo  gret  eftate, 
And  in  his  armes  he  hem  all  up  hente, 
And  hem  comforted  in  ful  good  entente, 
And  fwore  his  oth,  as  he  was  trewe  knight, 
He  wolde  don  fo  ferforthly  his  might 
Upon  the  tyrant  Creon  hem  to  wreke. 
That  all  the  peplc  of  Grece  fhulde  fpeke 
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How  Creon  was  of  Tbefeus  yferved, 

As  he  that  hath  his  deth  ful  wel  deferved. 

And  right  anon,  withouten  more  abode, 
His  banner  he  difplaide,  and  forth  he  rode 
To  Thebes  ward,  and  all  his  hoft  befide  : 
No  ner  Athenes  n'olde  he  go  ne  ride, 
Ne  take  his  efe  fully  half  a  day, 
But  onward  on  his  way  that  night  he  lay, 
And  fent  anon  Ipolita  the  quene, 
And  Emelie  hire  younge  fifter  fhene, 
Unto  the  toun  of  Athenes  for  to  dwell ; 
And  forth  he  rit ;  ther  n'is  no  more  to  tell. 

The  red  ftatue  of  Mars,  with  fpere  and  targe, 
So  fhineth  in  his  white  banner  large, 
That  all  the  feldes  gliteren  up  and  doun  ; 
And  by  his  banner  borne  is  his  penon 
Of  gold  ful  riche,  in  which  that  ther  was  ybete 
The  Minotaure  which  that  he  flew  in  Crete. 
Thus  rit  this  duk,  thus  rit  this  conquerour, 
And  in  his  hoft  of  chevalrie  the  flour, 
Til  that  he  came  to  Thebes,  and  alight 
Fayre  in  a  feld,  ther  as  he  thought  to  fight. 
But  fhortly  for  to  fpeken  of  this  thing, 
With  Creon,  which  that  was  of  Thebes  king 
He  fought,  and  flew  him  manly  as  a  knight 
In  plaine  bataille,  and  put  his  folk  to  flight ; 
And  by  affaut  he  wan  the  citee  after, 
And  rent  adoun  bothe  wall,  and fparre,  and  rafter; 
And  to  the  ladies  he  reftored  again 
The  bodies  of  hir  houfboades  that  were  (lain, 
To  don  the  obfequies,  as  was  tho  the  gife. 

But  it  were  all  to  long  for  to  devife 
The  grete  clamour  and  the  waimentiug 
Whiche  that  the  ladies  made  at  the  brenning 
Of  the  bodies,  and  the  gret  honour 
That  Thefeus,  the  noble  conquerour, 
Doth  to  the  ladies  whan  they  from  him  wente ; 
But  fhortly  for  to  telle  is  min  entente. 

Whan  that  this  worthy  duk,  this  Thefeus, 
Hath  Creon  flain  and  wonnen  Thebes  thus> 
Still  in  the  feld  he  toke  all  night  his  refte  ; 
And  did  with  all  the  countree  as  him  lefte  ; 
To  ranfake  in  the  tas  of  bodies  dede, 
Hem  for  to  ftripe  of  harneis  and  of  wede, 
The  pillours  dide  hir  bcfmefle  and  cure, 
After  the  bataille  and  difcomfiture  ; 
And  fo  befell  that  in  the  tas  they  found, 
Thurgh  girt  with  many  a  grevous  blody  wound, 
Two  yoage  knightes  ligging  by  and  by, 
Bothe  in  on  armes  wrought  ful  richely  ; 
Of  whiche  two  Arcita  highte  that  on, 
And  he  that  other  highte  Palamon. 
Not  fully  quik  ne  fully  ded  they  were, 
But  by  hir  cote  armure  and  by  hir  gere 
The  heraudes  knew  him  wel  in  fpecial, 
As  tho  that  weren  of  the  blod  real 
Of  Thebes  and  of  fuftren  two  yborne. 
Out  of  the  tas  the  pillours  han  hem  torne, 
And  han  hem  carried  foft  unto  the  tente 
Of  Th.efe.us,  and  he  ful  fone  hem  fente. 
To  Athe'nes,  for  to  dwellen  in  prijbn 
Perpetuel,  he  n'olde  no  raunfon. 
And  whan  this  worthy  duk»rad  thus  ydon, 
He  toke  his  holt,  and  home  he  rit  anon, 
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With  laurel  crouned  as  a  conquerom', 
And  ther  he  liveth  in  joye  and  in  honour" 
Terme  of  his  lif ;  what  nedeth  wordes  mo  ? 
And  in  a  tour  in  anguifh  and  in  wo 
Dwellen  this  Palamon  and  eke  Arcite 
For  evernio,  ther  may  no  gold  hem  quite. 

Thus  paffeth  yere  by  yere,  and  day  by  day, 
Till  it  fell  ones  in  a  morwe  of  May 
That  Emelie,  thatfayrer  was  to  fene 
Than  is  the  lilie  upon  his  ftalke  grene, 
And  fresfher  than  the  May  with  floures  new, 
(For  with  the  rofe  colour  ftrof  hire  he  we  ; 
I  n'ot  which  was  the  finer  of  hem  two) 
Er  it  was  day,  as  fhe  was  wont  to  do, 
She  was  ajyfen,  and  all  redy  dight, 
For  May  wol  have  no  flogardie  a  night ; 
The  fefon  priketh  every  gentil  herte, 
And  maketh  him  out  of  his  flepe  to  fterte, 
And  fayth,  Arife,  and  do  thin  observance. 

This  maketh  Emelie  han  remembrance 
To  don  honour  to  May,  and  for  to  rife  ; 
Yclothed  was  fhe  fresfhe  for  to  devife, 
Hire  yelwe  here  was  broided  in  a  treffe 
Behind  hire  back,  a  yerde  long  I  gefle ; 
And  in  the  gardin  at  the  fonne  uprift 
She  walketh  up  and  donn  wher  as  hire  lift  : 
She  gatliereth  floures,  partie  white  and  red, 
To  make  a  ibtel  gerlond  for  hire  hed  ; 
And  as  an  angel  hevenlich  fhe  fong. 
The  grete  tour  that  was  fo  thikke  and  ftrong, 
Which  of  the  caftel  was  the  chef  dongeon, 
(Wher  as  thefe  knightes  weren  in  prifon, 
Of  which  I  tolde  you,  and  tellen  fhal) 
Was  even  joinant  to  the  gardin  wall, 
Ther  as  this  Emelie  had  hire  playing.  [in? 

Bright  was  the  fonne  and  clere  that  morwen- 
And  Palamon,  this  woful  prifoner, 
As  was  his  wone,  by  leve  of  his  gayler 
Was  rifen,  and  romed  in  a  chambre  on  high, 
In  which  he  all  the  noble  citee  figh, 
And  eke  the  gardin,  ful  of  branches  grene, 
Ther  as  this  fresfhe  Emelia  the  fhene 
Was  in  hire  walk,  and  romed  up  and  doun. 

This  for-.veful  prifoner,  this  Palamon, 
Goth  in  his  chambre  roming  to  and  fro, 
And  to  himfelfe  complaining  of  his  wo  : 
That  he  was  borne  ful  oft  he  fayd  Alas ! 

And  fo  befell,  by  aventure  or  cas, 
That  thurgh  a  window  thikke  of  many  a  barre 
Of  yren  gret,  and  fquare  as  any  fparre, 
He  caft  his  eyen  upon  Emelia, 
And  therwithal  he  blent  *  and  cried  A ! 
As  though  he  ftongen  were  unto  the  herte : 

And  with  that  crie  Arcite  anon  up  ftertc, 
And  faide,  Cofin  min,  what'eyleth  thee 
That  art  fo  pale  and  dedly  for  to  fee  ? 
Why  crideft  thou  ?  who  hath  thee  don  offence  ? 
For  Goddes  love  take  all  in  patience 

*  This  word  has  various  fenfes  5n  Cliiucer,  as  it  is  de« 
rived  from  blinnan,  ceffare;  blindan,  Cfcare ;  orblendah, 
mi/cere.  It  1'eetns  here  ti>  be  ufcd  in  a  fourth  feme,  UKJ 
fame  in  which  Shakefpeare  ufes  the  vet b  to  Heitch.  /.  'c.  to 
fhrink  or  Itart  a  fide.  Jabvfon"}  Di&.  in  v.  Blench.  See  Ghff. 
in  v.  Elcr.t.  part.  Qi8l:r.cb. 
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pur  prifon,  for  it  may  Ron  other  be ; 

Fortune  hath  yeven  us  this  adverfi  te  : 

Som  wikke  afpecT:  or  difpofition 

Of  Saturne,  by  fom  conitellation, 

Hath  yevcn  us  this,  although  we  had  it  fworn  t 

So  flood  the  heven  whan  that  we  were  born  : 

We  mofte  endure;  this  is  the  fhort  and  plain. 

This  Palamon  anfwerde,  and  fayde  again, 
Cofin,  forfoth  of  this  opinion 
Thou  haft  a  vaine  imagination  : 
This  prifon  caufcd  me  not  for  to'crie, 
But  I  was  hurt  right  now  thurghout  min  eye 
Into  ruin  herte,  that  wol  my  bane  be  : 
•The  fayrneffe  of  a  lady  that  I  fe 
Yond  in  the  gardin  roming  to  and  fro 
Is  caufe  of  all  my  crying  and  my  wo  : 
I  n'ot  whe'r  {he  be  woman  or  goddeffe, 
But  Venus  is  it  fothly  as  I  geiTe. 

And  therwithall  on  knees  adoun  he  fill, 
And  fayde*";  Venus,  if  it  be  your  will 
,You  in  this  gardin  thus  to  transfigure, 
Beforn  me  forweful  wretched  creature, 
Out  of  this  prifon  helpe  that  we  may  fcape  5 
And  if  fo  be  our  deftine  b«  fhape 
By  eterne  word  to  dien  in  prifon, 
Of  our  lignage  have  fome  compaffion, 
-That  is  fo  low  ybrought  by  tyrannic. 

And  with  that  word  Arcita  gan  efpie 
Wher  as  this  lady  romed  to  and  fro, 
And  with  that  fight  hire  beaute  hurt  him  fo, 
That  if  that  Palamon  were  wounded  fore 
Arcite  is  hurt  as  moche  as  he  or  more  : 
.And  with  a  figh  he  fayde  pitoufly, 
The  fresfhe  beaute  fleth  me  fodenly 
Of  hire  that  rometh  in  the  yonder  place  ; 
And  but  I  have  hire  mercie  and  hire  grace, 
That  I  may  fcen  hire  at  the  lefte  way, 
I  n'am  but  ded ;  ther  n'is  no  more  to  fay. 

This  Palamon,  whan  he  thefc  wordes  herd, 
^Difpitoufly  he  loked,  and  anfwerd, 
Whether  fayeft  thou  this  in  erneft  or  in  play  ? 

Nay,  quod  Arcite,  in  erneft  by  my  fay  ; 
'  Gcd  helpe  me  fo,  me  luft  full  yvel  play. 

This  Palamon  gan  knit  his  browes  twey. 
It  were,  quod  he,  to  thee  no  gret  honour 
For  to  be  falfe,  ne  for  to  be  traytour 
To  me,  that  am  thy  cofin  and  thy  brother 
Yfworne  ful  depe,  and  eche  of  us  to  other, 
That  never  for  to  dien  in  the  peine 
Til  that  the  deth  departgn  fhal  us  tweine, 
Neyther  of  us  in  love  to  hindre  other, 
Ne  in  non  other  cas,  my  leve  brother ; 
But  that  thou  fhuldeft  trewely  forther  me 
In  every  cas  as  I  fhuld  forther  thee. 
Tbis  was  thin  oth,  and  min  alfo  certain  ; 
I  wot  it  wel  thou  darft  it  not  withfain  : 
Thus  art  thou  of  my  confeil  out  of  doute, 
And  now  thou  woldeft  falfly  ben  aboute 
To  love  my  lady  whom  I  love  and  ferve, 
And  ever  fhal  til  that  min  herte  fterve. 

Now  certes,  falfe  •  Arcite,  thou  fhalt  not  fo  : 
J  loved  hire  firfte,  and  tolde  thee  my  wo. 
As  to  my  confeil,  and  my  brother  fworne 
To  forther  me  as  I  have  told  befurne, 


For  which  thou  art  ybounden  as  a  knight 
To  helpen  me,  if  it  lie  in  thy  might, 
Or  elles  art  thou  falfe  I  dare  wel  fain. 

This  Arcita  full  proudly  fpake  again. 
Thou  fhalt,  quod  he,  be  rather  falfe  than  I, 
And  thou  art  falfe,  I  tell  thee  utterly ; 
For  far  amour  I  loved  hire  firft  or  thou. 
What  wT)lt  thou  fayn  ?  thou  wifteft  nat  right  now 
Whether  {he  were  a  woman  or  a  goddefle  : 
Thin  is  affe&ion  of  holinefie> 
And  min  is  love  as  to  a  creature, 
For  which  I  tolde  thee  min  aventure, 
As  to  my  cofin  and  my  brother  fworne. 

I  pofe  that  thou  lovedeft  hire  beforne  : 
Woft  thou  not  wel  the  olde  clerkes  fawe  f, 
That  who  fhall  give  a  lover  any  lawe  ? 
Love  is  a  greter  lawa  by  my  pan 
Then  may  be  yeven  of  any  erthly  man  ; 
And  therfore  pofitif  lawe  and  fwiche  decree 
Is  broken  all  day  for  love  in  eche  degree. 
A  man  mofte  nedes  love  maugre  his  hed ; 
He  may  not  fleen  it  though  he  fhuld  be  ded. 
All  be  fhe  maid,  or  widewe,  or  elles  wif. 

And  eke  it  is  not  likely  all  thy  lif 
To  ftonden  in  hire  grace,  no  more  fhal  I  £ 
For  wel  thou  v/oft  thy  felven  veraily 
That  thou  and  I  be  damned  to  prifon 
Perpetuel ;  us  gaineth  no  raunfon. 

We  ftrive  as  did  the  houndes  for  the  bone, 
They  fought  all  day,  and  yet  hir  part  was  none  : 
Ther  came  a  kyte,  while  that  they  were  fo  wrothe^ 
And  bare  away  the  bone  betwix  hem  bothe. 
And  therfore  at  the  kinges  court,  my  brother, 
Eche  man  for  himfelf,  ther  is  non  other. 
Love  if  thee  luft,  for  I  love,  and  ay  fhal ; 
And  fothly,  leve  brother,  this  is  al. 
Here  in  this  prifon  moften  we  endure, 
And  everich  of  us  take  his  aventure. 

Gret  was  the  ftrif,  and  long  betwix  him  twey. 
If  that  I  hadde  leifer  for  to  fey : 
But  to  th'  effecTr.     It  happed  on  a  day, 
(To  tell  it  you  as  fhortly  as  I  may) 
A  worthy  duk  that  highte  Perithous, 
That  felaw  was  to  this  duk  Thefeus 
Sin  thilke  day  that  they  were  children  litCf* 
Was  come  to  Athenes  his  felaw  to  vifite, 
And  for  to  play  as  he  was  wont  to  do, 
For  in  this  world  he  loved  no  man  fo,      , 
And  he  loved  him  as  tendrely  again  : 
So  wel  they  loved,  as  olde  bokes  fain, 
That  whan  that  on  was  dede,  fothly  to  tell, 
His  felaw  wente  and  fought  him  doun  in  hell; 
But  of  that  ftorie  lift  me  not  to  write. 

Duk  Perithous  loved  wel  Arcite, 
And  had  him  knowe  at  Thebes  yere  by  yere  : 
And  finally,  at  requeft  and  praiere 
Of  Perithous,  withouten  any  raunfcnj 
Duk  Thefeus  him  let  out  of  prifon, 


f  The  olde  clerk  is  Boethius,  from  whofe  ftnok  Di  Conf»~ 
/anew?,  Chaucer  has  borrowed  largely  in  many  places.  TUe 
paffage  alluded  to  is  in  1.  ii.  met.  lij 

Onis  lej^em  det  amantibus? 
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X* 

Frely  to  gon  wher  that  him  lift  over  all, 
In  fwiche  a  gife  as  I  you  tellen  fhall. 

This  was  the  for  word,  plainly  for  to  endite, 
Eetwixen  Thefeus  and  him  Arcite; 
That  if  fo  were  that  Arcite  were  yfound 
Ever  in  his  lif,  by  day  or  night,  o  ftound 
In  any  countree  of  this  Thefe  us, 
And  he  were  caught,  it  was  accorded  thus, 
That  with  a  fvverd  he  fhulde  lefe  his  hed ; 
Ther  was  non  other  remedie  ne  rede  ; 
But  taketh  his  leve,and  homeward  he  him  fpedde : 
J^et  him  beware,  his  nekke  lieth  to  wedde. 

How  gret  a  forwe  fuffereth  iy>w  Arcite  ? 
The  deth  he  feleth  thurgh  his  herte  finite  ; 
He  wepeth,  waileth,  crieth  pitoufly, 
To  fleen  himfelf  he  waiteth  prively. 
He  (aid,  Alas  the  day  that  I  was  borne  ! 
Now  is  my  prifon  werfe  than  beforne  ; 
Now  is  me  fhape  eternally  to  dwelle 
Not  only  in  purgatorie  but  in  helle. 
Alas!  that  ever  I  knew  Perithous, 
For  elles  had  I  dwelt  with  Thefeus, 
Yfetered  in  his  prifon  evermo ; 
Than  had  I  ben  in  bliffe  and  not  in  wo : 
Only  the  fight  of  hire  whom  that  I  ferve, 
Though  that  I  never  hire  grace  may  deferve, 
Wold  have  fufficed  right  ynough  for  me. 

O  dere  cofin  Palamon,  quod  he, 
Thin  is  the  victorie  of  this  aventure  ; 
Ful  blisful  in  prifon  maieft  thou  endure  : 
In  prifon?  certes  nay,  but  in  paradife. 
Wei  hath  Fortune  yturned  thee  the  dife, 
That  haft  the  fight  of  hire  and  I  th'  abfence. 
For  poffible  is,  fin  thou  haft  hire  prefence, 
And  art  a  knight,  a  worthy  and  aji  able, 
That  by  fome  cas,  fin  Fortune  is  changeable, 
Thou  maieft,  to  thy  defir  fomtime  atteine  : 
But  that  I  am  exiled,  and  barreine 
Of  alle  grace,  and  in  fo  gret  defpaire, 
That  ther  n'is  erthe,  water,  fire,  ne  aire, 
Ne  creature,  that  of  hem  maked  is, 
That  may  me  hele  or  don  comfort  in  this, 
Wei  ought  I  fterve  in  wanhope  and  diftrcfle, 
Farewel  my  lif,  my  luft,  and  ray  gladneffe. 

AlasJ  why  plainen  men  fo  in  commune 
Of  purveiance  of  God  or  of  Fortune, 
That  yeveth  hem  ful  oft  in  many  a  gife 
Wei  better  than  they  can  hemfelf  devife  ? 
Som  man  defireth  for  to  have  richeffe, 
That  caufe  is  of  his  murdre  or  gret  fikneffe  ; 
And  fom  man  wold  out  of  his  prifon  fayn, 
That  in  his  houfe  is  of  his  meynie  flain. 
Infinite  harmes  ben  in  this  matere  : 
We  wote  not  what  thing  that  we  praien  here-. 
We  faren  as  he  that  dronke  is  as  a  mous  : 
A  dronken  man  wot  wel  he  hath  an  hous, 
But  he  ne  wot  which  is  the  right  way  thider, 
And  to  a  dronken  man  the  way  is  fiider, 
And  certes  in  this  world  fo  faren  we. 

We  feken  faft  after  felicite, 
Bat  we  go  wrong  ful  often  trewely. 
Thus  we  may  fayen  alle,  and  namely  I, 
That  wende,  and  had  a  gret  opinion, 
That  if  I  might  efcapen  fro  prifon 
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Than  I  had  ben  in  joye  and  parfite  hele, 
Ther  now  I  am  exiled  fro  my  wele. 
Sin  that  I  may  not  feen  you  Emelie 
I  n'am  but  ded ;  ther  n'is  no  remedie. 

Upon  that  other  fide  Palamon, 
Whan  that  he  wift  Arcita  was  agon, 
Swiche  forwe  he  maketh,  that  the  grete  tout 
Refouned  of  his  yelling  and  clamour. 
The  pure  fetters  on  his  fhinnes  grete 
Were  of  his  bitter  fake  teres  wete. 

Alas !  quod  he,  Arcita,  cofin  min, 
Of  all  our  ftrif,  God  wot,  the  frute  is  thin. 
Thou  vralkeft  now  in  Thebes  at  thy  large, 
And  of  my  wo  thou  yeveft  litel  charge. 
Thou  maift,  fith  thou  haft  \vifdom  and  manhede, 
Affemblen  all  the  folk  of  our  kinrede, 
And  make  a  werre  fo  fharpe  on  this  contree, 
That  by  fom  aventure  or  fom  tretee 
Thou  maift  have  hire  to  lady  and  to  wif 
For  whom  that  I  muft  nedes  lefe  my  lif. 
For  as  by  way  of  poffibilitee, 
Sith  thou  art  at  thy  large  of  prifon  free, 
And  art  a  lord,  gret  is  thin  avantage, 
More  than  is  min,  that  fterve  here  in  a  cage  s 
For  I  may  wcpe  and  waile  while  that  I  live, 
With  all  the  wo1  that  prifon  may  me  yeve, 
And  eke  with  peine  that  love  me  yeveth  alfo, 
That  doubleth  all  my  tourment  and  my  wo. 

Therwith  the  fire  of  jaloufie  up  fterte 
Within  his  breft,  and  hent  him  by  the  herte 
So  woodly,  that  he  like  was  to  behold 
The  box-tree,  or  the  afhen  ded  and  cold. 
Then  faid  he  ;  O  cruel  Goddes  !  that  governc 
This  world  with  binding  of  your  word  eterne, 
And  writen  in  the  table  of  athamant 
Your  parlement  and  your  eterne  grant, 
What  is  mankind  more  unto  yhold 
Than  is  the  fhepe  that  rouketh  in  the  fold  ? 
For  flain  is  man  right  as  another  beeft, 
And  dwelleth  eke  in  prifon  and  arreft, 
A  nd  hath  fikneffe  and  gret  adverfite, 
And  often  times  gilteles  parde. 

What  governance  is  in  this  prefcience 
That  giltelefs  turmenteth  innocence  ? 
And  yet  encrefeth  this  all  my  penance. 
That  man  is  bounden  to  his  obfervance 
For  Goddes  fake  to  leten  of  his  will, 
Ther  as  a  beeft  may  all  his  luft  fulfill. 
And  when  a  beeft  is  ded  he  hath  no  peine ; 
But  man  after  his  deth  mote  wepe  and  pleine, 
Though  in  this  world  he  have  care  and  wo  : 
Withouten  doute  it  maye  ftonden  fo. 
The  anfwer  of  this  lete  I  to  divines, 
But  wel  I  wote  that  in  this  world  gret  pine  is. 
Alas  !  I  fee  a  ferpent  or  a  thefe, 
That  many  a  trewe  man  hath  do  mefchefe, 
Gon  at  his  large,  and  wher  him  luft  may  turn. 
But  I  mofte  ben  in  prifon  thurgh  Saturn, 
And  eke  thurgh  Juno,  jalous  and  eke  wood 
That  hath  wel  neye  deftruied  all  the  blood 
Of  Thebes,  with  his  wafte  walls  wide. 
And  Venus  fleeth  me  on  that  other  fide 
For  jaloufie,  and  fere  of  him  Arcite. 
Now  wol  I  ftent  of  Palamon  a  lite, 
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And  leten  him  in  his  prifon  ftill  dwelle, 
And  of  Arcita  forth  I  wol  you  telle. 

The  fommer  paifeth,  and  the  nightes  long 
Eucrefen  double  wife  the  peines  ftrong 
Both  of  the  lover  and  of  the  prifoner  5 
I  n'ot  which  hath  the  wofuller  miftere 
For  fliortly  for  to  fay,  this  Palamon 
Perpetuelly  is  damned  to  pvifon, 
In  chaines  and  in  fetters  to  ben  ded  ? 
And  Arcite  is  exiled  on  his  hed 
For  evermore  as  out  of  that  contree, 
Ne  never  more  he  fhal  his  lady  fee. 

You  lovers  axe  1  now  this  queftion, 
Who  hath  the  werfe,  Arcite  or  Palamon  ? 
That  on  my  fe  his  lady  day  by  day, 
But  in  prifon  mofte  he  dwellen  alway  : 
That  other  wher  him  luft  may  ride  or  go, 
But  fen  his  lady  fhal  he  never  mo. 
.Now  demeth  as  you  lifte,  ye  that  can, 
For  I  wil  tell  you  forth  as  I  began. 

When  that  Arcite  to  Thebes  comen  was, 
¥ul  oft.  a  day  he  fwelt  and  faid  Alas  ! 
For  fen  his  lady  fhal  he  never  mo. 
And  fhortly  to  concluden  all  his  wo, 
So  mochel  forwe  hadde  never  creature 
That  is  or  fhal  be  while  the  world  may  dure. 
His  flepe,  his  mete,  his  drinke,  is  him  byraft, 
That  lene  he  wex,  and  drie  as  is  a  fhaft. 
His  eyen  holwe,  and  grifly  to  behold, 
His  hewe  falwe,  and  pale  as  afhen  cold, 
And  folitary  he  was,  and  ever  alone, 
And  wailing  all  the  night,  making  his  mone  : 
And  if  he  herde  fong  or  inftrument, 
Than  would  he  wepe,  he  mighte  not  be  ftent. 
So  feble  were  his  fpirites,  and  fo  low, 
And  changed  fo,  that  no  man  coude  know 
His  fpeche  ne  his  vois,  though  men  it  herd. 
And  in  his  gere,  for  all  the  world  he  ferd 
Nought  only  like  the  lovers  maladie, 
Of  Ereos,  but  rather  ylike  manie, 
Engendred  of  humours  melancolike, 
Befprne  his  hed  in  his  celle  fantaftike. 
And  fhortly  turned  was  all  up  fo  doun 
Both  habit  and  eke  difpofitioun 
Of  him,  this  woful  lover  Dan  Arcite, 
What  fhuld  I  all  day  of  his  wo  endite  ? 

Whan  he  endured  had  a  yere  or  two 
This  cruel  torment,  and  this  peine  and  wo, 
At  Thebes,  in  his  contree,  as  I  faid, 
Upon  a  night  in  flepe  as  he  him  laid, 
Him  thought  how  that  the  winged  god  Mercury 
Beforne  him  flood,  and  bad  him  to,  be  mery. 
His  flepy  yerde  in  hond  he  bare  upright ; 
An  hat  he  wercd  upon  his  heres  bright  : 
Arraicd  was  this  god  (as  he  toke  kepe) 
As  he  was  whan  that  Argus  toke  his  flepe, 
And  faid  him  thus ;  To  Athenes  fhalt  thou  wende  ; 
Ther  is  thee  fhapen  of  thy  wo  an  ende. 

And  with  that  word  Arcite  awoke  and  ftert. 
Now  trewely  how  fore  that  ever  me  fmert. 
Quod  he,  to  Athenes  right  now  wol  I  fare  j 
Ne  for  no  drede  of  deth  fhall  I  not  fpare 
To  fe  my  lady,  that  I  love  and  ferve ; 
fh  hire  prefeace  I  rekjce  not  tg  fterve. 


And  with  that  word  he  caught  a  gret  niirrour, 

And  faw  that  changed  was  all  his  colour, 

And  faw  his  vifage  all  in  another  kind  : 

And  right  anon  it  ran  him  in  his  mind, 

That  fith  his  face  was  fo  disfigured 

Of  maladie  the  which  he  had  endured, 

He  mighte  wel,  if  that  he  bare  him  lowe, 

Live  in  Athenes  evermore  unknowe, 

And  fen  his  lady  wel  nigh  day  by  day. 

And  right  anon  he  changed  his  aray, 

And  clad  him  as  a  poure  labourer. 

And  all  alone,  fave  only  a  fquicr, 

That  knew  his  privite  and  all  his  cas, 

Which  was  difguifed  pourely  as  he  was, 

To  Athenes  is  he  gone  the  nexte  way. 

And  to  the  court  he  went  upon  a  day, 

And  at  the  gate  he  proffered  his  fervice, 

To  drugge  and  draw  what  fo  men  wold  devife. 

And  fhortly  of  this  matere  for  to  fayn, 

He  fell  in  office  with  a  chamberlain, 

The  which  that  dwelling  was  with  Enaelie, 

For  he  was  wife,  and  coude  fone  efpre 

Of  every  fervent  which  that  ferved  hire  : 

Wel  coude  he  hewen  wood,  and  water  here, 

For  he  was.  yonge  and  mighty  for  the  nones, 

And  therto  he  was  ftrong  and  big  of  bones' 

To  don  that  any  wight  can  him  devife. 

A  yere  or  two  he  was  in  this  fervice, 
Page  of  the  chambre  of  Emelie  the  bright, 
And  Philoftrate  he  fayde  that  he  hight. 
But  half  fo  wel  beloved  a  man  as  he 
Ne  was  ther  never  in  court  of  his  degre. 
He  was  fo  gentil  of  conditioun, 
That  thurghout  all  the  court  was  his  renoutu 
They  fayden  that  it  were  a  charite 
That  Thefeus  wold  enhaunfe  his  degre, 
And  putten  him  in  worfhipful  fervice, 
Ther  as  he  might  his  vertues  exercife. 
And  thus  within  a  while  his  name  is  fpronge 
Both  of  his  dedes  and  of  his  good  tonge, 
That  Thefeus  had  taken  him  fo  ner 
That  of  his  chambre  he  made  him  a  fquier, 
And  gave  him  gold  to  mainteine  his  degre  ; 
And  eke  men  brought  him  out  of  his  contre 
Fro  yere  to  yere  ful  prively  his  rent ; 
But  honeflly  and  fleighly  he  it  fpent, 
That  no  man  wondred  how  that  he  it  hadde. 
And  thre  yere  in  this  wife  his  lif  he  ladde, 
And  bare  him  foin  pees  and  eke  in  werre. 
Ther  n'as  no  man  that  Thefeus  hath  dgrre. 
And  in  this  bliffe  let  I  now  Arcite, 
And  fpeke  I  wol  of  Palamon  a  lite. 

In  derkeneffe  and  horrible  and  ftrong  prifoa . 
This  feven  yere  hath  fitten  Palamon, 
Forpined,  what  for  love  and  for  diftrefle. 
Who  feleth  double  forwe  and  hevineffe 
But  Palamon  ?  that  love  diftraineth  fo, 
That  wood  out  of  his  wit  he  goth  for  wo, 
And  eke  therto  he  is  a  prifonere 
Perpetuell,  not  only  for  a  yere. 

Who  coude  time  in  Englifh  proprely 
His  martirdom  ?  forfoth  it  am  not  I, 
Therfore  I  paffe  as  lightly  as  I  may. 
It  feU  that  in  the  feventh  yere,  in  May 
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The  thridde  night,  (as  olde  bokes  layn, 

'That  all  this  ftorie  tellen  more  plain) 

Were  it  by  aventure  or  deftinee, 

(As  when  a  thing  is  fhapen  it  fhal  be) 

That  fone  after  the  midnight  Palamon, 

By  helping  of  a  trend,  brake  his  prifon, 

And  fleeth  the  cite  fafte  as  he  may  go, 

For  he  had  yeven  drinke  his  gayler  fo, 

Of  a  clarre  made  of  a  certain  wine, 

With  narcotikes  and  opie  of  Thebes  fine,    [fhake, 

That  all  the  night  though  that  men  wold  him 

The  gailer  fiept,  he  mighte  not  awake  : 

And  thus  he  fleeth  as  fafte  as  ever  he  may. 

The  night  wasfhort,  and  fafte  by  the  day, 
That  nedes  coft  he  mofte  himfelven  hide ; 
And  to  a  grove  fafte  ther  befide 
With  dredful  foot  than  ftalketh  Palamon : 
For  fhortly  this  was  his  opinion, 
That  in  that  grove  he  wold  him  hide  all  day, 
And  in  the  night  than  wold  he  take  his  way 
To  Thebes  ward,  his  frendes  for  to  preie 
On  Thefeus  to  helpen  him  werreie  : 
And  fhortly,  eyther  he  wold  lefe  his  lif 
Or  winnen  Emelie  unto  his  wif. 
This  is  the  effect,  and  his  entente  plein. 

Now  wol  I  turnen  to  Arcite  agein, 
That  litel  wift  how  ncighe  was  his  care, 
Till  that  Fortune  had  brought  him  in  the  fnare. 
The  befy  larke,  the  meffager  of  day, 
Salewith  in  hire  fong  the  morwe  gray, 
And  firy  Phebus  rifeth  \ip  fo  bright, 
That  all  the  orient  laugheth  of  the  fighfc 
And  with  his  ftremes  drieth  in  the  greves 
The  filver  dropes  hanging  on  the  leves. 
And  Arcite,  that  is  in  the  court  real 
With  Thefeus  the  fquier  principal, 
Is  rifen,  and  loketh  on  the  mery  day ; 
And  for  to  don  his  obfervance  to  May, 
Remembring  on  the  point  of  his  defire, 
He  on  his  courfer,  fterting  as  the  fire, 
Is  ridden  to  the  feldes  him  to  pley, 
Out  of  the  court,  were  i't  a  mile  or  twey  ;' 
And  to  the  grove  of  which  that  I  you  told 
By  aventure  his  way  he  gan  to  hold, 
To  maken  him  a  gerlond  of  the  greves, 
Were  it  of  woodbind  or  of  hauthorn  leves, 
And  loud  he  fong  agen  the  fonne  fhene. 

Maye,  with  all  thy  flours  and  thy  grene, 
Right  welcome  be  thou  faire  frefhe  May, 
I  hope  that  I  fome  grene  here  getten  may. 
And  from  his  courfer  with  a  lufty  herte 
Into  the  grove  ful  haftily  he  fterte, 
And  in  a  path  he  romed  up  and  doun, 
Ther  as  by  aventure -this  Palamon 
Was  in  a  bufh,  that  no  man  might  him  fe, 
For  fore  afered  of  his  deth  was  he. 
Nothing  ne  knew  he  that  it  was  Arcite  : 
God  wot  he  wold  have  trowed  it  ful  lite. 
But  fbth  is  faid,  gon  fithen  are  many  yeres, 
That  feld  hath  eyen,  and  the  wood  hath  eres, 
It  is  ful  faire  a  man  to  bere  him  even 
For  ;J  day  meten  men  at  unfet  ftcven. 
Ful  litel  wote  Arcite  of  his  felaw, 
That  was  fo  neigh  to  ha  ken  g£his  fcw, 
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For  in  the  bufh  he  fitteth  now  ful  ftilL 

Whan  that  Arcite  had  romed  all  his  fill, 
And  fongen  all  the  roundel  luftily, 
Into  a  ftudie  he  fell  ibdenly, 
As  don  thefc  lovers  in  hir  queinte  geres, 
Now  in  the  crop,  and  now  down  in  the  breres* 
Now  up,  now  doun,  as  boket  in  a  well. 
Right  as  the  Friday,  fothly  for  to  tell, 
Now  fhineth  it,  and  now  it  raineth  faft  ; 
Right  fo  can  gery  Venus  overcaft 
The  hertes  of  hire  folk,  right  as  hire  day 
Is  gerfull,  right  fo  changeth  Ihe  aray. 
Selde  is  the  Friday  all  the  weke  ylike. 

Whan  Arcite  hadde  yibnge,  he  gan  to  fike* 
And  fet  him  doun  withouten  any  more  ; 
Alas  !  (quod  he)  the  day  that  I  was  bore  ! 
How  longe,  Juno,  thurgh  thy  crueltee 
Wilt  thou  werreien  Thebes  the  citee  ? 
Alas  !  ybrought  is  to  confufion 
The  blood  real  of  Cadme  and  Amphion  : 
Of  Cadmus,  which  that  was  the  firfte  man 
That  Thebes  built,  or  firfte  the  toup  began^ 
And  of  the  citee  firfte  was  crouned  king, 
Of  his  linage  am  I,  and  his  ofspring 
By  veray  line,  as  of  the  ftck  real ; 
And  now  I  am  fo  caitif  and  fo  thral, 
That  he  that  is  my  mortal  enemy 
I  ferve  him  as  his  fquier  pourcly. 
And  yet  doth  Juno  me  wel  more  fhame, 
For  I  dare  not  beknowe  min  oAven  name, 
But  ther  as  I  was  wont  toiiighte  Arcite, 
Now  liighte  I  Ahiloftrat  not  worth  a  mite$ 
Alas  !  thou  fell  Mars,  alas !  thou  Juno, 
Thus  hath  your  ire  our  linage  all  fordo, 
Save  only  me  and  wretched  Palamon, 
That  Theleus  martireth  in  prifon. 
And  aver  all  this,  to  flen  me  utterly, 
Love  hath  his  firy  dart  fo  brenningly  ' 
Yftiked  thurgh  my  trcwe  careful  hert, 
That  fhupen  was  my  deth  erft  than  my  fhert. 
Ye  flen  me  with  your  eyen  Emelie  ; 
Ye  ben  the  caufe  wherfore  that  I  die. 
Of  all  the  remenant  of  min  other  care 
Ne  fet  I  not  the  mountance  of  a  tare, 
So  that  I  coud  don  ought  to  your  pleance. 

And  with  that  word  he  fell  doun  in  a  trance*1 
A  longe  time,  and  afterward  up  fterte. 
This  Palamon,  that  thought  thurghout  his  herte 
He  felt  a  colde  fwerd  fodenly  glide  ; 
For  ire  he  quoke,  no  knger  wolde  he  hide  i 
And  whan  that  he  had  herd  Arcites  tale, 
As  he  were  wood,  with  face  ded  and  pale, 
He  fterte  him  up  out  of  the  bufhes  thikke 
And  fayde  ;  Falfe  Arcite,  falfe  traitour  wicke, 
Now  art  thou  hent,  that  loveft  my  lady  fo, 
For  whom  that  I  have  all  this  peine  and  wo. 
And  art  my  blood,  and  to  my  confeil  fworn, 
As  I  ful  oft  have  told  thee  herebetbrn, 
And  haft  beiaped  here  Duk  Thefeus, 
Andfalfely  changed  haft  thy  name  thus; 
I  wol  be  ded,  or  elles  thou  fhalt  die  : 
Thou  fhalt  not  love  my  lady  Emelie, 
But  I  wol  love  hire  only  and  no  mo, 
For  I  am  Palamon  thy»moml  fo. 
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And  though  that  I  no  wepen  have  in  this  place, 

But  out  of  prifbn  am  aftert  by  grace, 

I  drede  nought  that  eyther  thou  {halt  die 

Or  thou  ne  fhalt  nat  loven  Emelie  : 

Chcfe  which  thott  wolt,  for  thou  flialt  not  afterte. 

This  Arcite,  tho  with  ful  difpitous  herte, 
Whan  he  him  knew,  and  had  his  tale  herdt 
As  fcrs  as  a  Icon  pulled  out  a  fwerd, 
And  fayde  thus ;  By  God  that  fitteth  above, 
Were  it  that  thou  art  fike  and  wood  for  love, 
And  eke  that  thou  no  wepen  haft  in  this  place, 
Thou  fhuldeft  never  out  of  this  grove  pace, 
That  thou  ne  fhuldeft  dien  of  min  hond; 
For  I  deiie  the  furetee  and  the  bond 
Which  that  thou  faift  that  I  have  made  to  thee. 
What  !  veray  fool,  thinke  wel  that  love  is  free, 
And  I  wol  love  hire  maugre  all  thy  might. 
But  for  thou  art  a  worthy  gentil  knight, 
And  wilneft  to  darraine  hire  by  bataille, 
Have  here  my  trouth,  to  morwe  I  will  not  faille, 
Withoutcn  weting  of  any  other  wight, 
That  here  I  wol  be  founden  as  a  knight, 
And  bringen  harneis  right  ynough  for  thee, 
And  chefe  the  befte,  and  leve  the  werfte  for  me  . 
And  mete  and  drinke  this  night  wol  I  bring 
Ynough  for  thee,  and  cloathes  for  thy  bedding ; 
And  if  fo  be  that  thou  my  lady  win, 
And  fie  me  in  this  wode,  ther  I  am  in, 
Thou  maift  wel  have  thy  lady  as  for  me. 

This  Palamon  anfwered,  I  grant  it  thee  : 
And  thus  they  ben  departed  till  a  morwe. 
When  eche  of  hem  hath  laid  his  faith  to  borwe. 

O  Cupide  !  out  of  alle  charitee, 
O  regne  [that  wolt  no  felaw  have  with  thee, 
Ful  foth  is  fayde,  that  love  ne  lordihip 
Wol  nat  his  thankes  have  no  felawfhip. 
Wel  find«n  that  Arcite  and  Palamon. 

Arcite  is  ridden  anone  unto  the  toun, 
And  on  the  morwe,  or  it  were  day  light, 
Ful  prively  two  harneis  hath  he  dight, 
Both  fuffifant  and  mete  to  darreine 
The  bataille  in  the  field  betwix  hem  tweine ; 
And  on  his  hors,  alone  as  he  was  borne, 
He  carieth  all  this  harneis  him  beforne  ; 
And  the  grove,  at  time  and  place  yfette, 
This  Arcite  and  this  Palamon  ben  mette. 
Tho  changen  gan  the  colour  in  hir  face, 
Right  as  the  hunter  in  the  regne  of  Trace 
That  ftondeth  at  a  gappe  with  a  fpere, 
Whan  hunted  is  the  lion  or  the  bere, 
And  hercth  him  come  ruffling  in  the  greves, 
And  breking  bothe  the  boughes  and  the  leves. 
And  thinketh  here  cometh.  my  mortal  enemy, 
Withoutcn  £aile  he  muft  be  ded  or  I : 
For  eyther  I  mote  fiain  him  at  the  gappe, 
Or  he  mote  flen  me  if  that  me  mifhappe. 
So  ferdcn  they  in  changing  of  hir  hewe, 
As  fcr  as  eyther  of  hem  other  knewe. 
1  Ther  n'  as  no  good  day,  ne  no  faluing, 
But  ftreit  withouten  wordes  reherfing 
Everich  of  hem  halpe  to  armen  other 
As  frendly  as  he  were  his  owen  brother ; 
And  after  that  with  fharpe  fperes  ftrong 
They  foincdcu  eche  at  <Hher  wondiy  long. 


Thou  mighteft  wenen  that  this  Palamon 
In  his  fighting  were  as  wood  Icon, 
And  as  a  cruel  tigre  was  Arcite  : 
As  wiHe  bores  gan  they  togeder  fmite, 
That  frothen  white  as  fome  for  ire  wood ; 
Up  to  the  ancle  foughte  they  in  hir  blood  ; 
And  in  this  wife  I  let  hem  fighting  dwelle, 
And  forth  I  wol  of  Th^feus  you  telle. 

The  deftinee,  miniftre  general, 
That  exectiteth  in  the  world  over  al 
The  purveiance  that  God  hath  fen  beforne, 
So  ftrong  it  w,  that  though  the  world  hath  fworni- 
The  contrary  of  a  thing  by  ya  or  nay, 
Yet  fomtime  it  fhall  fallen  on  a  day 
That  falleth  nat  efte  in  a  thoufand  yere 
For  certainly  our  appetites  here, 
Be  it  of  werre,  or  pees,  or  hate,  or  love, 
All  is  this  ruled  by  the  fight  above. 
This  mene  I  now  by  mighty  Thefeus, 
That  for  to  huntcn  is  fo  defirous, 
And  namely  at  the  grete  hart  in  May, 
That  in  his  bed  ther  daweth  him  no  day 
That  he  n'is  clad,  and  redy  for  to  ride 
With  hunte  and  home,  and  houndes  him  befidc;  ' 
For  in  his  hunting  hath  he  fwiche  delite, 
That  it  is  all  his  joye  and  appetite 
To  ben  himfelf  the  grete  harts  bane  ; 
For  after  Mars  he  ferveth  now  Diane. 

Clere  was  the  day,  as  I  have  told  or  this, 
And  Thefeus,  with  alle  joye  and  blis, 
With  his  Ipolitia,  the  fayre  quene, 
And  Emelie,  yclothed  all  in  grene, 
On  huntmg  ben  thy  ridden  really : 
And  to  the  grove,  that  flood  ther  fafte  by, 
In  which  ther  was  an  hart  as  men  him  told, 
Duk  Thefeus  the  ftreite  way  hath  hold, 
And  to  the  launde  he  rideth  him  ful  right,, 
Ther  was  the  hart  ywont  to  have  his  flight, 
And  over  a  brooke,  and  fo  forth  on  his  wey. 
This  duk  wol  have  a  cours  at  him  or  twey 
With  houndes,  fwiche  as  him  luft  to  commaunde* 
And  when  this  duk  was  comen  to  the  launde, 
Under  the  fonne  he  loked,  and  anon 
He  was  ware  of  Arcite  and  Palamon, 
That  foughten  breme,  as  it  were  bolles  two  j 
The  brighte  fwerdes  wenten  to  and  fro 
So  hidoufly  that  with  the  lefte  ftroke 
It  femcd  that  it  wolde  felle  an  oke, 
But  what  they  wcren  nothing  he  ne  wote  : 
This  duk  his  courfer  with  his  fporres  fmotc, 
And  at  a  ftert  he  was  betwix  hem  two, 
And  pulled  out  a  fwerd  and  cried,  Ho  f 
No  more,  up  peine  of  lefing  of  your  hed; 
By  mighty  Mars  he  fhall  anon  be  ded 
That  fmiteth  any  ftroke  that  I  may  fen ! 
But  telleth  me  what  miftere  men  ye  ben, 
That  ben  fo  hardy  for  to  lighten  here 
Withouten  any  juge  or  other  officere. 
As  though  it  were  in  liftes  really. 

This  Palamon  anfwered  haftily 
And  faide;  Sire,  what  nedeth  wordes  mo? 
We  have  the  deth  deferved  bothe  two  : 
Two  woful  wretches  ben  we,  two  caitives, 
That  ben  accombred  of  our  owen  liwa,. 
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And  as  thou  art  a  rightful  lord  and  juge 
Nc  yevc  us  neyther  mercie  ne  refuge; 
And  fie  me  firft  for  feinte  charitee, 
But  fle  my  felaw  eke  as  wel  as  me ; 
Or  fle  him  firft,  for  though  thou  know  it  lite, 
This  is  thy  mortal  fo,  this  is  Arcite, 
That  fro  thy  lond  is  banifhed  on  his  hed, 
For  which  he  hath  deferved  to  be  ded ; 
For  this  is  he  that  came  unto  thy  gate, 
And  fayde  that  he  highte  Philoftrate. 
Thus  hath  he  japed  thee  ful  many  a  yere, 
And  thou  haft  maked  him  thy  chief  fquiere, 
And  this  is  he  that  loveth  Emelie. 

For  fith.  the  day  is  come  that  I  fhaldie 
I  make  plainly  my  confeffion, 
That  I  am  thilke  woful  Palamon 
That  hath  thy  prifon  broken  wilfully  : 
I  am  thy  mortal  fo,  and  it  am  I 
That  loveth  fo  hot  Emelie  the  bright. 
That  I  wold  dien  prelent  in  hire  fight, 
Therfore  I  axe  deth  and  my  iewife, 
But  fle  my  felaw  in  the  fame  wile, 
For  both  we  have  deferved  to  be  flain. 

This  worthy  duk  anfwerd  anon  again, 
And  fayd,  This  is  a  fhort  conclusion  ; 
Your  owen  mouth,  by  your  confeflion, 
Hath  damned  you,  and  I  wol  it  recorde ; 
It  nedeth  not  to  pine  you  with  the  corde  : 
Ye  fhul  be  ded  by  mighty  Mars  the  Rede. 

The  quene  anon  for  veray  womanhede 
Gan  for  to  wepe,  and  fo  did  Emelie,r 
And  all  the  ladies  in  the  compagnie. 
Gret  pite  was  it,  as  it  thought  hem  alle, 
That  ever,  fwiche  a  chance  fhulde  befalle, 
For  gentil  men  they  were  of  gret  eftat, 
And  nothing  but  for  love  was  this  debat ; 
And  fawe  hir  blody  woundes  wide  and  fore,' 
And  alle  criden  bothe  lefle  and  more, 
Have  mercie  Lord  upon  us  wimmen  alle, 
And  on  hir  bare  knees  adoun  they  falle, 
And  wold  have  kift  his  feet  ther  as  he  flood, 
Till  at  the  laft  aflaked  was  his  mood; 
(For  pitee  renneth  fone  in  gentil  herte) 
And  though  he  firft  for  ire  quoke  and  fterte, 
He  had  confidered  fnortly  in  a  claufe 
The  trefpas  of  hem  both,  and  eke  the  caufe  ; 
And  although Athat  his  ire  hir  gilt  accufed, 
Yet  in  his  refon  he  hem  both  excufed  ; 
As  thus  ;  he  thoughte  wel  that  every  man 
Wol  helpe  himfelf  in  love  if  that  he  can, 
And  eke  deliver  himfelf  out  of  prifon  ; 
And  eke  his  herte  had  companion 
Of  wimmen,  for  they  wepten  ever  in  on, 
And  in  his  gentii  herte  he  thoughte  anon, 
And  foft  unto  himfelf  he  fayed,  Fie 
Upon  a  lord  that  wol  have  no  mercie, 
But  be  a  Icon  both  in  word  and  dede, 
To  hem  that  be  in  repentance  and  drede, 
jV:  wel  as  to  a  proud  difpitous  man 
That  wol  rmunteinen  that  the  firfl  began. 
That  lord  hath  litel  of  difcretion 
That  in  fwiche  cas  can  no  divifion, 
But  \vcghtth  pndii  ui:d  huaiMefle  after  on. 
/VuJ  ^ujrti^wLik-i  li^s  irt  ';  thus  agon,' 


He  gan  to  loken  up  with  eyen  light, 
And  fpake  thefe  fame  wordes  all  on  hight. 

The  god  of  Love,  a  bcnedicite  ! 
How  mighty  and  how  grete  a  lord  is  he  ? 
Again  his  might  ther  gainen  non  obftacles, 
He  may  be  cleped  a  God  for  his  miracles, 
For  he  can  maken  at  his  owen  gife 
Of  everich  herte'  as  that  him  lift  devife. 

Lo  here  this  Arcite,  and  this  Palamon, 
That  quitely  weren  out  of  my  prifon, 
And  might  have  lived  in  Thebes  really, 
And  weten  I  am  hir  mortal  enemy, 
And  that  hir  deth  lith  in  my  might  alfo, 
And  yet  hath  love,  maugre  hir  eyen  two, 
Ybrought  hem  hither  both  for  to  die  ; 
Now  loketh,  is  not  this  an  heigh  folie  ? 
Who  may  ben  a  fool,  but  if  that  be  love  ? 
Behold  for  Goddes  fake  that  fitteth  above,    . 
So  how  they  blede  !  be  they  not  wel  araied  ? 
Thus  hath  hir  lord,  the  god  of  Love,  hem  paiei 
Hir  wages,  and  hir  fees  for  hir  fer"ice, 
And  yet  they  wenen  for  to  be  ful  wife 
That  ferven  Love  for  ought  that  may  befalle. 
And  yet  is  this  the  befte  game  of  alle, 
That  fhe  for  whom  they  have  this  jolite 
Con  hem  therfore  as  mochel  thank  as  me. 
She  wot  no  more  of  alle  this  hcte  fare, 
By  God,  than  wot  a  cuckow  or  an  hare. 
But  all  mote  ben  affaied  hote  or  cold ; 
A  man  mote,  ben  a  fool  other  yonge  or  old; 
I  wot  myfelf  ful  yore  agon, 
For  in  my  time  a  fervant  was  I  on  ; 
And  therefore  fith  1  know  of  loves  peine, 
And  wot  how  fore  it  can  a  man  deftreine, 
As  he  that  oft  hath  been  caught  in  his  las, 
I  you  foryeve  all  holly  this  trefpas, 
At  requeft  of  the  quene  that  kneleth  here, 
And  eke  of  Emelie,  my  fufter  dere, 
And  ye  Ihu'l  both  anon  unto  me  fwere 
That  never  mo  ye  fhul  rny  contree  dere, 
Ne  maken  werre  upon  me  night  ne  dajr, 
But  ben  my  frendes  in  alle  that  ye  may. 
I  you  foryeve  this  trefpas  every  del. 
And  they  him  fware  his  axing  fayr  and  wel, 
And  him  of  lordfhip  and  of  mercie  praid, 
And  he  hem  granted  grace,  and  thus  he  faid  : 

To  fpeke  of  real  linage  and  richefle, 
Though  that  fhe  were  a  quene  or  a  princeflc., 
Eche  of  you  bothe  is  worthy  douteles 
To  weddeh  whan  time  is,  but  natheles, 
I  fpeke  as  for  my  fufter  Emelie, 
For  whom  ye  have  this  ftrif  and  jaloufie, 
Ye  wot  yourfelf  fhe  may  not  wedden  tw« 
At  ones,  though  ye  fighten  evermo; 
But  on  of  you,  al  be  him  loth  or  lefe, 
He  mot  gon  pipen  in  an  ivy  lefe  : 
This  is  to  fay,  fhe  may  not  have  you  bothe, 
Al  be  ye.  never  fo  jalous  ne  fo  wrothe, 
And  forthy  I  you  put  in  this  degree, 
That  eche  of  you  fhall  have  his  deftinee 
As  him  is  fiiape,  and  herkneth  in  what  wife  / 
Lo  here  your  ende  of  that  I  fhal  devife. 

My  will  is  this  for  plat  conclusion 
Wiihoutcn  any  replication, 
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If  that  you  liketii,  take  it  for  the  beile, 
That  everich  of  you  fhal  gon  wher  him  lefte 
Freely  withouten  raur.fon  or  dangere. 
And  this  day  fifty  wekes,  ferre  ue  nere, 
Everich  of  you  fhal  bring  an  hundred  knightes, 
Armed  for  liftes  up  at  alle  rightes, 
Alle  rec*y  to  darrein  hire  by  bataille.   . 
And  this  bchete  I  you  withouten  faille 
Upon  my  trouth,  and  as  I  am  a  knight, 
That  whether  of  you  bothe  hath  that  mightj 
This  is  to  fayn,  that  whether  he  or  thou 
May  with  his  hundred,  as  I  fpake  of  now, 
Sle  his  contrary,  or  out  of  liftes  drive, 
Him  fhall  I  yeven  Emelie  to  wive 
To  whom  that  Fortune  yevcth  fo  fayr  a  grace. 

The  liftes  Ihal  I  maken  in  this  place, 
And  God  fo  wifly  on  my  foule  rewe, 
At  I   fhal  even  juge  ben  and  trewe. 
Ye  lhai  non  other  ende  with  me  maken 
That  on  of  you  ne  fhall  be  ded.  or  taken ; 
And  if  you  thinketh  this  is  wel  yfaid, 
.Saith  your  avis,  and  holdeth  you  apaid  : 
This  is  your  ende  and  your  concluiibn, 
,    Who  loketh  lightly  now  but  Palamon  ? 
Who  fpringeth  up  for  joye  but  Arc'lte  ? 
Who  coud  it  tell,  or  who  coud  it  endite, 
The  joye  that  is  maked  in  the  place 
Whan  Thefeus  hath  don  fo  fayre  a  grace  ? 
But  doun  on  knees  went  every  manere  wight; 
And  thanked  him  with  all  hir  hertcs  might, 
And  namely  thefe  Thebanes  often  fjth. 

And  thus  with  good  hope  and  with  herte  blith 
They  taken  hir  leve,  and  homeward  gan  they  ride 
To  Thebes,  with  his  oWe  walks  wide. 
.     I  trowe  men  wolde  deme  it  negligence 
If  I  foryete  to  tellen  the  difpence 
Of  Thefeus,  that  goth  fo  befily 
To  maken  up  the  liftes  really, 
That  fwiche  a  noble  theatre  as  it  was     . 
I  dare  wel  fayn  in  all  this  world  ther  n'as  : 
The  circuite  a  mile  was  aboute 
Walled  of  ftone,  anddiched  all  withoute; 
Round  was  the  Ihape,  in  manere  of  a  compas 
Ful  of  degrees,  the  hight  of  fixty  pas, 
That  whan  a  man  was  fet  on  o  degree 
He  letted  not  his  felaw  for  to  fee. 
Eftward  ther  ftood  a  gate  of  marbel  white, 
Weftward  right  fwiche  another  in  th'  oppofite; 
And  fhortly  to  concluden,  fwiche  a  place 
Was  never  in  erthe  in  fo  litel  a  ft.ace,  4 
For  in  the  lond  ther  n'as  no  craftes  man 
.  Than  geometric  or  arfemetrike  can, 
Ne  portreiour,  ne  kerver  of  images, 
That  Thefeus  ne  yaf  him  mete  and  wages 
The  theatre  for  to  maken  and  devife. 

And  for  to  don  his  rite  and  facrifice 
"He  eftward  hath  upon  the  gate  above, 
In  worfnip  of  Venus  goddeffe  of  Love, 
Don  make  an  auter  and  an  oratorie, 
And  weftward,  in  the  minde  and  in  memorie 
Of  Mars  he  maiked  hath  right  fwiche  another, 
That  cofte  largely  of  gold  a  fother  : 
And  northward,  in  a  touret  on  ;he  wall, 
Pf  alabaftre  white  and  red  corall 


An  oratorie  riche  for  to  fee, 

In  worfhip  of  Diaae  of  chaftitee, 

Hath  Thefeus  don  wrought  in  noble  wife. 

But  yet  had  I  foryetten  to  devife 
The  noble  kerving  and  the  portreitures, 
The  Ihape,  the  contenance,  of  the  figures 
That  weren  in  thefe  oratories  three. 

Firft  in  the  temple  of  Venus  niaift  thou  fee? 
Wrought  on  the  wall,  ful  pitous  to  beholde, 
The. broken  fiepes,  and  the  fikes  colde, 
The  facred  teres,  and  the  waimentinges, 
The  firy  ftrokes  of  the  defiringes, 
That  Loves.fervantes  in  this  lif  enduren, 
The  othes  that  hir  covenants  affuren. 
Plefance  and  Hope,  Denre,  Foolhardinefle, 
Beaute  and  Youthe,  Baudrie  and  Richefie, 
Charmes  and  Force,  Lefinges  and  Flaterie, 
Dilpence,  Beiineffe,  and  Jaloufie, 
That  wered  of  yelwe  goldes  a  gerlond, 
And  hadde  a  cuckow  fitting  on  hire  hond, 
Fefies,  inflruments,  and  caroles  and  dances, 
Luft  and  arr.ay,  and  all  the  circumftances 
Of  Love,  which  that  I  reken  and  reken  fnaljj 
*By  ordre  weren  peinted  on  the  wall, 
And  mo  than  I  can  make  of  mention  : 
For  fothly  all  the  mount  of  Citheron, 
Ther  Venus  hath  hire  principal  dwelling, 
WT;is  fnewed  on  the  wail  in  purtreying, 
With  all  the  gardin,  and  the  luftineffe  : 
Nought  was  foryetten  the  porter  Ideineffe, 
Ne  Narciffus  the  fayre  of  yore  agon, 
Ne  yet  the  fclie  of  King  Salomon, 
Ne  yet  the  grete  ftrengthe  of  Hercules. 
Th'  enchantment  of  Medea  and  Circes, 
Ne  of  Turnus  the  hardy  fiers  corage, 
The  riche. Crefus  caitif  in  fervage. 
Thus  may  ye  feen  that  wifdom.  ne  richeffe, 
Beaute  ne  Ueighte,  ftrengthe  ne  hardineffe, 
Ne  may  with  Venus  hoi  den  champartie, 
For  as  hire  iifte  the  world  may  fhe  gie. 
Lo,  all  .thefe  folk  fo  caught  were  in  hire  las 
Til  they  for  wo  ful  often  faid  Alas ! 
Sufficeth  here  enfamplcs  on  or  two, 
And  yet  I  coude  rekcn  a  thoufand  mo. 

The  ftatue  of  Venus,  glorious  for  to  fer , 
Was  naked  fleting  in  the  large  fee, 
And  fro  the  navel  doun  all  covered  was 
With  wawes  grene,  and  bright  as  any  glas. 
A  citole  in  hire  right  hand  hudde  fhe, 
And  en  hire  hed,  ful  ferriely  for  to  fee, 
A  rofe  gerlond  frefa  and  wel  fmelling,  ' 
Above  hire  hed  hive  doves  fleckering  : 
Before  hire  ftocd  hire  for.e  Cupide, 
Upon  his  fhoulders  winges  had  he, two, 
And  blird  he  was,  as  it  is  ofcen  fene  ; 
A  bow  he  bare  and  arwes  bright  and  kens. 

Why  fuulde  I  not  as  wel  eke  tell  you  all 
The  purtreiture  that  was  upon  the  wall 
Within  the  temple  of  mighty  -Mars-  the  Rede  ? 
All  peinted  was  the  wall  hi  length  and  brede 
Like  to  the  eftres  of  the  grifly  place 
That  highte  the  gret. temple  of  Mars  in  Trace. 
In  thiike  colde  aixi  frofly  region, 
Ther  as  Mars  biith  his  ibvereine  man/: 00,1        ^ 


*  8  T  H  E    K  N  I  G  H 

Fifft  on  the  wall  was  peinted  a  foreft, 
In  which  ther  wonneth  neythcr  man  ne  beft, 
"With  knotty  knarry  barrein  trees  old 
Of  ftubbes  fharpe  and  hidous  to'  behold, 
In  which  ther  ran  a  romble  and  a  fwough, 
As  though  a  ftorme  fhuld  breften  every  bough ; 
And  dounward  from  an  hill  under  a  bent 
Ther  flood  the  temple  of  Mars  Armipotent, 
Wrought  all  of  btirned  fteler  of  which  th'  entree 
"Was  longe  and  ftreite,  and  ghaftry  for  to  fee  j 
And  thereout  came  a  rage  and  fwiche  a  vife 
That  it  made  all  the  gates  for  to  rife. 
The  northern  light  in  at  the  dore  {hone, 
For  window  on  the  wall  ne  was  ther  none 
Thurgh  which  men  mighten  any  light  difcerne  : 
The  dore  was  all  of  athamant  eterne, 
Yclenched  overthwart  and  endelong 
With  yren  tough,  and  for  to  make  it  ftrong, 
Ever  piler  the  temple  to  fuftene 
Was  tonne-gret,  of  yren  bright  and  fhene. 

Ther  faw  I  firft  the  derke  imagining 
Of  Felonie,  and  alle  the  compaffing  ; 
The  cruel  ire,  red  as  any  glede, 
The  pikepurfe,  and  eke  the  pale  drede, 
The  fmiler  with  the  knif  under  the  cloke, 
The  fhepen  brening  with  the  blake  fmoke, 
The  trefon  of  the  mordring  in  the  bedde, 
The  open  werre,  with  woundes  all  bebledde  j 
Conteke  with  blody  knif  and  fharp  manace  : 
All  fuli  of  chirking  was  that  forry  place. 
The  fleer  of  himfelf  yet  faW  I  there, 
His  herte  blood  hath  bathed  all  his  here  ; 
The  naile  ydriven  in  the  fhode  on  hight, 
The  cold  deth,  with  mouth  gaping  upright. 
Amiddes  of  the  temple  fate  Mifchance, 
With  difcomfort  and  forry  contenance  ; 
Yet  faw  I  Woodneffe  laughing  in  his  rage, 
Armed  Complaint,  Outhees,  and  fires  Outrage  ; 
The  carraine  in  the  bufh,  with  throte  ycorven  j 
A  thoufand  flain,  and  not  of  qualme  yftorven  J 
The  tirant,  with  the  prey  by  force  yraft ; 
The  toun  deftroied,  ther  was  aothing  laft  : 
Yet  faw  I  brent  the  fhippes  hoppefteres, 
The  hunte  yflrangled  with  the  wilde  beres  ; 
The  fow  freting  the  child  right  in  the  cradel^ 
The  coke  yfcalled  for  all  his  long  ladel : 
Nought  was  foryete  by  th*  infortune  of  Marte 
The  carter  overridden  with  his  carte  ; 
Under  the  wheel  ful  low  he  lay  adoun. 

Ther  were  alfo  of  Martes  divifion 
Th'  armerer  and  the  bowyer,  and  the  fmith, 
That  forgcth  fharp  fwerdes  on  his  ftith ; 
And  all  above  depeinted  in  a  tour 
Saw  I  a  Conqueft,  fitting  in  gret  honour, 
With  thilke  fliarp  fwerd  over  his  hed 
Yhanging  by  a  fubtil  twined  thred. 
Depeinted  was  the  flaughter  of  Julius, 
Of  gret  Nero  and  of  Antonius  : 
All  be  that  thilke  time  they  were  unborne, 
Yet  was  hir  deth  depeinted  ther  beforne, 
By  menacing  of  Mars,  right  by  figure, 
So  was  it  fhewed  in  that  purtreiture 
As  is  depeinted  in  the  cercles  above, 
Who  flial  be  flaine  or  elks  ded  for  love. 
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Sufficcth  on  enfample  in  ftorieS  oWe ; 
may  not  reken  hem  alle  though  I  woide. 
The  ftatue  of  Mars  upon  a  carte  flood 
Armed,  and  loked  grim  as  he  were  wood, 
And  over  his  hed  fher  fhinen  two  figure* 
Of  fterres  that  ben  cleped  in  fcriptures, 
That  on  Puella,  that  other  Rubens. 
This  god  of  Armes  was  araied  thus ; 
A  wolf  ther  flood  beforne  him  at  his  fete 
With  eyen  red,  and  of  a  man  he  e£e  : 
With  fubtil  penfil  peinted  was  this  ftorier 
In  redouting  of  Mar*  and  of  his  glorie. 

Now  to  the  temple  of  Diane  the  chafte. 
As  fhortly  as  I  can  I  wol  me  hafte, 
To-  tellen  you  of  the  defcriptioun, 
Depeinted  by  the  walles  up  and  doun, 
Qf  hunting  and  of  fhamefaft  chaftitee. 
Ther  faw  I  how  woful  Califtope,. 
Whan  that  Diane  agreved  was  with  here,, 
Was  turned  from  a  woman  til  a  here, 
And  after  was  fhe  made  the  lodefterre : 
Thus  was  it  peinted,  !  can  fay  no  ferre  ; 
Hire  fone  is  eke  a  fterre  as  men  may  fee. 
Ther  faw  I  Dane  yturned  til  a  tree, 
I  mepe  not  hire  the  goddeffe  Diane, 
But  reneus  daughter,  which  that  highte  Dane. 
Ther  faw  I  Atteon  an  hart  ymaked, 
For  vengeance  that  he  faw  Diane  all  naked  : 
I  faw  how  that  his  houndes  have  him  caught, 
And  freten  him,  for  that  they  knew  him  naught^ 
Yet  peinted  was  a  litel  forthermore 
How  Athalante  hunted  the  wilde  bore, 
And  Meleagre,  and  many  another  mo, 
For  which  Diane  wroughte  hem  care  and  wo. 
Ther  faw  I  many  another  wonder  ftorie, 
The  which  me  lifte  not  drawen  to  memorie. 

This  goddeffe  on  an  hart  ful  heye  fete, 
With  fmale  houndes  all  about  hire  fete, 
And  undernethe  hire  feet  fhe  hadde  a  mone, 
Wexirig  it  was,  and  fhulde  wanen  fone. 
In  gaudy  grene  hire  ftatue  clothed  was. 
With  bow  in  hond,  and  arwes  in  a  cas. 
Hife  eyen  cafte  fhe  ful  low  adoun, 
Ther  Pluto  hath  his  derke  regioun. 
A  woman  travailling  was  hire  beforne, 
But  for  hire  childe  fo  longe  was  unborne 
Ful  pifoufly  Lucina  gan  fhe  call, 
And  fayed ;  Helpe,  for  thou  maycft  befte  of  all-. 
Wei  coude  he  peinten  lifly  that  it  wrought, 
With  many  a  fiorein  he  the  hewes  bought. 
Now  ben  thefe  liftes  made,  and  Thefeus 
That  at  his  grete  coft  arraied  thus 
The  temples,  and  the  theatre  everidel, 
Whan  it  was  don  him  liked  wonder  wel. 
But  ftint  I  wol  of  Thefeus  a  lite, 
And  fpeke  of  Palamon  and  of  Arcite, 

The  day  approcheth  of  hir  returning, 
That  everich  fhuld  an  hundred  knightes  bring,. 
That  bataille  to  derreine,  as  I  you  told  ; 
And  til  Athenes  hir  covenant  for  to  hold, 
Hath  everich  of  hem  brought  an  hundred  knigl 
Wel  armed  for  the  werre  at  alle  rightes, 
And  fikerly  ther  trowed  many  a  man 
That  never  fithcn  that  the  world  began, 


THE     KNIGHTES    t  A  L  E. 


As  for  to  fpeke  of  knighthood  of  hir  hond, 
As  Fer  as  God  hath  meked  fee  and  lond, 
N'as  of  fo  fewe  fo  noble  a  compagnie  ; 
For  every  wight  that  loved  chevalrie, 
And  wold  his  thankes  han  a  paffant  nani£, 
Hath  praied  that  he  might  ben  of  that  game, 
And  wel  was  him  that  therto  chofen  was, 
For  if  ther  fell  tb-morwe  fuch  a  cas, 
Ye  knbwen  wel  that  every  lii'fty  knight 
That  loveth  par  amour,  and  hath  his  might, 
Were  it  in  Englelond  or  ellefwher, 
They  wold  hir  thankes  willen  to  be  ther. 
To  fight  for  a  lady,  a  fauaicite  ! 
It  were  a  lufty  fighte  for  to  fe. 

And  right  fo  ferden  they  with  Palamon. 
With  him  ther  wenten  knightes  many  on; 
Som  wol  ben  armed  in  an  habergeon, 
And  in  a  breft  plate,  and  in  a  gipon  ; 
And  fbm  wol  have  a  pair  of  plates  large, 
And  fom  wol  have  a  Pruce  {held  or  a  targe  j 
Som  wol  ben  armed  on  his  legges  wele, 
And  have  an  axe,  and  fome  a  mace  of  ftele. 
Ther  n'is  no  newe  gtiife  that  it  n'as  old. 
Armed  they  weren  as  I  have  you  told^ 
Everich  after  his  opinion. 

Ther  maift  thou  fe  coming  with  Palamon 
JLicurge  himfelf,  the  grete  King  of  Trace ; 
Blake  was  his  herd,  and  manly  was  his  face ; 
The  cercles  of  his  eyen  in  his  hed 
They  gloweden  betwixen  yelwe  and  red, 
And  like  a  griffon  loked  he  about, 
With  kemped  heres  on  his  browes  flout ; 
His  limmes  gret,  his  braunes  hard  and  ftronge, 
His  fhouldres  brode,  his  armes  round  and  longe  ; 
And  as  the  guife  was  in  his  contrefe, 
Ful  highe  upon  a  char  of  gold  ftood  he. 
With  foure  white  holies  in  the  trais. 
Inftede  of  cote  arrriure  on  his  haf  nais, 
With  nayles  yelwe,  and  bright  as  any  gold, 
He  haddc  a  beres  fkin.,  cole-blake  for  old. 
His  longe  here  was  kempt  behind  his  bak, 
As  any  ravenes  fether  it  fhone  for  blake. 
A  wreth  of  gold  arm-gret,  of  huge  weight, 
Upon  his  hed  fate  ful  of  ftones  bright, 
Of  fine  i-ubins  and  of  diamants. 
About  his  char  ther  wenten  white  alauns, 
Twenty  and  mo,  as  gret  as  any  ftere, 
To  hunten  at  the  leoh  or  the  dere, 
And  folwed  him,  with  mofel  faft  ybound", 
Colered  with  gold,  and  torettes  filed  round. 
An  hundred  lordes  had  he  in  his  route 
Armed  full  wel,  with  hertes  fterne  and  ftoute. 

With  Arc'ita,  in  ftories  as  men  find, 
The  gret  Emetrius  the  King  of  Inde, 
Upott  a  ftede  bay,  trapped  in  ftele, 
Cbvfr  ed  with  cloth  of  gold  diapred  wele, 
Came  riding  like  the  god  of  armes  Mars ; 
His  cote  armure  was  of  a  cloth  of  Tars, 
Couched  with  perles  white,  and  round,  and  grete; 
His  fadel  was  of  brent  gold  new  ybete  ; 
A  mantelet  upon  his  fhouldres  hanging 
Bret-ful  of  rubies  red,  as  fire  fparkling ; 
His  crifpe  here  like  ringes  was  yronne, 
And  that  was  yelwe,  and  glitered  as  the  fonne ; 


His  nofe  was  high,  his  eyen  bright  citrinj 
His  lippes  round,  his  colour  w&s  fanguin, 
A  fewe  fraknes  in  his  face  yfpreint, 
Betwixen  yelwe  and  blake  fomdel  ymeint, 
And  as  a  leon  he  his  loking  cafte, 
Of  five-and-twenty  yere  his  age  I  cafte  ; 
His  herd  was  wel  begomien  for  to  fpringj 
His  vois  was  as  a  trompe  thondering  ; 
Upon  his  hede  he  wered  bf  laurer  grene, 
A  gerlond  fresfhe  and  lufty  for  to  fene; 
Upon  his  hond  he  bare  for  his  deduit 
An  egle  tame,  as  any  lily  whit  : 
An  hundred  lordes  had  he  with  him  there. 
All  armed  fave  hir  hedes  in  all  hir  gere, 
Ful  richely  in  alle  manere  thinges  ; 
For  trufteth  wel  that  erles,  dukes,  kinges, 
Were  gathered  in  this  noble  compagnie, 
For  love  and  for  encrefe  of  chevalrie. 
About  this  king  ther  ran  on  every  part 
Ful  many  a  tame  leon  and  leopart. 

And  in  this  wife  thefe  lordes  all  and  fome 
Ben  on  the  Sonday  to  the  citee  come 
Abouten  prime,  and  in  the  toun  alight. 

This  Thefeus,  this  duk,  this  worthy  knightj 
Whan  he  had  brought  hem  into  his  citee, 
And  inned  hem  everich  at  his  degree, 
He  fefteth  hem,  and  doth  fo  gret  labour 
To  efen  hem,  and  don  hem  all  honour, 
That  yet  men  wenen  that  no  mannes  wit 
Of  non  eftat  ne  coud  amenden  it. 
Thejninftralcie,  the  fervice  at  the  fefte, 
The  grete  yeftes  to  the  mofi  and  lefte, 
The  riche  array  of  Thefeus  paleisj 
Ne  who  fate  firft  ne  laft  upon  the  dels, 
What  ladies  fayreft  ben  or  beft  dancing1, 
Or  which  bf  hem  can  carole  beft  or  fing, 
Ne  who  moft  felingly  fpeketh  of  love, 
What  haukes  fitten  on  the  perche  above, 
What  houndes  liggen  on  the  floor  adoun, 
Of  all  this  now  make  I  no  mentioun. 
But  of  the  effect,  that  thinketh  me  the  befte  ; 
Now  cometh  the  point,  and  herkeneth  if  you 

The  Sonday  nighte  br  day  began  to  fpring, 
Whan  Palamori  the  larke  herde  fing, 
Although  it  n'ere  not  day  by  houres  two, 
Yet  fang  the  larke,  and  Palamon  right  tho 
With  holy  herte,  and  with  an  high  borage 
He  rofe,  to  wenden  on  his  pilgrimage 
Unto  the  blifsful  Citherea  benigne, 
I  mene  Venus,  honourable  and  digne. 
And  in  hire  houre  he  walketh  forth  a  pas 
Unto  the  liftes,  ther  hire  temple  was, 
And  doun  he  kneleth,  and  with  humble  chere 
And  herte  fore  he  fayde  as  ye  fhul  here  : 

Fayreft  of  fayre,  o  lady  min  Venus, 
Daughter  to  Jove,  and  fpoufe  of  Vulcanws, 
Tbou  glader  of  the  Mount  of  Citheron  ! 
For  thilke  love  thou  haddeft  to  Adon, 
Have  gitee  on  my  bitter  teres  fmert, 
And  take  myn  humble  prair  at  thin  herte. 

Alas !  I  ne  have  no  langage  to  tell 
The  effedle  ne  the  torment  bf  min  hell ; 
Min  herte  may  min  harmes  not  bewrey  ; 
I  am  fo  confufe  that  1  qannot  fay  : 

Bij 
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But  mercy,  lady  bright !  that  knoweft  wele 

My  thought,  and  fedt  what  harmes  that  I  fele  : 

Confider  all  this,  and'  hie  upon  my  fore, 

As  wifly  as  I  fhal  for  evermore 

Emforth  my  might  thy  trewe  fervant  he, 

And  holden  werre  alway  with  chaftite  ; 

That  make  I  min  avow  fo  ye  me  helpe, 

I  kepe  nought  of  armes  for  to  yelpe, 

Ne  axe  I  nat  to-morwe  to  have  victorie, 

Ne  renoiui  in  this  cas,  ne  vaine  glorie 

Of  pris  of  armes,  blowen  up  and  doun, 

But  I*  wold  have  fully  poiTeflicun 

Of  Emelie,  and  die  in  her  fervife ; 

Find  thou  the  manere  how,  and  in  what  wife. 

I  rekke  not  but  it  may  better  be 

To  have  viclorie  of  hem,  or  they  of  me 

£o  that  I  have  my  lady  in  min  armes ; 

For  though  fo  be  that  Mars  is  god  of  Armes, 

Your  vertue  is  fo  grete  in  heven  above, 

That  if  you  lifte  I  fhal  wel  have  my  love. 

Thy  temple  wol  I  worfhip  ever  mo, 

And  on  thin  auter,  wher  I  ride  or  go, 

I  woljdon  facrifice,  and  fires  hete. 

And  if  ye  v/ol  not  fo,  my  lady  fwete  I 

Than  pray  I  you  to-morwe  with  a  fpere 

That  Arcitfi  me  thurgh  the  herte  here  ; 

Than  rekke  I  not  when  I  have  loft  my  lif 

Though  that  Arcita  win  hire  to  his  wif. 

This  is  the  effe&e  and  ende  of  my  praiire, 

Yeve  me  my  love  thou  blifsful  lady  dere  ! 

When  the  orifon  was  don  of  Palamon 
His  facrifice  he  did,  and  that  anon, 
Ful  pitoufly,  with  allq  circumftances, 
All  tell  I  not  as  now  his  obfervances. 
But  at  the  laft  the  ftatue  of  Venus  Ihoke, 
And  made  &  figne  whereby  that  he  toke 
That  his  praiere  accepted  was  that  day  ; 
For  though  the  fjgne  ihewed  a  delay, 
Yet  wift  he  wel  that  granted  was  his  bone, 
And  with  glad  herte  he  went  him  home  ful  fone. 

The  thridde  hour  inequal  that  Palamon 
Began  to  Venus  temple  for  to  gon. 
Up  rofe  the  fonne,  and  up  rofe  Emelie, 
And  to  the  temple  of  Diane  gan  hie. 
Hire  maydens  that  flie  thider  with  hire  ladde 
Ful  redily  with  hem  the  fire  they  hadde, 
Th'  encenfe,  the  clothes,  and  the  remenant  all, 
That  to  the  facrifice  longen  fhall, 
The  homes  ful  of  mpde,  as  was  the  gife  ; 
Ther  lakked  nought  to  don  hire  facrifkc. 
Smoking  the  temple,  ful  of  clothes  fuyre, 
This  Emelie  with  herte  debonaire 
Hire  body  wesflie  with  water  of  a  well, 
But  how  fhe  did  hire  rite  I  dare  not  tell, 
But  it  be  any  thing  in  general, 
And  yet"  it  were  a  game  to  heren  all ; 
To  him  that  meneth  wel  it  n'ere  no  charge  ; 
But  it  is  good  a  man  to  ben  at  large. 
Hire  bright  here  kcmbed  was,  untreffed  all ; 
A  ccroun-  of  a  grene  oke  cerial 
Upon  hire  hed  was  fet  ful  fayre  and  mete  : 
Two  fires  on  the  auter  gan  fhe  bete, 
And  did  hire  thirge.s  us  men  may  beholdj, 
In  Stace  of  Thebes,  and  thefe  bckcs  old. 
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Whan  kindled  was  the  fire,  with  pitous  chcrc 
Unto  Diane  fhe  fpoke  as  ye  may  here  : 

O  chafte  goddeffe  of  the  wodes  grene, 
To  whom  both  heven,  and  erthe,  and  fee,isfeney 
Quene  of  the  regne  of  Pluto  derke  and  lowe, 
Goddeffe  of  maydens,  that  min  herte  haft  knowe 
Ful  many  a  yere,  and  woft  what  I  defire, 
As  kepe  me  fro  thy  vengeance  and  thin  ire, 
That  Atteon  aboughte  cruelly  ! 
Chaft  goddeffe  !  wel  woteft  thou  that  I 
Defire  to  ben  a  mayden  all  my  lif, 
Ne  never  wol  I  be  no  love  ne  wif: 
I  am  (thou  woft)  yet  of  thy  compagnie, 
A  mayde,  and  love  hunting  and  venerie, 
And  for  to  walken  in  the  wodes  wilde, 
And  not  to  ben  a  wif  and  be  with  childe ; 
Nought  wol  I  knowen  compagnie  of  man  ; 
Now  helpe  me,  Lady,  fith  you  may  and  can, 
For  though  three  formes  that  thou  haft  in  thee  : 
And  Palamon  that  hath  fwiche  love  to  m^ 
And  eke  Arcite,  that  Icveth  me  fo  fore, 
This  grace  I  praie  thee  withcuten  more, 
As  fende  love  and  pees  betwix  em  two, 
And  fro  me  torne  away  hir  hertes  fo, 
That  all  hir  hote  love  and  hir  defire, 
And  all  hir  befy  torment  and  hir  fire 
Be  queinte,  or  torned  in  another  place. 
And  if  fo  be  thou  wolt  not  do  me  gracc^ 
Or  if  my  deftinee  be  fhapen  fo 
That  I  fhal  nedes  have  on  of  hem  two, 
As  fende  me  him  that  moft  defireth  me. 

Beholde,  goddeffe  of  clene  Chaftite, 
The  bitter  teres  that  on  my  chekes  fall  : 
Sin  thou  art  mayde,  and  keper  of  us  all, 
My  maydenhede  thou  kepe  and  well  confervc/ 
And  while  I  live  a  mayde  I  wol  thee  ferye. 

The  fires  brenne  upon  the  auter  cjere 
While  Emelie  was  thus  in  hire  praiere, 
But  fodenly  fhe  faw  a  fighte  qneinte ; 
For  right  anon  on  of  the  fires  quiente 
And  quiked  again,  and  after  that  anon 
That  other  fire  was  queinte  and  all  agon, 
And  as  it  queinte  it  made  a  whifteling 
As  don  thefe  brondes  wet  in  hir  brenning  j 
And  at  the  brondes  ende  outran  anon 
As  it  were  blody  dropes  many  on  ; 
For  which  fo  fore  agaft  was  Emelie, 
That  fhe  was  wel  neigh  mad,  and  gan  to  crie, 
For  flie  ne  wifte  what  it  fignified, 
But  only  for  the  fere  thus  (he  cried 
And  wept,  that  it  was  pitee  for  to  here. 

And  there  withall  Diane  gan  appere 
With  bcwe  in  hond,  right  as  an  huntereffe 
And  fayde,  Doughter,  flint  thin  hevinefle. 
Among  the  goddts  highe  it  is  affermed, 
And  by  eterne  word  written  and  conformed,- 
Thou  fhalt  be  wedded  unto  on  of  tho 
That  han  for  thee  fo  mochel  care  and  wo, 
But  unto  which  of  hem  I  may  not  teil. 
Farewel,  for  here  I  may  no  longer  dwell  • 
The  fires  which  that  on  min  auter  brenne 
Shal  thee  declaren  er  that  thou  go  henne 
Thin  aventure  of  love  as  in  this  cas. 

And  with  that  word  the  arwes  in  the  ca* 
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Of  the  goddeffe  clatteren  faft  and  ring, 
And  forth  fhe  went  and  made  a  vanilhing, 
For  which  this  Emelie  ailonied  Was, 
And  fayde,  What  amounteth  this,  alas  ! 
I  putte  me  in  thy  protection 
Diane,  and  in  thy  difpofition. 
And  home  fhe  goth  anon  the  nexte  way. 
This  is  the  efFecle  ;  ther  n'is  no  more  to  fay. 

The  nexte  houre  of  Mars  folwing  this 
Arcite  unto  the  temple  walked  is 
Of  fierce  Mars,  to  don  his  facrifife 
With  all  the  rites  of  his  payen  wife. 
With  pitous  herte  and  high  devotion 
Right  thus  to  Mars  he  fayde  his  orifon  : 

0  ftronge  God,  that  in  the  regnes  cold 
Of  Trace  honoured  art,  and  lord  yhold, 
^And  haft  in  every  regne  and  every  lond 
Of  armes  all  the  bride!  in  thin  hond, 
And  hem  fortuneft  as  thee  lift  devife, 
Accept  of  me  my  pitous  facrifife ' 

If  fo  be  that  my  youthe  may  deferve, 
And  that  my  might  be  worthy  for  to  ferve 
Thy  gpdhed,  that  I  may  ben  on  of  thine, 
Than  praie  T  thee  to  rewe  upon  mv  pine, 
For  thillce  peine  and  thilke  hote  izVe 
In  which  thou  whilom  brendeft  for  defire 
Whanne  that  thou  ufedeft  the  beautee 
Of  fayre  yonge  Venus  frefhe  and  free, 
And  haddeft  hire  in  armes  at  thy  wille ; 
Although  the  ones  on  a  time  misfille, 
When  Viilcanus  had  caught  thee  in  his  las, 
And  fond  thee  ligging  by  his  wif,  alas  ! 
For  thilke  forwe  that  was  tho  in  thin  herte 
Have  reuthe  as  wel  upon  my  peines  fmerte. 

1  am  yonge  and  unkonning  as  thou  woft, 
And,  as  I  trow,  with  love  offended  moft 
That  ever  was  ony  lives  creature  ; 

For  fhe  that  doth  me  all  this  wo  endure 

Ne  reccetR  never  whether  I  finke  or  flete  j  i!U[  i 

And  wel  I  wot  or  fhe  me  mercy  hete       .  -.lf  iu 

IJmofte  with  ilrengthe  win  hire  in  the  place; 

And  wel  I  wot  withouten  helpe  or  grace 

Of  thee  ne  may  my  ftrengthe  not  availle ; 

Than  helpe  me,  Lord,  to-morwe  in  my  bataille, 

For  thilke  fire  that  whilom  brenned  thee, 

As  wel  as  that  this  fire  now  brenneth  me, 

And  do,  that  I  to-morwe  may  ban  viclorie  : 

Min  be  the  travaille  and  thin  be  the  glorif .//t//t 

Thy  foveraine  temple  wol  I  moft  honouren 

Of  ony  place,  and  alway  moft  labouren 

In  thy  plefance  and  in  thy  craftes  ftrong  ; 

And  in  thy  temple  I  wol  my  baner  hong, 

And  all  the  armes  of  my  compagnie, 

And  evermore  until  that  day  I  die 

Eterne  fire  I  wol  beforne  thee  find  ; 

And  eke  to  this  avow  I  wol  be  bind. 

My  berd,  my  here  that  hangeth  long  adoun, 

That  never  yet  felt  non  offenfioun 

Of  rafour  ne  of  fhere  I  wol  thee  yeve, 

And  ben  thy  trewe  fervant  while  I  live. 

Now,  Lord,  have  reuthe  upon  my  forwes  fore  ;. 

Yeve  me  the  vidlorie  ;  I  axe  thee  no  more. 

The  praier  flint  of  Arcita  the  ftronge, 
The  ringes  on  the  temple  dore  that  honge^ 
And  eke  the  dores,  clatterden  ful  faft, 
pf  which  Arcita  fomwhat  him  agaft. 


. 


The  fires  brent  upcn  the  auter  bright 
That  it  gan  all  the  temple  for  to  light ; 
A  fwete  fmcll  anon  the  ground  up  yaf, 
And  Arcita  anon  his  hond  up  haf, 
And  more  enfcenfe  into  the  fire  he  caft, 
With  other  rites  mo,  and  at  the  laft 
The  ftatue  of  Mars  began  his  hauberke  ring, 
And  with  that  ioun  he  herd  a  murmuring 
Ful  low  and  dim,  that  faid  thus,  Victorie  ; 
For  which  he  yaf  to  Mars  honour  and  glorie. 

And  thus  with  joye  and  hope  wel  to  fare 
Arcite  anon  unto  his  in,ne  is  fare 
As  Fayn  as  foul  is  of  the  brighte  fonne. 

And  right  anon  fwiche  ftrif  ther  is  begonne 
For  thilke  granting  in  the  heven  above 
Betwixen  Venus  the  goddeffe  of  Love, 
And  Mars  the  flerne  god  Armipotent, 
That  Jupiter  was  befy  it  to  ftent, 
Til  that  the  pale  Saturnus  the  Colde, 
That  knew  fo  many  of  aventures  olde, 
Fond  in  his  olde  experience  and  art 
That  he  ful  fone  hath  plefed  every  part. 
As  footh  is  fayd,  elde  hath  gret  avantage ; 
In  elde  is  both  wifdom  and  ufnge  : 
Men  may  the  old  out-renne  but  not  out-rcdc, 

Saturne  anon,  to  ftenten  ftrif  and  drede, 
Albeit  that  it  is  again  his  kind, 
Of  all  this  ftrif  he  gan  a  remedy  find. 

My  dere  doughtere  Venus  !  quod  Saturne, 
My  cours  that  hath  fo  wide  for  to  turne 
Hath  more  power  than  wot  any  man. 
Min  i»  the  drenching  hi  the  fee  fo  wan, 
Min  is  the  prifon  in  the  derke  cote, 
Min  is  the  ftrar.gel  and  hanging  by  the  throte. 
The  murmure,  and  the  cherles  rebelling, 
The  groyning,  and  the  prive  empoyfoning. 
I  do  vengeance  and  pleine  correction 
While  I  dwell  in  the  figne  of  the  Leon. 
Min  is  the  ruine  of  the  highe  halles, 
The  falling  of  the  toures  and  of  the  walks 
Upon  the  minour  or  the  carpenter  ; 
I  flew  Samfon  in  fhaking  the  piler. 
Min  ben  alfo  the  maladies  colde, 
The  derke  trefon3  and  the  caftes  olde  : 
My  loking  is  the  fader  of  Peftilence. 
Now  wepe  no  more,  I  fhal  do  diligence 
That  Palamon,  that  is  thin  owen  knight, 
Shal  have  his  lady,  as  thou  haft"  him  night. 
Thogh  Mars  ftial  help  his  knight  yet  natheleg. 
Betwixen  you  ther  mot  fometime  be  pees  : 
All  be  ye  not  of  o  complexion 
That  caufeth  all  day  fwiche  divifion, 
I  am  thin  ayel,  redy  at  thy  will ; 
Wepe  now  no  more,  I  fhall  thy  luft  fulfill. 

Now  wol  I  ftenten  of  the  goddes  above, 
Of  Mars  and  of  Venus  goddeffe  of  Love, 
And  tellen  you  as  plainly  as  I  can 
The  gret  effecl:  for  which  that  I  began. 

Gret  was  the  fefte  in  Athenes  thilke  day, 
And  eke  the  lufty  fcfon  of  that  May 
Made  every  wight  to  ben  in  fwiche  plefance, 
That  all  that  Monday  juften  they  and  dance. 
And  fpenden  it  in  Venus  highe  fervife  ; 
But  by  the  caufe  that  they  fhulden  rife 
B  iij 
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Erly  a-morwe  For  to  feen  the  fight, 
Unto  hir  refte  wenten  they  at  night. 
And  on  the  morwe  whan  the  day  gan  fpring; 
Of  horsand  harneis  noife  and  clattering 
Ther  was'in  the  hoftelries  all  aboute, 
And  to  the  paleis  rode  ther  many  a  route 
Of  lordes  upon  ftedes  and  palfreis. 

Ther  mayeft  thou  fee  devifing  of  harnejs 
So  uncouth  and  fo  riche,  and  wrought  fo  wele 
Of  goldfmithry,  of  brouding  and  of  ftele ; 
The  fheldes  brighte,  tefteres,  and  trappures, 
Gold-hewen  helmes,  hauberkes,  cote  armures ; 
Lordesin  parementes  on  htr  courferes, 
Jirrightes  of  retenue,  and  eke  fquieres, 
Nailing  the  fperes,  and  helmes  bokeling, 
Guiding  of  fhelde?,  with  lainers  lacing ; 
Ther  as  nede  is  they  weren  nething  idel : 
The  fomy  ftedes  on  the  golden  bridel 
Gnawing,  and  faft  the  armures  alfo 
"With  file  and  hammer  priking  to  and  fro : 
Yemen  on  foot,  and  communes  many  on    k 
With  fhorte  ftaves,  thicke  as  they  may  gon ; 
Pipes,  trompes,  nakeres,  and  clariounes, 
That  in  the  battail  e  blowen  blody  founes ; 
The  paleis  ful  of  peple  up  and  doun, 
Here  three,  ther  ten,  holding  hir  queftioun, 
Devining  of  thefe  Theban  knightes  two, 
Som  f.tyden  thus,  fom  fayde  ibfhall  be  fo ; 
Som  helden  with  him  with  the  blacke  herd, 
Som  with  the  balled,  fom  with  the  thick  herd  j 
Som  faide  he  loked  grim,  and  wolde  fighte ; 
He  hath  a  fparth  of  twenty  pound  of  wighte. 

Thus  was  the  halle  full  of  devining 
Long  after  that  the  fonne  gan  up  fpring. 
The  gyet  Thefeus  that  of  his  flepe  is  waked 
With  minftralcie  and  noife  that  was  maked, 
Hold  yet  the  chambre  of  his  paleis  riche, 
Til  that  the  Theban  knightes  bothe  yliche 
Honoured  were,  and  to  the  paleis  fette. 

Dak  Thefeus  is  at  a  window  fette. 
Araied  right  as  be  were  a  god  in  trone  ; 
The  peple  prefct^  thiderward  ful  fone, 
Him  for  to  feen  and  don  high  reverence, 
And  eke  to"  herken  his  hefte  and  his  fentence. 

An  heraud  on  a  fcaffold  made  an  O, 
Til  that  the  noife  of  the  peple  was  ydo, 
And  whan  he  faw  the  peple  of  noife  al  ftill 
Thus  fhewed  he  the  mighty  dukes  will.     ' 

The  lord  hath  of  his  high  difcretion 
Coniidered  that  it  were  deftrudion 
To  gentil  blood  to  fighten  in  the  gife 
Of  mortal  bataille  now  in  this  eniprife  ; 
Wherefore  to  fhapen  that  they  fhul  not  die, 
He  wol  his  firfte  purpos  modifie. 

No  man  therefore,  up  peine  of  loffe  of  lif, 
N  o  maner  fhot  ne  pollax  ne  fhort  knif 
Into  the  bites  fend  or  thider  bring, 
Ne  fhort  iwerd  for  to  ftike  with  point  biting, 
No  man  ne  draw  ne  here  it  by  his  fide  ; 
Ne  no  man  fhal  unto  his  fehw  ride 
But  o  cours,  with  a  fharpe  ygroundcn  fpere  ; 
Foi<:  if  him  lift  on  foot,  nimfelf  to  were  : 
And  he  that  is  at  mefchief  fhal  be  take, 
And  not  ftaine,  but  be  brought  unto  the  flake 


That  fhal  ben  ordeined  on  eyther  fide ; 

Thider  he  lhal  by  force,  and  ther  abide  : 

And  if  fb  fall  the  chevetain  be  take 

On  eyther  fide,  or  elles  fleth  his  make, 

No  longer  fhal  the  tourneying  ylaft. 

God  fpede  you  ;  goth  forth  and  lay  on  faft  ; 

With  longe  fwerd  and  with  mafe  fighteth  your  fill, 

Goth  now  your  way ;  this  is  the  lordes  will. 

The  vois  of  the  peple  touched  to  the  heven, 
Se  loude-crieden  they  with  mery  fteven, 
God  fave  fwiche  a  lord  that  is  fo  good, 
He  wilneth  no  deftrudtion  of  blood. 

Up  gon  the  trompes  and  the  melodic, 
And  to  the  liftes  rit  the  compagnie 
By  ordinance,  thurghout  the  cite  large, 
Hanged  with  cloth  of  gold  and  not  with  farge. 
Ful  like  a  lord  this  noble  duk  gan  ride, 
And  thefe  two  Thebans  upon  eyther  fide, 
And  after  rode  the  quene  and  Emelie, 
And  after  that  another  compagnie 
Of  on  and  other  after  hir  degree ; 
And  thus  they  paffen  thurghout  the  citee, 
And  to  the  liftes  comen  they  be  time  : 
It  n'as  not  of  the  day  yet  fully  prime. 

Whan  fet  was  Thefeus  ful  riche  and  hie, 
Ipolita  the  quene,  and  Emelie, 
And  other  ladies  in  degrees  aboute, 
Unto  the  fetes  prefeth  all  the  route. 
And  weftward  thurgh  the  gates  under  Mart 
Arcite,  and  eke  the  hundred  of  his  part, 
With  baner  red,  is  entred  right  anon ; 
And  in  the  felve  moment  Palamon 
Is,  under  Venus,  eft  ward  in  the  place, 
With  baner  white,  and  hardy  chere  and  face. 
In  all  the  world  to  feken  up  and  doun, 
So  even  without  variatioun 
Ther  n'ere  fwiche  compagnies  never  twey ; 
For  ther  was  non  fo  wife  that'coude  fey 
That  any  hadde  of  other  avantage 
Of  worthineffe,  ne  of  eftat  ne  age, 
So  e'ven  were  they  chofen  for  to  geffe  : 
And  in  two  renges  fayre  they  hem  dreffe. 
Whan  that  hir  names  red  were  everich  on, 
That  in  her  nombre  gile  were  ther  non, 
Tho  were  the  gates  fhette,  and  cried  was  loude, 
Do  now  your  devoir,  yonge  knightes  proude. 

The  heraudes  left  hir  priking  up  and  doun. 
Now  ringm  trompes  loud  and  clarioun. 
Ther  is  no  more  to  fay,  but  eft  and  weft 
In  gon  the  fperes  fadly  in  the  reft ; 
In  goth  the  fharpe  fpore  into  the  fide  : 
Ther  fee  men  who  can  julte  and  who  can  ride  : 
Ther  fhiveren  fhaftes  upon  fheldes  thicke  ; 
He  feleth  thurgh  the  herte  fpone  the  pritke  : 
Up  fpringen  fperes  twenty  foot  on  highte  ; 
Out  gon  the  fwerdes  as  the  filver  brighte  : 
The  helmes  they  to-hewen  and  to-fhrede  ; 
Out  breft  the  blod  with  fterne  ftremes  rede  : 
With  mighty  maces  the  bones  they  to-brefte  ; 
He  thurgh  the  thickeft  of  the  throng  gan  threfte  ; 
Ther  ftomblen  ftedes  ftrong,  and  doun  goth  alii  ' 
He  rolleth  under  foot  as  doth  a  ball : 
He  foineth  on  his  foo  with  a  tronchoun, 
And  lie  him  hurtleth  with  his  hors  adoun : 
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He  thurgh  the  body  is  hurt,  and  fith  ytake 
Maugre  his  hed,  and  brought  unto  the  ftake, 
As  forword  was,  right  ther  he  mud  abide ; 
Another  lad  is  on  that  other  fide  : 
And  fomtime  doth  hem  Thefeus  to  reft, 
Hem  torefrefh  and  drinken  if  hem  left. 

Ful  oft  a  day  Jian  thilke  Thebanes  two 
Togeder  met  and  wrought  eche  other  wo  : 
Unhorfed  hath  eche  other  of  hem  twey. 
•Ther  n'as  no  tigre  in  the  vale  ef  Galaphey, 
Whan  that  hire  whelpe  is  ftole  whan  it  is  lite, 
So  cruel  on  the  hunt  as  is  Arcite 
For  jalows  herte  upon  this  Palamon  ; 
Ne  in  ^elmarie  ther  n'is  fo  fell  leon 
That  hunted  is,  or  for  his  hunger  wood, 
Ne  of  his  prey  defireth  fo  the  blood, 
As  Palamon  to  fleen  his  foo  Arcite  : 
The  jalous  ftrokes  on  hir  helmes  bite ; 
Out  renneth  blood  on  both  her  fides  rede. 

Somtime  an  ende  ther  is  of  every  dede ; 
For  er  the  fonne  unto  the  refte  went 
The  ftnjng  King  Emetrius  gan  hent 
This  Palamon,  as  he  fought  with  Arcite, 
And  made  his  fwerd  depc  in  his  fleih  to  bite  ; 
And  by  the  force  of  twenty  is  he  take 
Unyolden,  and  ydrawen  to  the  ftake  ; 
And  in  the  rofcous  of  this  Palamon 
The  ftronge  King  Licurge  is  borne  adoun  j 
And  King  Emetrius  for  all  his  ftrengthe 
Is  borne  out  of  his  fadel  a  fwerdes  lengthe, 
So  hitte  him  Palamon  or  he  were  take  : 
But  all  for  nought,  he  was  brought  to  the  ftake  : 
His  hardy  herte  might  him  helpen  naught ; 
He  mofte  abiden  whan  that  he  was  caught 
By  force  find  eke  by  compofition. 

Who  forweth  now  but  woful  Palamon, 
That  mofte  no  more  gon  again  to  fight  ? 
And  whan  that  Thefeus  had  feen  that  fight 
Unto  the  folk  that  foughten  thus  eche  on. 
He  cried,  Ho!  no  more,  for  it  is  don. 
I  wol  be  trewe  juge  and  not  partie. 
Arcite  of  Thebes  fhal  have  Emelie, 
That  by  his  fortune  hath  hire  fayre  ywonne. 

Anon  ther  is  a  noife  of  peple  begonne 
For  joye  of  this  fo  loud  and  high  withall 
It  feemed  that  the  liftes  fhulden  fall. 

What  can  now  fayre  Venus  done  above  ? 
What  faith  (he  now  ?  what  doth  this  quene  of  Love 
But  wepeth  fo  for  wanting  of  hire  will 
Til  that  hire  teres  in  the  liftes  fill : 
She  fayde,  I  am  afhamed  doutelees. 

Saturnus  fayde,  Daughter,  hold  thy  pees : 
Mars  hath  his  will,  his  knight  hath  all  his  bone, 
And  by  min  hed  thou  fhalt  ben  efed  fone. 

The  trompoures  with  the  loud  minftralcie, 
The  heraudes,  that  fo  loude  yell  and  crie, 
Ben  in  hjr  joye  for  wele  of  Dan  Arcite. 
But  herkeneth  me,  and  ftenteth  noife  a  lite, 
Whiche  a  miracle  ther  befell  anon. 

This  fierce  Arcite  hath  of  his  helme  ydon, 
And  on  a  courfer  for  to  fhew  his  face 
He  priketh  endelong  the  large  place, 
Loking  upward  upon  this  Emelie, 
4nd  %  again  him  caft  a  frendlich  eye. 


(For  women,  as  to       k.~'n  in  commune, 
1  hey  folwen  all  th  _•  iuvour  of  Fortune) 
And  was  ai)  his  in  chere  as  his  in  herte. 
Out  o£  the  ground  a  Fury  infernal  fterte, 
From  Pluto  fent,  at  requefte  of  Saturne, 
For  which  his  hors  for  fere  gan  to  turne, 
And  lepte  afide,  and  foundred  as  he  lepe  ; 
And  er  that  Arcite  may  take  any  kepe 
He  pight  him  on  the  pomel  of  his  hed, 
That  in  the  place  he  lay  as  he  were  de  I, 
His  breft  to-broften  with  his  fadel  bow  j 
As  blake  he  lay  .as  any  cole  or  crow, 
So  wus  the  blood  yronnen  in  his  face. 

Anon  he  was  yborne  out  of  the  place, 
With  herte  fore,  to  Thefeus  paleis; 
Tho  was  he  corven  out  of  his  harneis, 
And  in  a  bed  ybrought  ful  fayre  and  blive, 
For  he  was  yet  in  memorie  and  live, 
And  alway  crying  after  Emelie. 
Duk  Thefeus  with  all  his  compagn!e 
Is  cornea  home  to  Athens  his  citee 
With  alle  blifle  sui-d  gret  folempnite. 
>1  be  it  that  this  aventure  was  falls 
He  n'olde  not  difcomforten  hem  alle. 
Men  fayden  eke  that  Arcite  fhal  not  die, 
He  fhal  ben  hcled  of  his  maladie. 
And  of  another  thing  they  were  as  fayn, 
That  of  hem  alle  was  ther  non  yflain, 
Al  were  they  fore  yhurt,  and  namely  on, 
That  with  a  fpere  was  thirled  his  breft  bone. 
To  other  woundes  and  to  broken  armes 
Som  hadden  falves  and  fome  hadden  charmes ; 
And  fermacies  of  herbes,  and  eke  fave 
They  dronken,  for  they  wold  hir  lives  have  ; 
For  which  this  noble  duk,  as  he  wel  can, 
Comforteth  and  honoureth  every  man, 
And  made  revel  all  the  longe  night 
Unto  the  ftrange  lordes,  as  was  right. 
Ne  ther  n'as  holden  no  difcomforting 
But  as  at  juftes  or  a  tourneying  ; 
For  fothly  ther  n'as  no  difcomfiture, 
For  falling  n'is  not  but  an  aventure  : 
Ne  to  be  lad  by  force  unto  a  ftake 
Unyolden,  and  with  twenty  knightes  take, 
O  perfon  all  alone,  withouten  mo, 
And  haried  forth  by  araies,  foot,  and  too, 
And  eke  his  ftede  driven  forth  with  ftaves, 
With  footmen,  hothe  yemen  and  eke  knaves^ 
It  was  aretted  him  no  vilanie  5 
Ther  may  no  man  clepen  it  cowardie. 
For  which  anon  Duk  Thefeus  let  crie, 
To  ftenten  alle  rancour  and  envie, 
The  gree  as  wel  of  o  fide  as  of  other, 
And  eyther  fide  ylike,  as  others  brother  ; 
And  yave  hem  giftes  after  hir  degree, 
And  held.e  a  fefte  fully  dayes  three  ; 
And  conveyed  the  kinges  worthily 
Out  of  his  toun  a  journee  largely ; 
And  home  went  every  man  the  righte  way ; 
Ther  n'as  no  more  but  Farfiwel,  Have  good  day. 
Of  this  bataille  I  wol  no  more  endite, 
But  fpeke  of  Palamon  and  of  Arcite. 

Swelleth  the  breft  of  Arcite,  and  the  fore 
Encrefeth  at  his  herte  more  and  more, 
B  iii 
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The  clotered  blood  for  any  loche-craft 
C'orrumpeth,  and  is  in  his  bouke  ylaft, 
That  noythcr  veine-blood  ne  ventoufing, 
Ne  drinke  of  herbes,  may  beii  his  helping. 
The  vertue  e:tpulfif  or  animal, 
Frothilke  v  rtue  cleped  natural, 
Ne  may  the  venime  voiden  ne  expell ; 
The  pipes  of  his  loflgss  gan  to  fwell, 
And  every  lacerte  in  his  breft  adoun     • 
Is  fhent  with  venime  and  corruptioun. 
H'm  gaineth  neyther  for  to  get  his  itf 
Vornit  upward  ne  dounward  laxatif : 
All  is  to-broften  thilke  region  ; 
Nature  hath  now  no  domination  : 
And  certainly  the'r  nature  wol  pot  werche. 
Farewel  phyfike;  go  here  the  man  to  cherche. 
This  is  alt  and  fom,  that  Arcite  mdfte  die  j 
For  which  he  fendeth  after  Emelie, 
And  Palamon,  that  was  his  cofin  dere  ; 
Than  fayd  he  thus,  as  ye  ih'uln  after  here. 

Nought  may  the  woful  fpirit  in  myn  herte 
Declare  o  point  of  all  my  forwes  fmerte     -  j*  '•  • 
To  you  my  lady,  that  I  love  moft, 
But  I  bequethe-the  fervice  of  my  goft 
To  you  aboven  every  creature, 
Sin  that  my  lit"  ne  may  no  lenger  dure. 

/:  laa  the  wo  !  afe.s  the  peines  ftrong,  • 
That  I  for  you  have  fuffered,  and  fo  longe  I 
Alas  the  deth  !  alas  min  Emelie  ! 
Alas  departing  of  our  cbmpagnie  ! 
Alas  min  hertes  quene  !  das  my  wif ! 
Min  hertes  ladie,  ender  of  rhylif! 
What  is  this  world  ?  what  axen  men  to  have  ? 
Now  with:  his  love,  now  in  hiscolde  grave 
Alone  withouten  any  compagnie. 
Farewel  my  fvvete,  farewel  min  Emelie  ! 
And  fofte  take  me  in  your  arities  twey 
For  love  of  God,  and  herkeneth  what  I  fey. 

I  have  here  with  my  cofm  Palamon 
Had  ftrif  and  rancour  many  a  day  agon 
For  love  of  you,  and  for  my  jaloufie ;       « 
A:id  Jupiter  fo  wis  my  foxiie  gie, 
To  fpoken  of  a  fervant  proprely, 
With  alle  cifcUmflances  trev/ely, 
That  is  to  fayr,  trouth,  honour,  and  knighthede, 
Wifdom,  humble  fie,  eftat,  and  high  kinrede, 
Fredom,  and  all  that  longeth  to  that  art, 
So  Jupiter  have  of  my  foule  part,     • 
As  in  this  world  right  now  ne  know  I  non 
So  worthy  to  be  loved  as  Palamon, 
That  ferveth  you,  and  wol  don  all  his  lif ; 
And  if  that  ever  ye  fhal  ben  a  wif, 
Foryete  not  Palamon,  the  gentii  man, 

And  with  that  word  his  fpeche  faille  began  ; 
For  from  his  feet  up  to  his  breft  was  come 
The  cold  of  deth  that  had  him  overriome  j 
And  yet  moreover  in  his  armes  two       i,;-?' 
The  vital  flrcngth  is  loft  and  all  ago ; 
Only  t'a'e  intellect,  withouten  more^ 
That  dwelled  in  his  herte  (ike  and  fore, 
Gan  faillen  whan  the  herte  felte  deth  ; 
Dufkcd  his  eycn  two,  and  failled  his  breth  : 
But  on  his  ladie  yet  caft  he  his  eye ;  ; 

His  lafte  word  was,  Mercy,  Emelie  ! 


His  fpirit  changed  hous,  and"  werite  ther, 

As  I  cam  never  1  cannat  tellen  wher ; 

Therfore  I  ftent,  I  am  no  divinift're  ; 

Of  foules  find  I  not  in  this  regrftre  r 

Ne  me  luft  not  th'  opinions  to  telle 

Of  hem,  though  that  they  written  wher  they  dwelle. 

Arcite  is  cold,  ther  Mars  his  foule  gie. 

Now  wol  I  fpeken  forth  of  Emelie^ 

Shright  Emelie,  and  hauleth  Palamon, 
And  Thefeus  his  lifter  toke  anon 
Swouningr  and  bare  her  from  the  corps  away. 
What  helpeth  it  to  tarien  forth  the  day, 
To  tellen  how  me  wep  both  even  an'd  morwe  ? 
For  in  fwiche  cas  wimmen  have  fwiche  forwe, 
Whan  that  hir  houfbonds  ben  fro  hem  agOj 
That  for  the  more  part  they  forweh  fo, 
Or  elles  fallen  in  fwiche  maladie, 
That  atte  lafte  certainly  they  die. 

Infinite  ben  the  forwes  and  the  teres 
Of  olde  folk  and  folk  of  tendre  yeres 
In  all  the  toun  for  deth  of  this  Thebari  ; 
For  him  ther  wepeth  bothe  child  and  man  : 
So  gret  a  weping  was  ther  non  certain 
Whan  Hedor  was  ybrought  all  frefh  yflain 
To  Troy :  alas !  the  pitee  that  was  there ; 
Cratching  of  chekes,  rending  eke  of  here. 
Why  woldeft  thou  be  ded  ?  thife  women  crie, 
And  haddeft  gold  ynough  and  Emelie. 

No  man  might  gladen  this  Duk  Thefeus 
Saving  his"  olde  fader  Egeus, 
That  knew  this  worldes  tranfmutation, 
As  he  had  feen  it  chaungen  up  and  doun, 
Joye  after  wo,  and  wo  after  gladneffe, 
And  fhewed  him  enftmple  and  likeneffe. 

Right  as  ther  died  never  man  (quod  he) 
That  he  ne  lived  in  erth  in  fom  degree, 
Right  fo  ther  lived  never  man  (he  feyd) 
In  all  this  world  that  fomtime  he  ne  deyd  : 
This  world  n'is  but  a  thurghfare  ful  of  wo, 
And  we  ben  pilgrimes  pafiing  to  and  fro  : 
Deth  is  an  end  of  every  worldes  fore. 

And  over  all  this  yet  faid  he  mochel  more 
To  this  effecT;,  ful  wifely  to  enhort 
The  peple  that  they  fhuld  hem  recomfort. 

Duk  Thefeus  with  all  his  befy  cure' 
He  cafleth  now  wher  that  the  fepulture 
Of  good  Arcite  may  beft  yrnaked  be, 
And  eke  moft  honourable  in  his  degree ; 
And  at  the  laft  he  toke  conclufion 
That  ther  as  firft  Arcite  and  Palamon 
Hadden  for  love  the  bataille  hem  betwene, 
That  in  that  felve  grove,  fote  and  grene, 
Ther  as  he  had.de  his  amorous  defires, 
His  complaint,  and  for  love  his  hote  fires, 
He  wolde  make  a  fire,  in  which  the  office 
Of  funeral  he  might  all  accomplife  ; 
And  let  anon  commande  to  hack  and  hewe 
The  okes  old,  and  lay  hem  on  a  rew 
In  culpons,  wel  araied  for  to  brenne. 
His  officers  withfwifte  feet  they  renne 
And  ride  anon  at'his  commandement. 
And  after  this,  this  Thefeus  hath  fent 
After  a  b.-re.  and  it  all  overfpradde 
With  ckth  o  gold  the  richefl  that  he  hadde, 
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And  of  the  fame  ft) it  he  cladde  Arcite. 
Upon  his  hondes  were  his  gloves  white, 
Eke  on  his  hed  a  croune  of  laurer  grene, 
And  in  his  hond  a  fwerd  ful  bright  and  kene. 
He  laid  him  hare  the  vifage  on  the  bere, 
Therwith  he  wept  that  pitee  was  to  here  ; 
And  for  the  peple  fhulde  fcen  him  alle, 
Whan  it  was  day  he  brought  him  to  die  halle, 
That  roreth  of  the  crying  and  the  foun. 

Tho  came  this  woful  Theban  Palamon 
With  flotery  herd  and  ruggy  asfhy  heres, 
In  .clothes  blake,  ydropped  all  with  teres, 
And  (pafling  over  of  weping  Emeiie) 
The  reufulleft  of  all  the  compagnie. 

And  in  as  much  as  the  fef  vice  ihuld  be 
The  more  noble  and  riche  in  his  degree, 
Duk  Thefeus  let  forth  three  ftedes  bring, 
That  trapped  were  in  flele  all  glittering, 
And  covered  with  the  armes  of  Dan  Arcite  ; 
And  eke  upon  thefe  ftedes  gret  and  white 
Ther  faten  folk,  of  which  on  bare  his  {held, 
Another  his  fpere  up  in  his  hondes  held; 
The  thridde  bare  with  him  his  how  Turkeis, 
Of  brent  gold  was  the  cas  and  the  harneis ; 
And  riden  forth  a  pas  with  forweful  there 
Toward  the  grove,  as  ye  fhal  after  here. 

The  nobleft  of  the  Grekes  that  ther  were 
Upon  hir  fhuldres  carrieden  the  here, 
With  flacke  pas,  and  eyen  red  and  wete, 
Thurghout  the  citee,  by  the  maifter  ftrete, 
That  fprad  was  all  with  black,  and  wonder  hie 
Right  of  the  fame  is  all  the  ftrete  ywrie. 
Upon  the  right  hand  went  olde  Egeus, 
And  on  that  other  fide  Duk  Thefeus, 
With  vcflels  in  hir  hond  of  gold  ful  fine, 
All  ful  of  hoay,  milk,  and  blood,  and  wine  ; 
Eke  Palamon  with  ful  gret  compagnie, 
And  after  that  came  woful  Emeiie 
With  fire  in  hond,  as  was  that  time  the  gife, 
To  don  the  office  of  funeral  fervice. 

High  labour  and  ful  gret  apparailling1 
Was  at  the  fervice  of  that  fire  making, 
That  with  his  grene  top  the  heaven  raught, 
And  twenty  fadom  of  brede  the  armes  ftraught; 
This  is  to  fain,  the  boughes  were  fo  brode. 
Of  fire  firft  there  was  laied  many  a  lode. 
.  But  how  the  fire  was  rriaked  up  on  highte, 
And  eke  the  names  how  the  trees  highte, 
As  oke,  fir,  birch,  afpe,  alder,  holm,  poplere, 
Wilow,  elm,  plane,  afh,  box,cheftein,lind,  laurere, 
Maple,  thorn,  beche,  hafel,  ew,  whipultre, 
How  they  were  feld,  fhal  not  be  told  for  me ; 
Ne  how  the  goddes  ranncn  up  and  doun 
Difherited  of  hir  habitatioun, 
In  which  they  woneden  in  reft  and  pees, 
Nimphes,  Fatines,  and  Amidriades ; 
Ne  how  the  bcftes  and  the  briddes  alle 
Fleddt-n  for  fere  whan  the  wood  gan  falle ; 
Ne  how  the  ground  agaft  was  of  the  light, 
That  was  not  wont  to  fee  the  fonne  bright  ; 
Ne  how  the  fire  was  couched  firft  witk  ftre, 
And  then  with  drie  ftickes  cloven  a-thre, 
And  than  with  grene  wood  and  fpicerie, 
And  than  with  cloth  of  geld  and  with  pcrrie, 


And  gerlonds  hanging  with  ful  many  s.  ftotff, 

The  mirre,  the  encenfe  alfo  with  fwete  odour  j 

Ne  how  Arcita  lay  among  all  this, 

Ne  what  richeffe  about  his  body  is ; 

Ne  how  that  Emilie,  as  was  the  gife, 

Put  in  the  fire  of  funeral  fervice  ; 

Ne  liow  flie  fwouned  whan  ihe  made  the  fire, 

Ne  what  fhe  fpake,  ne  what  was  hire  defire  ; 

Ne  what  jewelles  men  in  the  fire  cafte, 

Whan  that  the  fire  was  gret  and  brente  fafte  ;_ 

Ne  how  fom  cait  hir  fheld  and  fom  hir  fpere,          ' 

And  of  hir  veftimentes  which  they  were, 

And  cuppes  full  of  wine,  and  mlk,  and  blood^ 

Into  the  fire,  that  brent  as  it  were  wood  ; 

Ne  how  the  Grekes  with  a  huge  route 

Three  times  riden  all  the  fire  aboute 

Upon  the  left  hond,  with  a  loud  fhouting, 

And  times  with  hir  fperes  clatering, 

And  thries  how  the  ladies  gan  to  crie ; 

<Ne  how  that  led  was  homeward  Emeiie  ; 

Ne  how  Arcite  is  brent  to  afhen  cold; 

Ne  ho\v  the  liche-wake  *  was  yhold 

All  thilke  night ;  ne  how  the  Grekes  play  j 

The  wake-plaies  ne  kepe  I  not  to  fay ; 

Who  wreftied  beft  naked,  with  oile  cnaint, 

Ne  who  that  bare  him  beft  in  no  disjoint  ; 

I  \voll  not  tellen  eke  how  they  all  gon 

Home  till  Athenes  whan  the  play  is  don, 

But  fhortly  to  the  point  now  wol  I  wende, 

And  maken  of  my  longe  Tale  an  ende. 

By  procetfe  and  by  lengthe  of  certain  yere* 
All  ftenten  is  the  mourning  and  the  terej 
Of  Grekes  by  on  general  affent  : 
Than  femeth  me  ther  was  a  parlement 
At  Athenes  upon  certain  points  and  cas ; 
Amonges  the  which  points  yfpokeh  was- 
To  have  with  certain  contrees  allkirice, 
And  have  of  Thebanes  fully  obeifance  : 
For  which  this  noble  Thefeus  anon 
Let  fenden  after  gentil  Palamon. 
Unwift  of  him  what  was  the  caufe  and  why  > 
But  in  his  blacke  clothes  forwefully 
He  came  at  his  commandment  on  hie  ; 
Tho  fente  Thefeus  for  Emeiie. 

Whan  they  were  fet,  and  hufht  was  al  the  place^ 
And  Thefeus  abiden  hath  a  fpace, 
Or  any  word  came  from  his  wife  breft 
His  eyen  fet  he  ther  as  was  his  left, 
And  with  a  fad  vifage  he  fiked  ftill, 
And  after  that  right  thus  he  fayd  his  will. 
'  The  firfte  Mover  of  the  caufe  above, 
Whan  he  firfte  made  the  fayre  chaine  of  love^ 
Gret  was  th'  effedl,  and  high  was  his  entent ; 
Well  wift  he  why  and  what  theYof  he  ment ; 
For  with  that  fayre  chaine  of  love  he  bond 
The  fire,  the  air,  the  watre,  and  the  lond, 
In  certain  bondes,  that  they  may  not  flee  : 
That  fame  prince  and  Mover  eke  (quod  he) 


tui."    Synod  H'igorn.  an.  1*40,  c.  £. 
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Hath  ftabliflit,  in  this  wretched  world  adoun, 

Certain  of  dayes  and  duration 

To  all  that  are  engendred  in  this  place, 

Over  the  which  day  they  ne  mow  not  pace, 

Al  mow  they  yet  the  dayes  well  abrege. 

Ther  nedeth  non  autoritee  allege, 

For  it  is  preved  by  experience, 

But  that  me  luft  declaren  my  fentence. 

Than  may  men  by  this  ordrc  wel  difcerne 

That  thilke  Mover  ftable  is  and  eterne  ; 

Wel  may  men  knowen,  but  it  be  a  fool, 

That  every  part  deriveth  from  his  hool ; 

For  Nature  hath  not  taken  his  beginning 

Of  no  partie  ne  cantel  of  a  thing, 

But  of  a  thing  that  parfit  is  and  ftable, 

Defcending  fo  til  it  be  corrumpable  ; 

And  therefore  of  his  wife  purveyance 

He  hath  fo  wel  befet  his  ordinance, 

That  fpeces  of  thinges  and  progrefuons 

Shullen  enduren  by  fuccefiions, 

And  not  eterne,  withouten  any  lie  ; 

This  maieft  thou  underftand  and  feen  at  eye. 

Lo  the  <?ke,  that  hath  fo  long  a  norifliing 

Fro  the  time  that  it  ginneth  firft  to  fpring, 

And  hath  fo  long  a  lif,  as  ye  may  fee, 

Yet  at  the  lafte  wafted  is  the  tree. 

Confidereth  eke  how  that  the  harde  ftone 

Under  our  feet,  on  which  we  trede  and  gon, 

It  wafteth  as  it  lieth  by  the  wey ; 

The  brode  river  fometime  wexeth  drey ; 

Thergrete  tounes  fee  we  wane  and  wende  ; 

Than  may  ye  fee  that  all  thing  hathe  an  ende. 

Of  man  and  woman  fee  we  wel  alfo, 

That  nedes  in  on  of  the  termes  two, 

That  is  to  fayn,  in  youthe  or  elles  age, 

He  mote  be  ded  the  king  as  fhall  a  page  ; 

Som  in  his  bed,  fom  in  the  depe  fee, 

Som  in  the:  large  fold,  as  ye  may  fee  : 

Ther  helpeth  nought,  all  goth  that  ilke  wey ; 

Than  may  I  fayn  that  alle  thing  mote  dey. 

What  maketh  this  but  Jupiter  the  King, 

The  which  is  prince  and  caufe  of  alle  thing, 

Converting  alle  unto  his  propre  wille, 

From  which  it  is  derived,  foth  to  telle  ? 

And  here-againes  no  creature  on  live 

Of  no  degree  availleth  for  to  ftrive. 

Than  is  it  wifdom,  as  it  thinketh  me, 

To  maken  vertue  of  neceffite, 

And  take  it  wel  that  we  may  not  efchewe, 

And  namely  that  to  us  all  is  dewe  ; 

And  whofo  grutcheth  ought  he  doth  folie, 

And  rebel  is  to  him  that    all  may  gie. 

And  certainly  a  man  hath  moft  honour 

To  dien  in  his  excellence  and  flour, 

Whan  he  is  fiker  of  his  goode  name  ; 

Than  hath  he  don  his  frend  ne  him  no  fhame  ; 

And  glader  ought  his  frend  ben  of  his  deth, 

Whan  with  honour  isyolden  up  his  breth, 


Than  whan  his  name  appalled  Js  for  age, 
For  all  foryetten  is  his  vaflalage  : 
1  han  is  it  beft  as  for  a  worthy  fame, 
To  dein  whan  a  man  is  beft  of  name. 
The  contrary  of  all  this  is  wilfulneffe. 
Why  grutchen  we  ?  why  have  we  hevinefle, 
That  good  Arcite,  of  chivalry  the  flour, 
Departed  is,  with  dutee  and  honour, 
Out  of  this  foule  prifon  of  this  lif  ? 
Why  grutchen  here  his  cofm  and  his  wif 
Of  his  welfare,  that  loven  him  fo  wel  ? 
Can  he  hem  thank  ?  nay,  God  wot,  never  a 
That  both  his  foule  and  eke  hemfelf  offend, 
And  yet  they  mow  her  luftres  not  amend. 
What  may  I  conclude  of  this  longe  ferie, 
But  after  forwe  I  rede  us  to  be  merie, 
And  thanken  Jupiter  of  all  his  grace ; 
And  er  that  we  departen  from  this  place, 
I  rede  that  we  make  of  forwes  two 

0  parfit  joye  lafting  evermo  : 

And  loketh  now  wher  moft  forwe  is  herein, 
Ther  wol  I  firfte  amenden  and  begin. 

Sifter,  (quod  he)  this  is  my  full  aflent, 
With  all  th'  avis  here  of  my  parlement, 
That  gentil  Palamon,  your  owen  knight, 
That  ferveth  you  with  will,  and  herte,  and  might, 
And  ever  hath  don  fin  you  firft  him  knew, 
That  ye  fhall  of  your  grace  upon  him  rew, 
And  taken  him  for  hufbond  and  for  lord  : 
Lene  me  your  hand,  for  this  is  oure  accord. 

Let  fee  now  of  your  womanly  pitee  : 
He  is  a  kinges  brothers  fome  pardee  ; 
And  though' he  were  a  poure  bachelere, 
Sin  he  hath  ferved  you  fo  many  a  yere. 
And  had  for  you  fo  gret  adverfite, 
It  mofte  ben  confidered,  leveth  me, 
For  gentil  mercy  oweth  to  paffen  right. 

Than  fayd  he  thus  to  Palamon  the  Knight ; 

1  trow  fher  nedeth  litel  fermoning 
To  maken  you  afienten  to  this  thing. 
Cometh  ner,  and  take  your  lady  by  the  hond, 

Betwixen  hem  was  maked  anon  the  bond 
That  highte  Matrimoine  or  Manage, 
By  all  the  confeil  of  the  baronage ; 
And  thus  with  alle  blifle  and  melodic 
Hath  Palamon  ywedded  Emelie  ; 
And  God,  that  all  this  wide  world  hath  wi 
Send  him  his  love  that  hath  it  dere  ybought. 
For  now  is  Palamon  in  alle  wele, 
Living  in  blifle,  in  richefle,  and  in  hele, 
And  Emilie  him  loveth  fo  tendrely, 
And  he  hire  ferveth  all  fo  gentilly, 
That  never  was  ther  no  word  hem  betwefte, 
Of  jaloufie,  ne  of  non  other  tene. 

Thus  endeth  Palamon  and  Emelie, 
And  God  fave  all  this  fayre  cornpagnk,. 


THE     MILLERES    PROLOGUE, 


THE  MILLERES  PROLOGUE. 


WHAN  that  the  Knight  had  thus  his  Tale  told, 

In  all  the  ccmpagnie  n'as  ther  young  ne  old 

That  he  ne  faid  it  was  a  noble  ftone, 

And  worthy  to  be  drawen  to  memorie, 
'And  namely  the  gentiles  everich  on. 

Our  Hofte  lough  and  fvvpre,  So  mote  I  gon 

This  goth  aright ;  unbokeied  is  the  male  ; 

Let  fee  now  who  fhall  tei  another  Tale, 

For  trewely  this  game  is  wel  begonoe  : 

Now  telleth  ye  fire  Monk,  if  that  ye  conne, 

Somewhat  to  quiten  with  the  Knightes  Tale. 
The  Miller,  that  for-dronken  was  all  pale, 

So  that  unnethes  upon  his  hors  he  iat, 

He  n'old  avalen  neither  hood  ne  hat, 

Ne  abiden  no  man  for  his  curtefie, 

But  in  Pilates  vois  he  gan  to  crie, 

And  fwore  by  armes,  and  by  blood,  and  bones, 

I  can  a  noble  Tale  for  the  nones, 

With  which  I  will  now  quite  the  Knightes  Tale. 
Our  I^ofte  faw  that  he  was  dronken  of  ale, 

And  fayd,  abide,  Robin,  my  leve  brother, 

Some  better  man  fhall  tell  us  firft  another ; 

Abide,  and  let  us  werken  thriftily. 

By  Goddes  foule  (quod  he)  that  wol  not  I, 

For  I  wol  fpeke,  or  elles  go  my  way. 

Our  Hotte  anfwered,  Tell  on  a  devil  way  ; 

Thou  art  a  fool ;  thy  wit  is  overcome. 

Now  herkeneth,  quod  the  Miller,  all  and  fome  : 
But  firft  I  make  a  proteftatioun 
'  That  I  am  dronke,  I  know  it  by  my  foun, 
And  therefore  if  that  I  miffpeke  or  fay 
Wite  it  the  ale  of  Southwerk  1  you  pray  ; 
For  I  woll  tell  a  legend  and  a  lif 
Both  of  a  carpenter  and  his  wif, 
How  that  a  clerk  has  fet  the  wrightes  cappe. 

The  Reve  anfwerd  and  faide,  Stint  thy  clapp.e  ; 
Let  be  thy  lewed  dronken  harlotrie. 
It  is  a  fmne  and  eke  a  gret  folie 
To  apeiren  any  man,  or  him  defame, 
And  eke  to  bringen  wives  in  fwiche  a  name  ; 


Thou  mayft  ynough  of  other  thinges  fain. 

This  dronken  Miller  fpake  ful  fone  again, 
And  fayde,  Leve  brother  Ofewold, 
Who  hath  no  wif  he  is  no  cokewold  ; 
But  I  fay  not  therefore  that  thou  art  on  ; 
Ther  ben  ful  goode  wives  many  on*. 
Why  art  thou  angry  with  my  Tale  now  ? 
I  have  a  wif  parde  as  wel  as  thou, 
Yet  n'olde  I  for  the  oxen  in  my  plough 
Taken  upon  me  more  than  ynough 
As  demen  of  myfelf  that  I  am  on  ; 
I  wol  beleven  wel  that  I  am  non. 
An  hufbond  fhuld  not  be  inquifitif 
Of  Goddes  privite  ne  of  his  wif  : 
So  he  may  finden  Goddes  foifon  there 
Of  the  remenant  nedeth  not  to  enquere. 

What  fhuld  I  more  fay,  but  this  Millerc. 
He  n'olde  his  wordes  for  no  man  forbere, 
But  told  his  cherles  Tale  in  his  manere, 
Me  thinketh  that  I  fhal  reherfe  it  here  ; 
And  therefore  every  gentil  wight  I  pray, 
For  Goddes  love,  as  deme  not  that  I  fay 
Of  evil  entent,  but  that  I  mote  reherfe 
Hir  Tales  alle,  al  be  they  better  or  werfe, 
Or  elles  falfen  fom  of  my  matere ; 
And  therefore  who  fo  lift  it  not  to  here 
Turne  over  the  leef,  and  chefe  another  Tale, 
For  he  fhal  find  ynow  bothe  grete  and  fmale, 
Of  ftorial  thing  that  toucheth  gentillefle, 
And  eke  moralite  and  holineffe. 
Blameth  not  me  if  that  ye  chefe  amis ; 
The  Miller  is  a  cherl,  ye  know  well  this, 
So  was  the  Reve,  (and  many  other  mo) 
And  harlotrie  they  tolden  bothe  two. 
Avifeth  you  now,  and  put  me  out  of  blame  ; 
And  eke  men  fhuld  not  make  erneft  of  game. 

*  After.this  verfe  the  two  following  are  found  info  ma 
ny  mff.that  perhaps  they  ought  to  have   been  infertcd  ia 

And  ever  a  ihoufand  good  agcins  on  badde, 
Tlw:  kuowclt  thou  wel  but  if  thou,  be  maUde, 
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THE  MILLERES  TALE*. 


Vv  HILOM  ther  was  dwelling  in  Oxenforde 
A  riche  gnof,  that  geftes  helde  to  horde, 
And  of  his  craft  he  was  a  carpenter. 
With  him  ther  was  dwelling  a  poor  fcoler, 
Had  lerned  art,  but  all  his  fantafie 
Was  turned  for  to  lerne  aftrologie, 
And  coude  a  certain  of  conclusions 
To  demen  by  interrogations, 
If  that  men  afked  him  in  certain  houres 
Whan  that  men  fhulde  have    drought   or  elles 
Or  if  men  afked  him  what  fhulde  falle     [flioures  ; 
Of  every  thing,  I  may  not  reken  alle. 

This  clerk  was  cleped  Hendy  Nicholas; 
Of  derne  love  he  coude  and  of  folas  ; 
And  ther  to  he  wasjl^e  and  ful  prive, 
And  like  a  maidpimfareke  for  to  fe. 
A  chambre  had  'heijjr  that  hoftelrie 
Alone,  without  en  any  compagnie,    ?  ft.^: 
Fui  fetifly  ydight  with  herbes  fote, 
And  he  himfelf  was  fwete  as  is  the  rote, 
Of  licoris,  or  any  fete  wale. 
His  almagefte,  and  bokes  gret  and  finale, 
His  aflrelabre,  longing  for  his  art, 
His  augrim  ftoncs  f  ,  layen  faire  apart 
On  {helves  couched  at  his  beddes  hed, 
His  prefle  ycovered  with  a  falding  red  ; 
And  all  above  ther  lay  a  gay  fautrie, 
On  which  he  made  on  nightes  melodic 
So  fwetely,  that  all  the  chambre  rong, 
And  Angelas  ad  Virglnem  he  fong; 
And  after  that  he  fong  the  kinges  note  : 
Ful  oft^n  bleffed  was  his  mery  throte, 
And  thus  this  fwete  clerk  his  time  fpent 
After  his  frendes  finding  and  his  rent. 

This  carpenter  had  wedded  new  awif 
Whifh  that  he  loved  more  than  his  lif  : 
Of  eightene  yere  fhe  was  I  geffe  of  age. 
Jalous  he  was,  and  held  hire  narwe  in  cage, 
For  me  was  wild  and  yonge,  and  he  was°old, 
And  domed  himfelf  belike  a  cokewold. 
He  know  not  Caton,  for  his  wit  was  rude, 
That  bade  a  man  fhudde  wedde  his  fimilitude; 
Men  fhulden  wedden  after  hir  eftate, 
For  .youthe  and  elde  is  often  at  debate  ; 
But  fithen  he  was  fallen  in  the  fnare 
He  moft  endure  (as  other  folk)  his  care. 

Fayre  was  this  yongue  wif,  and  therwithal 
As  any  wefel  hire  body  gent  and  final. 
A  feint  flie  -wered,  barred  all  of  filk, 
A  barme-cloth  eke  as  white  as  morwe  milk 


i  tcliolar  of  Oxford,  pradtifeth  with  Alifon, 
wife  of  Ofney.  to  deceive  her  hufband,  but 
rewarded  accordinelv.  This  is  one  oi  thufe 


in  the  company. 


e  ancie 


Upon  hire  lendes,  ful  of  many  a  gore  ;' 

White  was  hire  fmok,  and  brouded  all  before 

And  eke  behind  on  hire  colere  aboute 

Of  cole-black  filk  within  and  eke  withoute  : 

The  tapes  of  hire  white  volupere 

Were  of  the  fame  fuit  of  hire  colere  ; 

Hire  fillet  brode  of  filk,  and  fet  full  hye  ; 

And  fikerly  fhe  had  a  likerous  eye  : 

Ful  final  ypulled  were  hire  browes  two, 

And  they  were  bent,  and  black  as  any  flo  » 

She  was  wel  more  blifsful  for  to  fee 

Than  is  the  newe  perienete  tree, 

And  fofter.  than  the  wolle  is  of  a  wether. 

And  by  hire  girdel  heng  a  purfe  of  lether 
Taffeled  with  filk  and  perled  with  iatoun.   ft  ;u< 
In  all  this  world  to  feken  up  and  doun 
Ther  n'is  no  man  fo  wife  that  coude  thenche 
So  gay  a  popelot  or  fwiche  a  wenche. 
Ful  brighter  was  the  mining  of  hire  hewe 
Than  in  the  Tour  the  noble  yforged  newe ; 
But  of  hire  fong,  it  was  as  loud  and  yernc 
As  any  fwalow  fitting  on  a  berne. 
Thereto  fhe  coude  fkip  and  make  a  game 
As  any  kid  or  calf  folowing  his  dame. 
Hire  mouth  was  fwete  as  braket  or  the  meth, 
Or  hord  of  apples  laid  in  hay  or  heth. 
Winfing  fhe  was  as  is  a  joly  colt, 
Long  as  a  maft,  and  upright  as  a  bolt. 
A  broche  fhe  bare  upon  hire  low  colere, 
As  brode  as  is  the  bofle  of  a  bokelere. 
Hire  fhoon  were  laced  on  hire  leggcs  hie  ; 
She  was  a  primerole,  a  piggefnie, 
For  any  lord  to  liggen  in  his  bedde, 
Or  yet  for  any  good  yemen  to  wedde. 

Now  fire,  and  eft  fire,  fo  befell  the  cas, 
That  on  a  day  this  Hendy  Nicholas 
Fel  with  this  yonge  wif  to  rage  and  pleye, 
While  that  hire  hufbond  was  at  Ofeney, 
As  clerkes  ben  ful  fubtil  and  ful  queint, 
And  prively  he  caught  hire  by  the  queint, 
And  fayde,  Ywis  but  if.  I  have  my  will 
For  derne  love  of  dice,  lemman,  I  fpill ; 
And  helde  hire  fafte  by  the  hanche  bones, 
And  fayde,  Lemman,  love  me  wel  at  ones, 
Or  I  wol  dien,  al  fo  God  me  fave. 

And  fhe  fprong  as  a  colt  tfoth  in  the  trave. 
And  with  hire  hed  fhe  writhed  fafte  away, 
And  fayde,  I  wol  not  kiffe  thee  by  my  fay. 
Why,  let  be,  (quod  fhe)  let  be,  Nicholas, 
Or  I  wol  crie  out  Harow  and  Alas  ! 
Do  way  your  hondes  for  your  curtefie. 

This  Nicholas  gan  mercy  for  to  crie, 
And  fpake  fo  faire,  and  prolered  him  fo  faft, 
That  fhe  hire  love  him  granted  at  the  laft, 
And  fwore  hire  oth  by  Seint  Thomas  of  Kent, 
That  fhe  wold  ben  at  his  commandement 
Whan  that  fhe  may  hire  leifer  wel  efpie. 
Myn  hufbond  is  is  fo  ful  of  jaloufie 
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That  but  ye  waiten  wel  and  be  prive 

I  wot  rijjht  wel  I  n'am  but  ded,  quod  fhe ; 

Ve  fhoften  be  ful  derne  as  in  this  cas. 

N;       th.-rof  care  you  not,  quod  Nicholas  : 

A  clerk  ha  h  litherly  befet  his  while 

But  ii  iie  voude  a  carpenter  begile. 

And  thus  they  were  accorded  and  yfworne 

To  waite  a  time,  as  I  h  ve  faid  beforne. 
iVhan  Nicholas  had  don  thus  every  del, 

And  thacked  hire  about  the  lendes  wel, 

kified  hire  fwete,  and  taketh  his  fautrie, 

And  plaieth  faft,  and  maketh  melodie. 

Than  fell  it  thus,  that  to  the  parifh  cherche 

(Of  Crifles  owen  werkes  for  to  werche) 

This  good  wif  went  upon  a  holy  day  ; 
Hire  forehed  fhone  as  bright  as  any  day, 
>o  v.  as  it  wafhen  whan  fhe  lete  hire  werfc.  • 
Now  was  ther  of  that  chirche  a  parifh  clerk 

The  which  that  was  ycleped  Abfolon. 
Drulle  was  his  here,  and  as  the  gold  it  fhon, 

And  ftrouted  as  a  fanne  large  and  brode  ; 

Ful  ftreight  and  even  lay  his  joly  fhode  : 
rode  was  red,  his  eyen  grey  as  goos, 

With  Poules  windowes  corven  on  his  fhoos  : 
In  hofen  red  he  went  ful  fetifly  : 

Yclad  he  was  ful  fmal  and  prcprely 

All  in  a  kirtel  of  a  light  waget  *  ; 
Ful  faire  and  thicke  ben  the  pointes  fet ; 
And  therupon  he  had  a  gay  furplife, 
As  white  as  is  the  blofme  upon  the  rife. 

A  mery  childe  he  was,  fo  God  me  fave  ; 
Wel  coud  he  letcn  blod,  and  clippe  and  fhave, 
And  make  a  chartre  of  lond  and  a  quitance  : 
In  twenty  manere  coud  he  trip  and  dance, 
(After  the  fcoie  of  Oxenforde  tho) 
And  with  his  legges  caften  to  and  fro ; 
And  playen  fonges  on  a  fmal  ribible  ; 
Therto  he  fong  fomtime  a  loud  quinible  : 
And  as  wel  coud  he  play  on  a  giterne  : 
In  all  the  <jeun  n'as  brewhous  ne  taverne 
That  he  ne  vifited  with  his  folas, 
Ther  as  that  any  gaillard  tapftere  was ; 
But  foth  to  fay  he  was  fomdel  fquamous 
Of  farting,  and  of  fpeche  dangerous. 

This  Abfolon,  that  joly  was  and  gay, 
Goth-with  a  cenfer  on  the  holy  day, 
Cenfmg  the  wives  of  the  parifh  fafte, 
And  many  a  lovely  loke  he  on  hem  cafte, 
And  namely  on  this  carpenteres  wif ; 
To  loke  on  hire  him  thought  a  mery  lif ; 
She  was  fo  propre,  and  {v  etc,  and  likercus, 
I  dare  wel  fain  if  fhe  had  been  a  mous 
And  he  a  cat,  he  wolde  hire  hente  anon. 
This  parifh  clerk,  this  joly  Abfolon, 
Hath  in  his  herte  fwiche  a  love  longing, 
That  of  no  wif  toke  he  non  offering  ; 
For  curtefie,  he  fayd,  he  n'olde  non. 

The  moone  at  night  ful  clere  and  brighte  fhon, 
And  Abfolrn  his  giterne  hath  ytake, 
For  paramours  he  thoughte  for  to  wake  ; 

*  Or  -waichet.  Sk'nner  explains  watcher  to  mean  a 
colour,  a  whitilhblue  ;  Lur  it.  tliis  place  it  leem.-,  ratlicr  to 
mean  Ibme  kind  c,f  cloth,  <1<".oir,inated  perhaps  from  the 
town  of  Watchst  in  Soiuerfetibire.  Inltcail  ot  light  Tome 
Biff,  read  fir,,  .-.nd  mf,  A  whit.  This  lalt  epithet  would 
be  quite iiiconfiiknt  with  Skinner's  explanation. 
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And  forth  he  goth  jolif  anc?  amorous^ 
Til  he  came  to  the  carpenteres  hous,";J 
A  litel  after  the  cockes  had  ycrow, 
And  dreffed  him  up  by  a  fhot  window 
That  was  upon  the  carpenteres  wal.' 
He  fmgeth  in  his  vois  gentil  and  fmal, 
Now,  dere  Lady — if  thy  wille  be, 
I  pray  you  that  ye — wol  rewe  on  me  ^ 
Ful  wel  accordant  to  his  giterning. 

This  carpenter  awoke,  herd  him  fmg, 
And  fpake  unto  his  wif,  and  faid  anon, 
What,  Alifon  !  heres  thou  not  Abfolon, 
That  chanteth  thus  under  our  boures  wal  ? 
And  fhe  anfwtrd  hire  hufbond  therwithal,       £  » 
Yes,  God  wot,  John,  I  her;:  him  every  del. 

This  pafleth  forth  ;  what  wol  ye  bet  than  wel  f 
Fro  day  to  day  this  joly  Abfolon 
So  loveth  hire  that  him  is  wo-begon  : 
He  waketh  all  the  night,  and  all  the  day 
He  kembeth  his  lockes  brode',  and  made  him  gay  i 
He  woeth  hire  by  menes  and  brecage, 
And  fwore  he  wolde  ben  hire  owen  page  ; 
He  fingeth  brokking  as  a  nightingale  ;  ''  n* 

He  fent  her  pinnes,  methe,  andfpiccd  ale,      - 
And  wafres  piping  hot  out  of  'the  glede  ; 
And  for  ihe  was  of  toun  he  p^ofered  mede  ; 
For  fom  folk  wol  be  wonnen  fo'r  richefle, 
And  fom  for  ftrokes,  and  fome  V?ith  geritilielTe. 

Sometime  to  fhew  his  lightnefle  qnd  maiftric 
He  plaietlrHerode  on  a  fkaffold  hie. -.". 
But  what  availeth  him  as  in  this  cas  f, c' 
So  loveth  fhe  this  Hendy  .Nicholas, 
That  Abfolon  may  blow  the  buckes  home  ; 
He  ne  had  for  his  labour  but  a  fcorne  : 
And  thus  fhe  maketh  Abfolon  hire  ape, 
And  all  his  erneft  tourneth  to  a  jape. 
Ful  foth  is  this  prbverbe,  it  is  no  lie  ; 
Men  fay  right  thus  alway,  The  neighe  flic 
Maketh  of  time  the  fer  leef  to  be  ipthe  ; 
For  though  that  Abfolon  be  wood  or  wrothef 
Becaufe  that  he  fer  was  from  hire  fight, 
This  neighe  Nicholas  ftood  in  his  light. 

Now  here  thee  wel,  thou  Hendy  Nicholas, 
For  Abfolon  may  waile  and  fing  alas. 

And  fo  befell  that  on  a  Saturday 
This  carpenter  was  gon  to  Ofenay, 
And  Hendy  Nicholas  and  Alifon 
Accorded  ben  to  this  conclufion, 
That  Nicholas  flial  fhapen  him  a  wile 
This  fely  jalous  hufbond  to  bcgile  ; 
And  if  fo  were  the  game  went  aright 
She  fhuld  fle'pe  in  his  armes  alle  night,  ,  t* 

For  this  was  hire  defire  and  his  alib. 
And  right  anon,  withouten  wordes  mo, 
This  Nicholas  no  lenger  wold  tarie, 
But  doth  ful  foft  unto  his  chambre  carie 
Both  mete  and  drinke  for  a  day  or  twey. 

And  to  hire  hufbond  bad  her  for 
If  that  he  axed  after  Nicholas 
She  fhulde  fay  fhe  n'ifte  not  wher  he  was  ; 
Of  all  the  day  fhe  faw  him  not  with  eye  ; 
She  trowed  he  was  in  fom  maladie, 
For  for  no  crie  hire  maiden  coud  him  calle, 
He  n'olde  anfwisr  for  nothing  that  might  falle* 

Thus  pafleth  forth  all  thilke  Saturday, 
That  Nicholas  ftill  in  his  chambre  lay, 


THE     MILL  ERE  S    TALE/ 


And  etc,  and  flcpt,  and  dide  what  him  lift, 
1'il  Sonday  that  the  fonne  gothe  to  reft. 

This  fely  carpenter  hath  gret  mervaile 
Of  Nicholas,  or  what  thing  might  him  aile, 
And  faid,  I  am  adrad  by  Seint  Thomas 
It  ftondeth  not  aright  with  Nicholas  ; 
God  Ihilde  that  he  died  fodenly ; 
This  world  ;s  now  ful  tikel  fikerly  : 
1  faw  to-day  a  corps  yborne  to  cherche 
That  now  on  Monday  laft  I  faw  him  werchc. 

Go  up  (quod  he  unto  his  knave)  anon, 
Clepe  at  his  dore,  or  knocke  with  a  fton ; 
lx>ke  how  it  is,  and  telle  me  boldely. 

This  knaVe  got  him  up  ful  fturdely, 
And  at  the  chambre  dore  while  that  he  flood 
He  cried  and'knocked  as  that  he  were  wood  ; 
"What  ?  how  ?  what  do  ye,  Maifter  Nicliolay  ? 
How  may  ye  flepen  all  the  longe  day  ? 
But  all  for  nought,  he  herde  not  a  word. 
An  hole  he  fond  ful  low  upon  the  bord, 
Ther  as  the  cat  \vas  wont  in  for  to  crepe, 
And  at  that  hole  he  loked  in  ful  depe, 
And  at  the  laft  he  had  of  him  a  fight. 

This  Nicholas  fat  ever  gaping  upright, 
As  he  had  kyked  on  the  newe  mone. 

Adourj>.e  go^h,  and  telleth  his  maifterfone 
In  what  array  he  faw  this  ilke  man. 

This  carpenter  to  bliflen  him  began, 
Arid  faid,  Now  helpe  us  Seinte  Fridefwide  ! 
A  man  wote  litcl  what  ftial  him  betide. 
This  man  is  fallen  with  his  aftronomie 
In  fom  woodriefle  or  in  fom  agonie. 
I  thought  ay  wel  how  that  it  fhulde  be ; 
Men  (hulde  not  knowe  of  Goddes  privetee. 
Ya,  blefled  be  alway  a  lewed  man, 
That  nought  but  only  his  beleve  can. 
So  ferd  another  clerk  with  aftronomie ; 
He  walked  in  the  feldes  for  to  prie 
Upon  the  fterres,  what  ther  ftiuld  befalle, 
Til  he  w".3  in  a  marlepit  yfalle. 
He  faw  not  that.  But  yet  by  Seint  Thomas 
Me  reweth  fore  of  Hendy  Nicholas  : 
He  fhal  be  rated  of  his  ftudying, 
If  that  I  may,  by  Jefus,  heven  king. 

Get  me  a  ftaff,  that  I  may  underfpore 
While  that  thou,  Robin,  heveft  of  the  dore  : 
He  fhal  out  of  his  ftudying  as  I  geffe. 
And  to  the  chambre  dore  he  gan  him  drefle. 
His  knave  was  a  ftrong  carl  for  the  nones. 
And  by  the  hafpe  he  haf  it  of  at  ones  : 
Into  the  flore  the  dore  fell  anon. 

This  Nicholas  fat  ay  as  ftille  as  ftori, 
And  ever  he  gaped  upward  into  the  eire. 

This  carpenter  wond  he  were  in  defpeire, 
And  hent  him  by  the  ftiulders  mightily, 
And  fhoke  him  hard,  and  cried  fpitoufly ; 
What,  Nicholas  ?  what,  how  man  ?  loke  adoun  ; 
Awake,  and  thinke  on  Criftes  paffioun. 
I  crouche  thee  from  elves  and  from  wightes. 
Therwith  the  nightfpel  faid  he  anon  rightes 
On  foure  halves  of  the  hous  aboute 
And  on  the  threfwold  of  the  dore  withoute  : 
Jefu  Crift  and  Seint  Benedight 
Bliflc  this  hous  from  every  wicked,  wight, 


Fro  the  nightes  marc,  the  xvite  Pater-nofter? 
Wher  woneft  thou  Seint  Peters  fufter  ? 

And  at  the  laft  this  Hendy  Nicholas 
Gan  for  to  fiken  fore,  and  faid,  alas ! 
Shal  all  the  world  be  loft  eftfones  now  ?    ; 

This  carpenter  anfwered,  What  faieft  thou  ?  1 
What  ?  thinke  on  God,  as  we  do,  men  that  fwinke* 

This  Nicholas  anfwered,  Fetch  me  a  drinke ; 
And  after  wol  I  fpeke  in  privetee 
Of  certain  thing  that  toucheth  thee  and  me  : 
I  wol  tell  it  non  other  man  certain. 

This  carpenter  goth  doun  and  cometh  again, 
And  brought  of  mighty  ale  a  large  quart ; 
And  whan  that  eche  of  hem  had  dronken  his  part^ 
This  Nicholas  his  dore  fafte  fhette, 
And  doun  the  carpenter  by  him  he  fette, 
And  faide,  John,  min  hofte  lefe  and  dere, 
Thou  flialt  upon  thy  trouthe  fvvere  me  here 
That  to  no  wight  thou  flialt  my  counfeil  wreyj 
For  it  is  Criftes  counfeil  that  I  fay, 
And  if  thou  tell  it  man  thou  art  forlore ; 
For  this  vengeance  thou  flialt  have  therfore, 
That  if  thou  wreye  me  thou  {halt  be  wood. 

Nay?  Crift  forbede  it  for  his  holy  blood, 
Quod  tho  this  fely  man  :  I  am  no  labbe, 
Ne  though  I  fay  it  I  n'am  not  lefe  to  gabbe. 
Say  what  thou  wolt,  I  lhall  it  never  telle 
To  child  ne  wif,  by  him  that  harwed  helle. 

Now,  John,  (quod  Nicholas)  I  wol  not  lie,' 
I  have  yfounde  in  min  aftrologie, 
As  I  have  loked  in  the  moone  bright, 
That  now  on  Monday  next,  at  quarter  night, 
Shaf  fal  a  raia,  and  that  fo  wild  and  wood, 
That  half  fo  gret  wos  never  Noes  flood  : 
This  world  (he  faid)  in  lefle  than  in  an  hourc 
Shal  all  be  dreint,  fo  hidous  is  the  fhoure  : 
Thus  flial  mankinde  drenche  and  lefe  hir  lif. 

This  carpenter  anfwerd,  Alas  my  wif! 
And  fhal  fhe  drenche  ?  alas  min  Alifoun  I 
For  forwe,of  this  he  fell  alrnoft  adoun,-^ 
And  faid,  Is  ther  no  remedy  in  this  cas  ? 

Why  yes,  for  God,  quod  Hendy  Nicholas  j 
If  thou  wolt  vverken  after  lore  and  rede, 
Thou  maift  not  werken  after  thin  owen  hede  i 
For  thus  faith  Salomon,  that  was  ful  trewe, 
Werke  all  by  confeil,  and  thou  fhalt  not  rewe. 
And  if  thou  werken  wolt  by  good  confeil 
I  undertake,  withouten  maft  or  feyl, 
Yet  fhall  I  faven  hire,  and  thee  and  me. 
Haft  thou  not  herd  how  faved  was  Noe^ 
Whan  that  our  Lord  had  warned  him  beforne, 
That  all  the  world  with  water  fliuld  be  lorne  t 

Yes,  (quod  this  carpenter)  ful  yore  ago. 

Haft  thou  not  herd  (quod  Nicholas)  alfo 
The  forwe  of  Noe  with  his  felawfinp, 
Or 'that  he  might  get  his  wif  to  ftiip  ? 
Him  had  be  lever,  I  dare  wel  undertake, 
At  thilke  time,  than  all  his  wethers  blake, 
That  flic  had  had  a  fliip  hire  felf  alone  ; 
And  therfore  woft  thou  what  is  beft  to  done  ? 
This  aveth  haft,  and  of  an  haftif  thing 
Men  may  not  preche  and  maken  tarying. 
Anon  go  get  us  fail  into  this  in 
A  kneding  trough  or  elks  a  kcmclyn 
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tor  eche  of  us ;  but  loke  that  they  ben  large, 
In  which  we  mowen  fvvimme  as  in  a  barge ; 
And  have  therin  vitaille  fuffifunt 
But  for  a  day ;  fie  on  the  remenarft ; 
The  water  fhall  aflake  and  gon  away 
Abouten  prime  upon  the  nextc  day. 
But  Robin  may  not  wete  of  this  thy  knave, 
Ne  eke  thy  mayden  Gille  I  may  not  fave  : 
Axe  not  why ;  for  though  thou  axe  me, 
I  wol  not  tellen  Goddes  privetee, 
Sufficeth  thee,  but  if  thy  wittes  madde, 
To  have  as  gret  a  grace  as  Noe  hadde. 
Thy  wif  fhal  I  wel  faven  out  of  doute. 
Go  now  thy  way,  and  fpede  thee  hereaboute. 

But  whan  thou  haft  for  hire,  and  thee,  and  me, 
Ygeten  us  thefe  kneding  tubbes  thre, 
Than  {halt  thou  hang  hem  in  the  roofe  ful  hie, 
That  no  man  of  our  purveyance  efpie  : 
And  whan  thou  haft  don  thus  as  I  have  faid, 
And  haft  our  vitaille  faire  in  hem  ylaid, 
And  eke  an  axe  to  fmite  the  cord  a-two 
Whan  that  the  water  cometh,  that  \ve  may  go 
And  breke  an  hole  on  high  upon  the  gable 
tJnto  the  gardin  ward,  over  the  ftable, 
That  we  may  frely  paflen  forth  our  way, 
Whan  that  the  grete  fhoure  is  gon  away, 
Than  fhal  thou  fwim  as  mery,  I  undertake, 
As  doth  the  white  doke  after  hire  drake ; 
Than  wol  I  clepe,  How,  Alifon  !  how,  John  ! 
Be  mery,  for  the  flood  wol  pafTe  anon. 
And  thou  wolt  fain,  Haile  !  Maifter  Nicholay, 
Good  morwe  !  I  fee  thee  wel,  for  it  is  day. 
And  than  fhall  we  be  lordes  all  our  lif 
Of  all  the  world,  as  Noe  and  his  wif. 
But  of  o  thing  I  warne  thee  ful  right, 
Be  wel  avifed  on  that  ilke  night, 
That  we  ben  entred  into  fhippes  bord, 
That  non  of  us  ne  fpeke  not  o  word, 
Ne  clepe  ne  crie,  but  be  in  his  praiere, 
For  it  is  Goddes  owen  hefte  dere. 

Thy  wif  and  thou  mofte  hangen  fer  a-twinne, 
For  that  betwixen  you  fhal  be  no  fmne, 
No  more  in  loking  than  ther  fhall  in  dede. 
This  ordinance  is  faid  ;  go,  God  thee  fpede. 
To  morwe  at  night,  whan  men  ben  all  aflepe, 
Into  our  kneding  tubbes  wol  we  crepe, 
And  fitten  ther,  abiding  Goddes  grace. 
Go  now  thy  way,  I  have  no  lenger  fpace 
To  make  of  this,  no  lenger  fermoning  : 
Men  fain  thus,  Send  the  wife,  and  fay  nothing  : 
Thou  art  fo  wife  it  nedeth  thee  nought  teche. 
Go,  faVe  our  lives,  and  that  I  thee  befeche. 

This  fely  carpenter  goth  forth  his  way, 
Ful  oft  he  faid  Alas !  and  Wala  wa ! 
And  to  his  wif  he  told  hisprivatee, 
And  fhe  was  ware,  and  knew  it  bet  than  he 
What  all  this  queinte  caft  was  for  to  fey ; 
But  natheles  fhe  ferde  as  fhe  wold  dey, 
And  faid,  Alas  !  go  forth  thy  way  anon  ; 
Helpe  us  to  fcape,  or  we  be  ded  eche  on  : 
I  am  thy  trewe  veray  wedded  wif; 
Go,  dere  fpoufe  !  and  helpe  to  fave  our  lif. 

Lo,  *  hat  a  gret  thing  is  affcjStioc ! 
Men  may  .die  o(  imagination, 


So  depe  may  impreffion  be  take. 

This  fely  carpenter  beginneth  quake; 

Him  thinketh  veraily  that  he  may  fee 

Noes  flood  comen  walwing  as  the  fee 

To  drenchen  Alifon,  his  honey  dere  : 

He  wepeth,  waileth,  maketh  fory  chere ; 

He  fiketh,  with  ful  many  a  fory  fwough. 

He  goth  and  geteth  him  a  kneding  trough, 

And  after  a  tubbe  and  a  kerne lin, 

And  prively  he  fent  hem  to  his  in, 

And  heng  hem  in  the  roof  in  privetee. 

His  owen  bond  than  made  he  ladders  three  -fv 

To  climben  by  the  renges  and  the  ftalkes 

Unto  the  tubbes  honging  in  the  balkes; 

And  hem  vitailled,  kemelin,  trough,  and  tubbe. 

With  bred  and  chefe,  and  good  ale  in  a  jubbe, 

Sufficing  right  ynow  as  for  a  day. 

But  er  that  he  had  made  all  this  array- 
He  fent  his  knave,  and  eke  his  wenche  alfo, 
Upon  his  nede  to  London  for  to  go. 
And  on  the  Monday,  whan  it  drew  to  night, 
He  fhette  his  dore,  withouten  eandel  light, 
And  dreffed  all  thing  as  it  fhulde  bee ; 
And  fhortly  up  they  clomben  alle  three. 
They  fitten  ftille  wel  a  furlong  way. 
Now,  Pater-no/ier,  Clum,  laid  Nicholay, 
And  Clum,  quod  John,  and  Clum,  faid  Alifon  >• 
This  carpenter  faid  his  devotion, 
And  ftill  he  fit,  and  biddeth  his  praiere, 
Awaiting  on  the  rain,  if  he  it  here. 

The  dede  flepe, for  wery  befinefle,  .  Iwow  o/r 
Fell  on  this  carpenter,  right  as  I  geffe, 
Abouten  curfew  time,  or  litel  more. 
For  travaille  of  his  goft  he  groneth  fore, 
And  eft  he  routeth,  for  his  hed  miflay. 
Doun  of  the  ladder  ftalketh  Nicholay,      ft  ^o 
And  Alifon  ful  foft  adoun  hire  fpedde.        '  <{  a/± 
Withouten  wordes  mo  they  went  to  bedde, 
Ther  as  the  carpenter  was  wont  to  lie ; 
Ther  was  the  revel  and  the  melodie. 
And  thus  lith  Alifon  and  Nicholas 
In  befinefle  of  mirthe  and  in  folas, 
Til  that  the  bell  of  laudes  gan  to  ring, 
And  freres  in  the  chancel  gon  to  fing. 

This  parifh  clerk,  this  amorous  Abfolon, 
That  is  for  love  alway  fo  wo-begon, 
Upon  the  Monday  was  at  Ofenay 
With  compagnie,  him  to  difport  and  play, 
And  afked  upon  cas  a  cloifterer 
Ful  prively  after  John  the  carpenter ; 
And  he  drew  him  apart  out  of  the  chirche. 
He  faid,  I  no't,  I  faw  him  not  here  wirche 
Sith  Saturday ;  I  trow  that  he  be  went 
For  timbre  ther  our  abbot  hath  him  fent ; 
For  he  is  wont  for  timbre  for  to  go, 
And  dwellen  at  the  Grange  a  day  or  two  j 
Or  elles  he  is  at  his  hous  certain  : 
Wher  that  he  be  I  cannot  fothly  fain. 

This  Abfolon  ful  joly  was  and  light, 
And  thoughte,  now  is  time  to  wake  al  night, 

f  With  hUown  hand.  So Gower,  Con/.  Amcml,  fol.  7 $•&•., 
The  crafte  My  nerve  of  wolle  fonde, 
And  made  cloth  her  ouxn  bsrxte. 
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For  fikerly  I  faw  him  nat  ftiring 
About  his  dore  fin  day  began  to  fpring. 
So  mote  I  thrive  Hhal  at  cockes  crow 
Ful  prively^  go  luu;cke  at  his  window, 
That  ftant  full  low  upon  his  boures  wall : 
To  Alifon  woi  I  now  telien  all 
My  love- longing ;   for  yet  I  ihall  not  rruffe 
That  at  the  lefte  way  I  lhal  hire  kiffe. 
Some  maner  comfort  fhal  I  have  parfay, 
My  mouth  hath  itched  al  this  longe  clay ; 
That  is  a  figne  of  kifling  at  the  lefte  : 
All  i*ight  me  mette  eke  I  was  at  a  fefte  : 
Therfore  I  wol  go  flepe  an  houre  or  twey, 
And  all  the  night  than  wol  I  wake  aud  pley. 

.Whan  that  the  firfte  cock  hath  crcv/e,  anon 
Up  .rift  this  joly  lover  Abfolon, 
And  him  arayeth  gay,  at  point  devife ; 
"But  firft  he  cheweth  grein  and  licorife, 
To  fn^ellen.  fote  or  he  had  fpoke  with  here. 
Under  his  tonge  a  trewe  love  he  bere, 
For  therby  wend  he  to  ben  gracious. 
He  coraeth  to  the  carpenteres  hous, 
And  ftill  lie  ftant  under  the  fhot  vrindow; 
Unto  his  breft  it  raught,  it  was  fo  low  ; 
And  foft  he  eougheth  with  a  femifoun. 

What  do  ye,  honycombe,  fwete  Alifouri, 
My  faire  bird,  my  fwete  finamome ! 
Awaketh,  lemman  min,  and  fpeketh  to  me. 
Ful  litel  tthinken  ye  upon  my  wo, 
That  for  your  love  I  fwete  ther  as  I  go. 
No  wonder  is  though  that  I  fwelte  and  fwete^ 
I  mourne  as  doth  a  lamb  after  the  tete. 
Ywis,  lemman,  I  have  fwiche  love  longing 
That  like  a  turtel  trewe  is  my  mourning. 
I  may  not  ete  no  more  than  a  maid. 

Go  fro  the  window,  jacke  fool,  fhe  faid  : 
As  helpe  me -God  it  wol  not  be,  compame. 
J.  love«atiother,  orelles  I  were  to  blame^ 
Wei  bet  than  thee  by  Jefu,  Abfolon. 
Go  forth  thy  way,  or  I  wol  caft  a  flon  ; 
And  let  me  flepe  ;  a  twenty  divel  way. 

Alas !  (quod  Abfolon)  and  wala  wa  ! 
That  trewe  love  was  ever  fo  yvel  befettc  : 
T  han  kiffe  me,  fin  that  it  may  be  no  bette, 
For  Jefus  love,  and  for  the  love  of  me. 

Wilt  thcu  than  go  thy  way  therwith  ?  quod  fhe, 
Ya  ceftes,  lemman,  qucd  this  Abfolon. 
Than  make.thee  redy,  (quod  fhe)  I  come  an'on. 

This  Abfolon  floun  let  him  on  his  knees, 
And  faide,  I  am  a  lord  at  all  degrees  : 
For  after  this  I  hope  ther  cometh  more  ; 
JLemman,  thy  gi-ace,  and,  fw  ete  bird  !  thyn  ore. 

The  window  fhe  undoth,  and  that  in  hafte. 
Have  don,  {quod  fhe)  come  of,  and  fpede  thee  fafte, 
.Left  that  our  neighboures  thee  efpie. 

This -Abfolon  gan  wipe  his  mouth  ful  drie. 
Derke  was  the  night  as  pitch  or  as  the  cole, 
And  at  the  window  fhe  put  out  hire  hole, 
And  Abfolon  him  felle  ne  bet  ne  wers, 
But  with  his  mouth  he  kill  hire  naked  ers 
Ful  favorly,  er  he  was  ware  of  this. 
-    Abak  he  fterte,  and  thought  it  was  amis, 
For  wel  he  waft  a  woman  hath  no  berd. 
He  felt  a  thing  all  rowe,  and  long  yhcr  J, 


And  faide,  Fy,,alas !  what  have  I  do  ?._ 

Te  he,  quod  fhe,  and  clapt  the  window  to ; 
And  Abfolon  goth  forth  a  fory  pas. 

A  berd,  a  berd!  faid  Hendy  Nicholas  J 
By  Goddes  corpus  this  goth  faire  and  wel. 

This  fely  Abfolon  herd  every  del, 
And  dn  his  lippe  he  gan  for  anger  bite, 
And  to  himfelf  he  faid  I  faal  thee  quite. 
Who  rubb.eth  now,  who  frcteth  now  his  lippes 
With  duft,  with  fond,  with  ftravv,  with  cloth,  with 
But  Abfolpn  ?  that  faith  full  oft  Alas !       (chippes, 
My  foule  betake  I  unto  Sathanas 
But  me  were  lever  than  all  this  toun  (quod  he) 
Of  this  defpit  awr oken  for  to  be. 
Alas  !  alas !  that  I  ne  had  yblent. 
His  hote  love  is  cold  and  all  yqueint ; 
For  fro' that  time  that  he  had  kilt  hire  ers 
Of  paramours  ne  raught  he  not  a  kers, 
For  l^e  was  heled  of  .his  maladie ; 
Ful  often  paramours  he  gan  dene, 
And  wepe  as  doth  a  child  that  is  ybete. 
A  fofte  pas  he  went  him  over  the  ftretc 
Until  a  frnith  man  callen  Dan  Gerveis, 
That  in  his  forge  fmithed  plow-harneis  J 
He  fharpeth  fliare  and  cultre  befily. 
This  Abfolon  kiiocketh  all  efily, 
And  faid,  Undo,  Gerveis,  and  that  anon. 

What,  who  art  thou  ?  It  am  I  Abfolcji. 
What,  Abfolon  ?  what,  Chriftes  fwete  tre,        •    *  , 
Why  rife  ye  fo  rath  ?  ey  benedidte! 
What  eileth  you  ?  fome  gay  girle,  God  it  wote^ 
Hath  brought  you  thus  upon  the  viretote  : 
By  Seint  Neote  ye  wote  wel  what  I  menc. 

This  Abfulon  lie  raughte  not  a  bene 
Of  all  his  play ;  no  word  again  he  yaf : 
He  hadde  more  tawe  on  his  diftaf 
Than  Gerveis  knew,  and  Xaide,  Frend  fo  dere, 
That  hote  culter  in  the  cheminee  here 
As  lene  it  me,  I  have  therw.ith  to  don  ; 
I  wol  it  bring  again  to  thee  -ful  fone. 

Gerveis  arifwered,  Certes  were  it  gold, 
Or  in  a  poke  nobles  all  untold, 
Thou  fhuldeft  it  have,  as  I  am  trewe  fmith.. 
Ey,  Criftes  foot,  what  wol  ye  don  therwith  ? 
Therof,  xjuod  Abfolon,  be  as  he  may, 
I  fhal  wel  telien  thee  another  day ; 
And  caught  the  culter  by  the  colde  field. 
Ful  foft  out  at  the  dore  he  gan  to  ftele, 
And  went  unto  the  carpenteres  wall ; 
He  coughed  firft,  and  knocked  therwithall 
Upon  the  window,  right  as  he  did  er. 

This  Alifon  anfwered,  Who  is  ther 
That  knocketh  fo  ?  I  warrant  him  a  thefe. 

Nay,  nay,  (quod  he)  God  wot,  my  fwete  lefc, 
I  am  thin  Abfolon,  thy  dereling. 
Of  gold  (quod  he)  I  have  thee  brought  a  ring ; 
My  mother  yave  it  me,  fo  God  me  fave, 
Ful  fine  it  is,  and  therto  wel  ygrave  ; 
This  wol  I  yeven  thee  if  thou  me  kiffe. 

This  -Nicholas  was  rifen  for  to  piffe, 
And  thought  he  woide  amerjden  all  the  jape, 
He  fhulde  kifie  his  ers  er  that  he  fcape  ; 
And  up  the  window  did  he  haftily, 
And  out  his  ers  he  p.utteth  privily 
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(8  vet  the  btittok,  t<5  the  hanche  bon ; 

And  therwith  ipake  this  clerk,  this  Abfolon, 

Speke  fwete  bird,  I  n'ot  not  wher  thou  art. 

This  Nicholas^anon  let  fieon  a  fart 
As  gret  as  it  had  been  a  thonder  dint, 
That  with  the  ftroke  he  was  wel  nie  yblint ; 
And  he  was  redy  with  his  yren  hote, 
And  Nicholas  amid  the  ers  he  fmote. 

Offgoth  the  fkinne  an  hondbrede  al  aboute. 
The  hote  cultcr  brenned  fo  his  toute, 
That  for  the  fmert  he  wened  for  to  die ; 
As  he  were  wood  for  wo  he  gan  to  crie 
Helpe,  water,  water  !  help  for  Goddes  herte  ! 

This  carpenter  out  of  his  flumber  fterte, 
And  herd  on  crie  Water  as  he  were  wood, 
And  thought,  alas !  now  cometh  Noes  flood. 
He  fet  him  up  withouten  wordes  mo, 
And  with  his  axe  he  fmote  the  cord  atwo, 
And  doun  goth  all ;  he  fond  neyther  to  felle 
Ne  breed  ne  ale  til  he  came  to  the  felle, 
Upon  the  Bore,  and  ther  afwoune  he  lay. 

Up  fterten  AHfon  and  Nicholay, 
And  crieden,  Out  and  harrow  !  in  the  ftrete. 

The  neigheboures  bothe  fmale  and  grete 
In  rannen  for  to  gauren  on  this  man, 
That  yet  afwonne  lay  bothe  pale  and  wan, 


;  For  with  the  fall  he  brcften  hath  his  arm* 
But  ftonden  he  muft  unto  his  owen  harm, 
For  whan  he  fpake  he  was  anon  bore  doun 
With  Hendy  Nicholas  and  Alii?  an. 
They  tolden  every  man  that  he  was  wood, 
He  was  agafte  fo  of  Noes  flood 
Tl.urgh  fahtafie,  that  of  his  vahitee 
He  had  ybotight  him  kneding  tubbes  three4 
And  had  hem  honged  in  the  roof  above, 
And  that  he  praied  hem  for  Goddes  love  +   , 

To  fitten  in  the  roof  par  contfagnie* 

The  folk  gan  laughen  at  his  famafie. 
Into  the  roof  they  kyken  and  they  gape, 
And  turned  all  his  harm  into  a  jape. 
For  what  fo  that  this  carpenter  anfwerd 
It  was  for  nought,  no  man  his  refon  herd. 
With  othes  gret  he  was  fo  fworne  ad^un 
That  he  was  hol.den  wood  in  all  the  toun, 
For  everich  clerk  anon  right  held  with  ether  j 
They  faid  the  man  was  wood,  my  lere  brother^ 
And  every  wight  gan  laughen  at  thii;  ftrif. 

Thus  fwived  was  the  carpenteres  wif 
For  all  his  keping  and  his  jaioufie, 
And  Abfolon  hath  kift  hire  nether  eye, 
And  Nicholas  is  fcalded  in  the  toute. 
This  Tale  is  don,  and  God  fave  all  the  route; 
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\VHAN  folk  ban  laughed  at  this  nice  cas 
Of  Abfolon  and  Hendy  Nicholas, 
Diverfe  folk  diverfely  they  faide, 
But  for  the  more  part  they  lought  and  plaide  ; 
Ne  at  this  Tale  I  faw  no  man  greve 
But  it  were  only  Ofewold  the  Reve  : 
Becaufe  he  was  of  carpenteres  craft 
A  litel  ire  is  in  his  herte  ylaft ; 
He  gan  to  grutch  and  blamen  it  a  lite. 
Se  the  ik,  quod  he,  ful  wel  coude  I  him  quite 
With  blering  of  a  proude  milleres  eye, 
If  that  me  lift  to  fpeke  of  ribaudrie. 
But  ik  am  olde  ;  me  lift  not  play  for  age  ; 
Gras  time  is  don,  my  foddre  is  now  forage  : 
This  white  top  writeth  mine  old  yeres  ; 
Min  herte  is  alfo  moulded  as  min  her es ; ,. 
But  if  I  fare  as  doth  an  open  ers, 
That  ilke  fruit  is  ever  lenger  the  wers 
Til  it  be  roten  in  mullok  or  in  ftre. 

We  olde  men,  I  drede,  fo  faren  we  ; 
Til  we  be  roten  can  we  not  be  ripe  ; 
We  hoppe  alway  while  that  the  world  wol  pipe  ; 
For  in  our  will  ther  ftiketh  ever  a  nayl, 
To  have  an  bore  bed  and  a  grene  tayl, 
As  hath  a  leke  ;  for  though  our  might  be  gon 
Our  will  defireth  folly  ever  in  on  ; 
For  whan  we  may  not  don  than  wol  we  fpeken, 
Yet  in  our  aflien  cold  is  fire  yreken. 

Four  gledes  ban  we  which  I  fhal  devife, 
Avaunting,  lying,  anger,  and  covetife  ; 
Thefe  foure  fparkes  longen  unto  elde  j 
Our  olde  limes  mow  wel  ben  unwelde, 
But  will  ne  fhall  not  faillen  that  is  fothe  : 
And  yet  have  I  alway  a  coltes  tothe, 
As  many  a  yere  as  it  pafled  henne 
Sin  that  my  tappc  of  lif  began  to  renne  : 


For  fikerly  whan  I  was  borne  arlon 

Deth  drow  the  tappe  of  lif  and  let  it  gon  < 

And  ever  fith  hath  fo  the  tappe  yronne, 

Til  that  almoft  all  empty  is  the  tonne  ; 

The  ftreme  of  lif  now  droppeth  on  trie  chimbe*'/ 

The  fely  tonge  may  wel  ringe  and  chimbe 

Of  wretchedneffe  that  paffed  is  ful  yore  : 

With  olde  folk  fave  dotage  is  no  more. 

Whan  that  our  Hofte  had  herd  this  fermoningy 
He  gan  to  fpeke  as  lordly  as  a  king. 
And  fayde,  What  amounteth  all  this  wit  ? 
What,  fhall  we  fpeke  all  day  of  holy  writ  ? 
The  devil  made  a  Reve  for  to  preche, 
Or  of  a  fouter  a  fhipman  or  a  leche. 

Say  forth  thy  Tale,  and  tary  not  the  time  ; 
Lo  Depeford,  and  it  is  half  way  prime  : 
Lo  Grene wich,  ther  many  a  fhrew  is  inne  : 
It  were  al  time  thy  Tale  to  beginne. 

Now,  fires,  quod  this  Ofewold  the  Reve, 
I  pray  you  alle  that  ye  not  you  greve 
Though  I  anfwere,  and  fomdel  fet  his  howye, 
For  leful  is  with  force  force  off  to  fhowve. 

This  dronken  Miller  hath  ytold  us  here 
How  that  begiled  was  a  carpentere, 
Paraventure  in  fcorne,  for  I  am  on ; 
And  by  your  leve  I  fhal  him  quite  anon  : 
Right  in  his  cherles  terines  wol  I  fpeke  ; 
I  pray  to  God  his  necke  mote  to  breke. 
He  can  wel  in  min  eye  feen  a  ftalk, 
But  in  his  owen  he  cannot  feen  a  balk. 


*  Rime,  Tcut.  means  the  prominency  of  the  (laves  be 
yond  the  head  of  the  barrel.  The  imagery  is  ?efy  exaw 
and  beautiful, 
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AT  Trompington,  hot  fer  fro  Cantebrigge, 

Ther  goth  a  brook,  and  over  that  a  brigge, 

Upon  the  whiche  brook  ther  ftont  a  melle  ; 

And  this  is  veray  fothe  that  I  you  telle. 

A  miller  was  ther  dwelling  many  a  day, 

As  any  peacock  he  was  provide  and  gay  : 

Pipen  he  coude,  and  fifhe,  and  nettes  bete, 

And  turnen  cuppes,  and  wraftlen  wel  and  fhete. 

Ay  by  his  belt  he  bare  a  long  pavade, 

And  of  a  fwerd  ful  trenchant  was  the  blade  : 

A  joly  popper  bare  he  in  his  pouche. 

Ther  n'as  no  man  for  peril  dorft  him  touche. 

A  Shefeld  thwitel  bare  he  in  his  hofe  : 

Round  was  his  face,  and  camufe  was  his  nofe  • 

As  pilled  as  an  ape  was  his  fkull : 

He  was  a  market-beter  at  the  full. 

Ther  dorfte  no  wight  hond  upon  him  legge, 

That  he  ne  fwore  he  fhuld  anon  abegge. 

A  thefe  he  was  forfoth  of  corne  and  mele, 
And  that  a  flic-,  and  ufant  for  to  ftele  : 
!   His  name  was  hoten  Deinous  Simekin  f . 
j  A  wif  he  hadde  comen  of  noble  kin  : 
'  The  perfon  of  the  toun  hire  father  was  : 
j  With  hire  he  yaf  ful  many  a  panne  of  bras 
For  that  Simkin  fhuld  in  his  blood  allie  : 
She  was  yfoftered  in  a  nonnerie  ; 
For  Simkin  wolde  no  wif,  as  he  fayde, 
But  ihe  were  wel  ynourifhed  and  a  maydfe, 
To  faven  his  eftat  of  yemanrie  : 
And  fhe  was  proud  and  pert  as  is  a  pie. 
A  ful  faire  fight  was  it  upon  hem  two. 
On  holy  dayes  beforne  hire  wold  he  go 
With  his  tipet  ybounde  about  his  hed, 
And  fhe  came  after  in  a  gite  of  red, 
And  Simkin  hadde  hofen  of  the  fame. 
Ther  dorfte  no  wight  clepen  her  but  Dame  : 

*  Denyfe  Rimkin,  tlie  miller  of  TrompiriRton,  deccivetb 
two  clarkes  of  Sollcr's  hall  in  Cambridge  in  rtealing  their 
eorn,  but  they  fe  manage  their  matters  that  they  revenge 
the  wrong  to  vhe  full.  This  Tale  is  imitated  from  Boccace, 
Novel  the  6th,  Day  the  pth.—  This  you  may  pafs  over  if 
you  plcafe.  Urry 

t  His  name  was  Simon,  of  which  Simekin  is  the  dimi 
nutive,  and  from  his  difdainful  infolenc  manners  he  had 
acquired  the  furnamcof  Deinous,  jultas  Nicholas,  in  the 
former  tale,  was  cleped  Hendy  (rum  the  very  oppolite  be 
haviour.  A  great  numbar  ot  our  furnames  have  been 
derived  from  qualities  of  the  mind,  and  it  JB  reafonahle 
to  luppofe  that  at  the  beginning  they  were  merely  per- 
lonal,  like  what  we  call  nicknames.  It  is  probable  that 
Ihe  ufe  of  hereditary  furnames  was  not  even  in  Chaucer's 
Hmciully  eftabliihetUmong  the  lower  dalles  of  people. 


Was  non  fo  hardy,  that  went  by  the  way, 
That  with  hire  dorfte  rage  or  ones  play, 
But  if  he  wolde  be  flain  of  Simikin 
With  pavade,  or  with  knif  or  bodekin  ; 
(For  jalous  folk  ben  perilous  evermo, 
Algate  they  wold  hir  wives  wenden  fo.) 
And  eke,  for  fhe  was  fomdel  fmoterlich, 
She  was  as  digne  as  water  in  a  dich, 
And  al  fo  ful  of  hoker  and  of  bifmare, 
Hire  thoughte  that  a  ladie  fhuld  hire  fpare, 
What  for  hire  kinrede  and  hire  nortelrie 
That  fhe  had  lerned  in  the  nonnerie. 

A  doughter  hadden  they  betwix  hem  two 
Of  twenty  yere,  withouten  any  mo, 
Saving  a  child  that  was  of  half  yere  age ; 
In  cradle  it  lay,  and  was  a  propre  page. 
This  wenche  thicke  and  wel  ygrowen  was, 
With  camufe  nofe  and  eyen  grey  as  glas ; 
With  buttokes  brode,  and  breftes  round  and  hie, 
But  right  faire  was  hir  here,  I  wol  not  lie. 

The  perfon  of  the  toun,  for  fhe  was  faire, 
In  purpos  was  to  maken  hire  his  haire 
Both  of  his  catel  and  of  his  mefuage, 
And  ftrange  he  made  it  of  hire  manage. 
His  purp.os  was  for  to  beftow  hire  hie 
Into  fome  worthy  blood  of  anceftrie, 
For  holy  chirches  good  mote  ben  defpended 
On  holy  chirches  blood  that  is  defcended ; 
Therfore  he  wolde  his  holy  blood  honoure 
Though  that  he  holy  chirche  fhuld  devoure. 

Gret  foken  hath  this  miller  out  of  doute 
With  whete  and  malt  of  all  the  land  aboute, 
And  namely  ther  was  a  gret  college 
Men  clep  the  Soler  hall  at  Cantebrege, 
Ther  was  hir  whete  and  eke  hir  make  yground. 
And  on  a  day  it  happed  in  a  ftound 
Sike  lay  the  manciple  on  a  maladie, 
Men  wenden  wifly  that  he  fhulde  die  ; 
For  which  this  miller  ftale  both  mele  and  corn 
An  hundred  times  more  than  beforn, 
For  therbeforn  he  ftale  but  curteifly, 
But  now  he  was  a  thefe  outrageoufly, 
For  which  the  wardein  chidde  and  made  fare, 
But  therof  fet  the  miller  not  a  tare  ; 
He  craked  boft,  and  fwore  it  n'as  not  fo, 

Than  were  ther  yonge  poure  fcolores  two 
That  dwelten  in  the  halle  of  which  I  fay ; 
Teftif  they  were,  and  lufty  for  to  play, 

Cij 
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And  only  for  hir  mirth  and  revelrie 

Upon  the  wardein  befily  they  crie 

To  yeve  hem  leve  but  a  little  ftound 

To  gon  to  mille  and  feen  hir  corn  yground ; 

And  hardily  they  dorften  lay  hir  necke 

The  miller  fhuld  not  ftele  hem  half  a  pecke 

Of  corn  by  fieighte,  ne  by  force  him  reve. 

And  at  the  laft  the  wardein  yave  hem  leve. 
John  highte  that  on,  and  Alein  highte  that  other  ; 
Oka  toun  were  they  born  that  highte  Strother, 
Fer  in  the  north,  I  r .  nnot  tellen  where. 

This  Alein  maketh  redy  all  his  gere, 
And  on  a  hors  the  fak  he  caft  anon  : 
Forth  goth  Alein  the  clerk,  and  alfo  John, 
With  good  fvverd  and  with  bokeler  by  hir  fide. 
John  knew  the  way,  him  neded  not  no  guide, 
And  at  the  mille  the  fak  adoun  he  laith. 

Alein  fpake  firft;  All'haile,'Simond,  in  faith, 
How  fares  thy  faire  daxighter  and  thy  wif  ? 

Alein,  welcome  (quod  Simkin),  by  my  lif, 
And  John  alfo.  How  now,  what  do  ye  here  ? 
By  Gcd,  Simond|(cjuod  John),  nede  has  no  pere  ; 
Him  behoves  ferve  hiralelf  that  has  na  fwain, 
Or  elles.  he  is  a  fool,  as  clerkes  fain, 
Our  manciple  I  hope  he  wol  be  ded, 
Sw.a  werkes  ay  the  wangcs  in  his  bed  ; 
And  therfore  is  I  come,  and  eke  Alein, 
To  grind  our  corn  and  cary  it  liame  agein  j 
I  pray  you  fpede  us  henen  that  ye  may. 

It  fhal  be  don  (quod  Simkin)  by  my  fay. 
"What  Wol  yc  den- while  that  it  is  in  -hand  ? 
By  God,  right  by  the  hopper  \vol  I  ftand, 
(Qucd  John)  and  feen  how  that  the  corn  gas  in  ; 
Yet  faw  I  never  by  my  fader  kin 
How  that  the  hopper  wagges  til  and  fra. 

Alein  anfwered,  John,  rnd  wolt  thou  fv/a  * 
Than  wol  I  be  bcnethe  by  my  croun, 
'And  fee  hew  that  the  mele  falles  adoun 
In  til  the  trogh ;  that  fhal  be  my  difport  ; 
For,  John,  in  faith  I  may  ben  of  your  fort : 
I  is  as  ill  a  miller  as  is  ye. 
.  This  miller  fmilcd  at  hir  nicetee, 
And  thought  all  this  n'ls  don  but  for  a  wile. 
They  wenen  that  no  man  may  hem  begile, 
But  by  my  thrift  yet  fhal  I  blcre  hir  eie 
For 'all  the  fleighte  in  hir  pMlofophie, 
The  more  queinte  knakkes  that  they  make, 
The  more  wol  I  ftele  whan  that  I  take. 
In  ftede  of  flour  yet  wol  I  yeve  hem  bren. 
The  pjeteft  clerkes  ben  not  the  wifeft  men, 
As  whilom  to  the  wclfthns fpake  the  mare  : 
Of  all  hir  art  ne  count  I  not  a  tare. 

Out  at  the  dore  he  goth  ful  privcly 
Whan  that  he  faw  his  time  foftely. 
He  loketh  up  and  doun,  til  he  hath  found     s 
The  clerkes  hors  ther  as  he  flood  ybound 
Behind  the  mille  under  a  Icvefcll, 
And  to  the  hors  he  goth  him  faire  and  well, 
And  ftripeth  of  thebridcl  ri;;ht  -anon. 

And  whan  the  hors  w;ts  laus  he  gan  to  gon. 
Toward  the  fen  ther  \vilde  mares  renne, 
And  forth-  with  wehee  thurgh  thick  and  thinne. 
This  miller  g<Hh  again,  no  word  ho  fa'id, 
But  doth  his  note,  and  with  thefe  clerkes  plaid, 


Till  that  hir  corn  was  fair*  and  wel 
And  whan  the  mele  is  facked  and  yboundy 
This  John  goth  out  and  fint  his  hors  awayy 
And  gan  to  crie  Harow  and  wala  wa ! 
Our  hors  is  loft:  Alein,  for  Goddes  banes 
Step  on  thy  feet;  come  of,  manral  at  anes  : 
Alas  I  our  wardein  has  his  palfrey  lorn. 

This.Alein  al  fcrgat  both  mele  and  corn  ; 
Al  was  out  of  his  mind  his  hufbandrie  : 
What,  whilke  way  is  he  gon  ?  he  gan  to  eric- 

The  wif  came  leping  inward  at  a  renne  ; 
She  fayd,  Alas  !  you  re  hors  goth  to  the  fennc 
With  wilde  mares  as  faft  as  he  may  go. 
Unthank  come  on  his  hand  that  bond  him  fo, 
And  he  that  better  fhuld  have  knit  the- rein. 

Alas  f  (quod  John)  Alein,  for  Criftes  pein 
Lay  doun  thy  fwerd,  and  I  fhal  min  alfwa ; 
I  is  ful  wight,  God  wate,  as  is  a  ra. 
By  Goddes  faulc  he  fhall  not  fcape  us  bathe. 
Why  ne  had'  thon  p-ut  the  cupel  in  the  lathe  ? 
Ill  haile,  Alein,  by  God  thou  is  a  fonne. 

Thefe  fely  clerkes  ban  ful  faft  yronrie 
Toward  the  fen,  bothe  Alein  and  eke  John  ; 
And  whan  the  miller  faw  that  they  were  gonj 
He  half  a  bufhel  of  hir  flour  hath  take, 
And  bad  his  wif  go  knede  it  in  a  cake. 
He  fayd,  I  trow  the  clerkes  were  aferdc  : 
Yet  can  a  miller  make  a  clerkes  fcerde 
For  all  his  art.    Ye,  let  hem  gon  hir  way1, 
Lo  wher  they  gon.    Ye,  let  the  children  play  f 
They  get  him  not  fo  lightly  ty  my  croun. 
Thefe  fely  clerkes  rennen  up  and  doiui 
With  Kepe,  kepe  ;  Stand,  ftand;  Joffa,  warderere. 
Ga  whiffle  thou,  and  I  fhal  kepe  him  here. 
But  fhortly,  till  that  it  was  veray  night 
They  coude  not,  though  they  did  all  hir  might, 
Hir  capel  catch,  he  ran  alway  fo  faft, 
Til  in  a  diche  they  caught  him  at  the  laft. 

AVery  and  wet,  as  beftes  in  the  rain, 
Cometh  fely  John,  and  with  him  cometh  Alein. 
Alas  (quod  John)  the  day  that  I  was  borne  ! 
Now  are  we  driven  til  hething  and  til  fcorne. 
Our  corn  is  ftolne,  men  wol  us  founes  caife, 
Both  the  wardein  and  eke  our  fclawes  alle, 
And  namely  the  miller,  wala  wa  f 
.    Thus  plaineth  John  as  he  goth  by  the  way 
Toward  the  mille,  and  Bayard  in  his  hond. 
The  miller  fitting  by  the  fire  he  fond, 
For  it  was  night,  and  for  ther  might  they  nought; 
But  for  the  love  of  God  they  him  bcfought 
Of  heiberwe  and  of  efe,  ?.»  for  hi*  peny. 

The  miller  fuide  agen,  If  ther  be  any, 
Swiche  as  it  is  yet  fhall  ye  have  your  part. 
Myn  houfe  is  ftreit,but  ye  have  lerred  art; 
Yc  can  by  arguments  ..maken  a  place 
A  mile  brode  of  twenty  foot  c'f  fpacc. 
Let  fee  now  if  this  place  may  fufiice, 
Or  make  it  roume  with  fpeche,  as  is  yoxir  giTc. 
Now,  Simond  (faid  this  John),  by  Seint  Cuthbertl 
Ay  is  thou  mery,  and  that  is  faire  anfwerd. 
I  have  herd  fay  man  fal  take  of  twa  thinges, 
Slike  as  he  findes,  or  Hike  as  he  bringes. 
But  fpecially  I  pray  tliee,  hofte  dere, 
Car  us  have  mete  and  drinke,  and  make  us  chere^ 


THE 
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And  we  fal  paien  trewely  at  the  full : 
With  empty  hand  men  may  na  haukes  tull. 
JLo  here  our  filver  redy  for  to  fpend. 

This  miller  to  the  toun  his  doughter  fend 
For  ale  and  hred,  and  rofted  hem  a  goos, 
And  bond  hir  hors  he  fhuld  no  more  go  loos, 
And  in  his  owen  chambre  hem  made  a  bedde, 
With  fhetes  and  with  chalons  faire  yfpredde, 
Nat  from  his  owen  bed  ten  foot  or  twelve  : 
His  doughter  had  a  bed  all  by  hire  felve, 
Right  in  the  fame  chambre  by  and  by  : 
It  mighte  be  no  bet,  and  caufe  why, 
Ther  was  no  roumer  herberwe  in  the  place. 
They  foupen,  and  they  fpeken  of  folace, 
And  drinken  ever  ftrong  ale  at  the  beft. 
Abouten  midnight  wente  they  to  reft. 

Wei  hath  this  miller  vernifhed  his  lied, 
Ful  pale  he  was,  f or-dronken,  and  nought  red. 
He  yoxeth,  and  he  fpeketh  thurgh  the  nofe, 
As  he  were  on  the  quakke  or  on  the  pofe. 
To  bed  he  goth,  and  with  him  goth  his  wif ; 
As  any  jay  fhe  light  was  and  jolif ; 
So  was  hire  joly  whifcle  wel  ywette. 
The  cradel  at  hire  beddes  feet -was  fette 
To  rocken,  and  to  yeve  the  child  to  fouke. 
And  whan  that  dronken  was  all  in  the  crouke 
To  bedde  went  the  doughter  right  anon, 
To  bedde  goth  Alein  and  alfo  John. 
Ther  n'as  no  more  ;  nedeth  hem  no  dwale. 
This  miller  hath  fo  wifly  bibbed  ale, 
That  as  an  hors  he  fn-orteth  in  his  flepe, 
Ne  of  his. tail  behind  he  toke  no  kepe. 
His  wif  bare  him  a  burdon  a  ful  ftrong, 
Men  might  hir  routing  heren  a  furlong. 
The  wenche  routeth  eke  far  compagnie. 

Alein  the  clerk,  that  herd  this  melodic, 
He  poketh  John,  and  fayde,  Slepeft  thou  ? 
Herdeft  thou  ever  ilike  a  fong  er  now  ? 
Lo  whiike  a  complin  is  ymell  hem  alle  ; 
A  wilde  fire  upon  hir  bodies  falle, 
Wha  herkned  ever  Hike  a  ferly  thing  ? 
Ye,  they  ihall  have  the  flour  of  yvel  ending. 
This  lange  night  ther  tides  me  no  refte ; 
But  yet  na  force,  ;11  fhal  be  for  the  befte. 
,  For,  John  (fayd  he),  as  ever  mote  I  thrive, 
r  If  that  I  may  yon  wenche  wol  I  fwive. 
Som  efement  has  lawe  yfhapen  us ; 
For,  John,  ther  is  a  lawe  that  faieth  thus, 
That  if  a  man  in  o  point  be  agreved 
That  in  another  fhe  Ihal  be  releved. 
Our  corn  is  ftclue,  fothly  it  is  na  nay, 
And  we  han  had  an  yvel  fit  to-day  ; 
And  fin  I  Ihal  have  nan  ame;idement 
^Vgain  my  lofie  I  wol  have  an  efement : 
By  Goddes  faule  it  ihal  nan  other  be. 

This  John  anfwered,  Alein,  avife  thee ; 
The  miller  is  a  perilous  man,  he  iayde, 
And  if  that  he  out  of  his  flepe  abraide, 
He  mighte  don  us  bathe  a  vilanie. 
Alein  unfwered,  I  count  him  nat  a  flie. 
And  up  he  rift,  and  by  the  wenche  he  crept.. 
This  wenche  lay  upright,  and  fafte  flept, 
Til  he  fo  nigh  was,  er  fhe  might  efpie, 
it  it  bad  ben  tp  late  for  to  cr;c  ; 


And  ftiortly  for  to  fay,  they  were  at  om 
Now  play  Alein,  for  I  woi  fpeke  of  John. 

This  John  lith  ftill  a  furlong  way  or  two, 
And  to  himfelf  he  maketh  routh  and  wo. 
Alas  !  (quod  he)  this  is  a  wicked  jape ; 
Now  may  I  fay  that  I  is  but  an  ape. 
Yet  has  my  felaw  fomwhat  for  his  harme ; 
He  has  the  millers  doughter  in  his  arme  : 
He  auntred  him,  and  hath  his  nedes  fpedde^ 
And  I  lie. as  a  draf  fak  in  my  bedde  ; 
And  whan  this  jape  is  taid  another  day 
I  fhal  be  halden  a  daffe  or  a  cokenay : 
I  wol  a,riie  and  auntre  it  by  my  fay  : 
Unhardy  is  unfely,  thus  men  fay. 

And  up  he  rofe,  and  foftely  he  went 
Unto  the  cradel,  and  in  his  hand  it  hent, 
And  bare  it  foft  unto  his  beddes  fete. 
Sone  after  this  the  wif  hire  routing  lete, 
And  gai}  awake,  and  went  hire  out  to  pifTe, 
And  came  again,  and  gan  the  cradel  miffe, 
And  gfoped  here  and  ther,  but  Ihe  fond  non. 
Alas  (quod. (he) !  I  had  almoft  mifgon ; 
I  had  almoft  gon  to  the  clerkes  bedde  : 
Ey  benedicitf'l  than  had  I  foule  yfpedde. 
And  forth  Ihe  goth  til  ftie  the  cradel  fond. 
She  gropeth  alway  further  with  hire  hone, 
And  fond  the  bed,  and  thoughte  nat  but  good, 
'Becaufe  that  the  cradel  by  it  flood, 
And  n'ifte  wher  fhe  was,  for  it  was  derk, 
But  faire  and  wel  fhe  crept  in  by  the  clerk, 
And  lith  ful  ftill,  and  wold  han  caught  a  flepe. 
Within  a  while  this  John  the  clerk  up  lepe, 
And  on  this  goode  wif  he  laieth  on  lore ; 
So  mery  a  fit  ne  had  fhe  nat  ful  yore : 
He  priketh  hard  and  depe'as  he  were  mad. 

This  joly  lif  han  thefe  two  clerkes  lad 
Til  that  the  thridde  cok  began  to  fing. 
Alein  wex  werie  in  the  mcrwening, 
For  he  had  fwonken  all  the  longe  night, 
And  fayd,  Farewcl,  Malkin,  my  fwete  wight* 
The  day  is  coma,  I  may  no  longer  bide, 
But  evermo  wher  fo  I  go  or  ride 
I  is  thin  awen  clerk,  fo  have*!  helc. 
Now,  dere  lemman,  quod  ihe,  go,  i'arewele; 
But  or  thou  go,  o  thing  I  \vol  thee  tell. 
Whan  that  .thou  wendeft  homeward  by  the  mell, 
Right  at  the  entree  of  the  -dore  behind 
Thou  fhalt  a  cake  of  half  a  bufhel  find 
That  was  ymaked  of  thin  owen.  mele, 
Whkh  that  I  halpe  my  fader  for  to  flole  : 
And,  goode  lemman,  God  thee  fave  and  kepc^ 
And  with  that  word  fhe  gan  almoft  to  wepe. 

Alein  uprift,  and  thought  er  that  it  daw, 
I  wol  go  crepen  in  by  my  felaw  ; 
And  fond  the  cradel  at  his  hand  anon. 
By  God,  thought  he,  all  wrang  I  have  mifgon : 
My  hed  is  tottie  of  my  fwinkto  night, 
That  maketh  me  that  I  go  nat  aright. 
I  wot  wel  by  the  cradel  I  have  mifgo ; 
Here  lith  the  miller  and  his  wif  alfo. 
And  forth  he  goth  a  twenty  divel  way 
Unto  the  bed,  ther  as  the  miller  lay. 
He  wend  have  cropen  by  his  felaw  John, 
And  by  jhc  miller  i;;  he  crept  anon, 
Ciij 
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And  caught  hin{by  the  nekke,  and  gan  him  {hake, 
And  fayd,  Thou  John,  thou  fwinefhed,  awake 
For  Criftes  faule,  and  here  a  noble  game ; 
For  by  that  lord  that  called  is  Seint  Jame, 
As  I  have  thries  as  in  this  fhort  night 
Swived  the  millers  doughter  bolt  upright 
While  thou  haft  as  a  coward  ben  agaft. 

Ye,  falfe  harlot,  quod  the  miller,  haft  ? 
A,  falfe  trakour,  falfe  clerk  (quod  he), 
Thou  {halt  be  ded  by  Goddes  dignitee, 
Who  dorfte  be  fo  bold  to  difparage 
My  doughter,  that  is  come  of  fwiche  linage. 
And  by  the  throte-bolle  he  caught  Alein, 
And  he  him  hent  defpitoufly  again, 
And  on  the  nofe  he  fmote  him  with  his  fift ; 
Doun  ran  the  blody  ftreme  upon  his  breft  : 
And  in  the  flore  with  nofe  and  mouth  to-broke 
They  walwe,  as  don  two  pigges  in  a  poke. 
And  up  they  gon,  and  doun  again  anon, 
Til  that  the  miller  fporned  at  a  fton, 
And  doun  he  fell  backward  upon  his  wif, 
That  wifte  nothing  of  this  nice  ftrif : 
For  fhe  was  fall  aflepe  a  litel  wight 
With  John  the  clerk,  that  waked  had  all  night, 
And  with  the  fall  out  of  hire  flepe  fhe  braide. 
Helpe,  holy  crofs  of  Bromeholme !  ({he  fayde) 
In  manus  tuas,  Lord,  to  thee  I  call. 
Awake,  Simond,  the  fend  is  on  me  fall ; 
Myn  herte  is  broken ;  helpe ;  I  n'am  but  ded ; 
Ther  lith  on  up  my  wombe  and  up  myn  hed  : 
Helpe,  Simkin,  for  the  falfe  clerkes  fight. 
This  John  ftcrt  up  a$  faft  as  ever  he  might, 
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And  grafpeth  by  the  walles  to  and  fro 
To  find  a  ftaf,  and  {he  ftert  up  alfo, 
And  knew  the  eftres  bet  than  did  this  John, 
And  by  the  wall  fhe  toke  a  ftaf  anon, 
And  faw  «  litel  ftiemering  of  a  light, 
For  at  an  hole  in  {hone  the  mone  bright, 
And  by  that  light  {he  faw  hem  bothe  two, 
But  fikerly  fhe  n'ifte  who  was  who, 
But  as  fhe  faw  a  white  thing  in  hire  eye  ; 
And  whan  {he  gan  this  white  thing  efpie 
She  wend  the  clerk  had  wered  a  volupere, 
And  with  the-ftaf  fhe  drow  ay  nere  and  nere, 
And  wend  han  hit  this  Alein  atte  full, 
And  fmote  the  miller  on  the  pilled  flcull, 
That  doun  he  goth,  and  cried,  Harrow  !  I  die. 
Thife  clerkes  bete  him  wel,  and  let  him  lie, 
And  greithen  hem,  and  take  hir  hors  anon, 
And  eke  hir  mele,  and  on  hir  way  they  gon  ; 
And  at  the  mille  dore  eke  they  toke  hir  cake 
Of  half  a  bufliel  flour  ful  wel  ybake. 

Thus  is  the  proude  miller  wel  ybette, 
And  hath  yloft  the  grinding  of  the  whete, 
And  paid  for  the  fouper  every  del 
Of  Alein  and  of  John  that  bete  him  wel ; 
His  wif  is  fwived  and  his  doughter  als ; 
Lo,  fwiche  it  is  a  miller  to  be  fals  : 
And  therfore  this  proverb  is  fayd  ful  foth^ 
Him  thar  not  winnen  wel  that  evil  doth^ 
A  gilour  fhal  himfelf  begiled  be ; 
And  God,  that  fiteth  hie  in  mageftee, 
Save  all  this  compagnie  gret  and  fmale, 
Thus  have  I  quit  the  miller  in  my  Tale. 
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Coke  of  London,  while  the  Reve  fpake, 
For  joye  (him  thought)  he  clawed  him  on  the  bak  : 
A  ha  (quod  he)  for  Criftes  paflion, 
This  miller  had  a  fharpe  conclufion 
Upon  this  argument  of  herbergage. 
Wei  fayde  Salomon  in  his  langage 
Ne  bring  not  every  man  into  thin  hous, 
For  herberwing  by  night  is  perilous. 
Wei  ought  a  man  avifed  for  to  be 
Whom  that  he  brought  into  his  privetee. 
I  pray  to  God  fo  yeve  me  forwe  and  care 
If  ever,  fithen  I  highte  Hodge  of  Ware, 
Herd  T  a  miller  bet  yfette  a-werk ; 
He  had  a  jape  of  malice  in  the  derk. 

But  God  forbede  that  we  ftinten  here, 
And  therfore  if  ye  vouchen  fauf  to  here 
A  Tale  of  me  that  am  a  poure  man, 
I  wol  you  tell  as  wel  as  ever  I  can 
A  litel  jape  that  fell  in  our  citee. 

Our  Hofte  anfwerd  and  fayde,  I  grant  it  thee  ; 


Now  tell  on,  Roger,  and  loke  that  it  be  good, 
For  many  a  paftee  haft  thou  letten  blood, 
And  many  a  Jacke  of  Dover  haft  thou  fold 
That  hath  been  twies  hot  and  twies  cold  : 
Of  many  a  pilgrim  haft  thou  Criftes  curfe, 
For  of  thy  perfelee  yet  fare  they  the  werfe , 
That  they  han  eten  in  thy  ftoble  goos, 
For  in  thy  fhop  goth  many  a  flie  loos. 
Now  tell  on,  gentil  Roger  by  thy  name, 
But  yet  I  pray  thee  be  not  wroth  for  game  j 
A  man  may  fay  ful  foth  in  game  and  play. 

Thou  fayft  ful  foth,  quod  Roger,  by  my  fay  j 
But  foth  play  quadeffel,  as  the  Fleming  faith, 
And  therfore,  Kerry  Bailly,by  thy  faith 
Be  thou  not  wroth,  or  we  departen  here, 
Though  that  my  Tale  be  of  an  hoftelere  ; 
But  natheles,  I  wol  not  telle  it  yet, 
But  er  we  part  ywis  thou  {halt  be  quit. 
And  therwithal  he  lough  and  made  chere 
And  fayd  his  Tale,  as  ye  fhal  after  here. 
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A.  PRENTIS  whilom  dwelt  in  our  citee, 
And  of  a  craft  of  vitaillers  was  he  : 
Gaillard  he  was  as  goldfinch  in  the  fliawe, 
Bronne  as  a  bery,  a  propre  fhort  felawe, 
With  lokkes  blake  kembed  ful  fetifly  : 
Dancen  he  coude  fo  wel  and  jolily, 
That  he  was  cleped  Perkin  Revelour : 
He  was  as  ful  of  love  and  paramour 
As  is  the  hive  ful  of  honey  fwete  ; 
Wel  was  the  wenche  with  hirn  mighte  mete, 

*  The  defcript'.on  of  an  unthrifty  prentice  Riven  to  dice, 
women,  and  wine,  wafting  thereby  his  mailer's  goods,  and 
•urchating  to  hiinfelf  Newgate.  '1  he  mod  part  QJ'  this  Talc 
is  loft,  or  never  fiqilhed,  by  the  Author. 


At  every  bridale  would  he  fing  and  hoppe  • 
He  loved  bet  the  taverne  than  the  fhoppe; 
For  whan  ther  any  riding  was  in  Chepe 
Out  of  the  Ihoppe  thider  wold  he  lepe, 
And  til  that  he  had  all  the  fight  yfein, 
And  danced  wel,  he  wold  not  come  agein  ; 
And  gadred  him  a  meinie  of  his  fort 
To  hoppe  and  fing,  and  maken  fwiche  difport ; 
And  ther  they  fetten  fteven  for  to  mete 
To  plain  at  the  dice  in  fwiche  a  ftrete  ; 
For  in  the  Toun  ne  was  ther  no  prentis 
That  fairer  coude  cafte  a  pair  of  dis 
Than  Perkin  coude,  and  thereto  he  was  fre 
Of  his  difpence,  in  place  of  privetee ; 
Ciiij 
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That  fond  his  maifter  wel  in  his  chaffere, 
For  often  time  he  fond  his  box  ful  bare. 

For  fothly  a  prentis,  a  revelour, 
That  haunteth  dis,  riot  and  paramour, 
His  maifter  fhal  it  in  his  ftioppe  abie, 
Al  have  he  no  part  of  the  minftralcic ; 
For  theft  and  riot  they  ben  convertible, 
Al  can  they  play  on  giterne  or  ribible. 
Revel  and  trouth,  as  in  a  low  degree, 
They  ben  ful  wroth  all  day,  as  men  may  fee. 

This  joly  prentis  with  his  maifter  abode, 
Til  he  was  neigh  out  of  his  preritifliode, 
Al  were  he  fnibbe'd  bothe  erly  and  late, 
And  fomtime  lad  with  revel  to  Newgate  : 
But  at  the  laft  his  maifter  him  bethought,. 
Upor.  a  day  whan  he  his  paper  fought, 
Of  a  proverbe  that  faith  this  fame  wor.df 
Wel  bet  is  roten  appel  out  of  hord 


Than  that  it  rote  alie  the  remenant  ;^ 

So  fareth  it  by  a  riotous  fervant ; 

It  is  wel  lafle  harm  to  let  him  pace 

Than  he  fhende  all  the  fervants  in  the  place  : 

Therfore  his  maifter  yaf  him  a  quittance, 

And  bad  him  go,  with  forwe  and  with  mefchanqct 

And  thus  this  joly  prentis  had  his  leve  : 

Now  let  him  riot  all  the  night  or  leve. 

And  for  ther  n'is  no  thefe  without  a  louke 
That  helpeth  him  to  waften  and  to  fouke 
Of  that  he  briben  can  or  borwe  may, 
Anon  he  Tent  his  bed  and  his  array    . 
Unto  a  compere  of  his  owen  fort 
That  loved  dis,  and  riot,  and  difport, 
And  had  a  wif  that  held  for  countenance 
A  fhoppe,  and  fwived  for  hire  fuftenance. 
*       *  -    -*       *      •$••*.*.*--.*•      *      * 
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Hofte  faw  wel  that  the  brighte  fonne 
The  ark  of  his  artificial  day  had  ronne 
The  fourthe  part  and  half  an  houre  and  more  ; 
And  though  he  were  not  depe  expert  in  lore, 
He  wifte  it  was  the  eighte-and-twenty  day 
Of  April,  that  is  mefTager  to  May, 
And  faw  wel  that  the  fhadow  of  every  tree 
Was  as  in  lengthe  of  the  fame  quantitee 
That ^was  the  body  erect  that  caufed  it, 
And  thcrfore  by  the  fhadow  he  toke  his  wit 
That  Phebus,  which  that  fhone  fo  clere  and  bright, 
Degrees  was  five-and-forty  clombe  on  hight$ 
And  for  that  day,  as  in  that  latitude, 
It  was  ten  of  the  clok  he  gan  conclude, 
And  fodenly  he  plight  his  hors  aboute. 

Lordings,  quod  he,  I  warne  you  all  this  route 
The  fourthe  partie  of  this  day  is  gon : 
Now  for  the  love  of  God  and  of  Seint  John 
Lefeth  no  time,  as  ferforth  as  ye  may. 
JLordings,  the  time  it  wafteth  night  and  day, 
And  fteleth  from  us,  what  prively  fleping, 
And  what  thurgh  negligence  in  our  waking, 
As  doth  the  ftreme,  that  turneth  never  again, 
Defcending  fro  the  montagne  into  a  plain. 
Wel  can  Senek  and  many  a  philofophre 
Bewailen  time  more  than  gold  in  coffre  j 
'for  loffe  of  catel  may  recovered  be, 
But  loffe  of  time  fhendeth  us,  quod  he. 
It  wol  not  come  again  withouten  drede, 
No  more  than  wol  Malkins  maidenhede 
When  fhe  hath  loft  it  in  hire  wantonnefie  : 
Let  us  not  moulen  thus  in  idleneffe. 

Sire  Man  of  Lawe,  quod  he,  fo  have  ye  blis, 
Tel  us  a  Tale  anon,  as  forword  is. 
Ye  ben  fubmitted  thurgh  your  free  affent 
To  ftonde  in  this  cas  at  my  jugement. 
Acquitteth  you  now,  and  holdeth  your  beheft  ; 
"  an  have  ye  don  your  devoir  at  the  left. 
Hofte,  quod  he,  de  par  dieux  jeo  affentet 
o  breken  forword  is  not  min  entente, 
heft  is  dette,  and  I  wold  hold  it  fayn 
1  my  beheft,  I  can  no  better  fayn. 
fwiche  lawe  as  man  yeveth  another  wight 
ftiuld  himfelven  ufen  it  by  right. 

wol  our  text ;  but  natheles  certain 
can  right  now  no  thrifty  Tale  fain, 
it  Chaucer  (though  he  can  but  lewdely 
n  metres  and  on  riming  craftily) 
ath  fayd  hem  in  fwiche  Englilh  as  he  can 
'f  plde  time,  a&knoweth  many  a  man  5 


And  if  he  have  not  fayd  hem,  leve  brother, 
In  o  book,  he  hath  fayd  hem  in  another  : 
For  he  hath  told  of  lovers  up  and  doun 
Mo  than  Ovide  made  of  mentioun 
In  his  Eptflolis,  that  ben  ful  olde. 
What  fhuld  1  tellen  hem  fin  they  ben  tolde  ? 
In  youthe  he  made  of  Ceyes  and  Alcyon, 
And  fithen  hath  he  fpoke  of  everich  on 
Thife  noble  wives,  and  thife  lovers  eke, 
Who  fo  that  wol  his  large  volume  feke 
Cleped  The  Seintes  Legende  of  Cupide  : 
Ther  may  he  fe  the  large  woundes  wide 
Of  Lucrece,  and  of  Babylon  Thifbe  j 
The  fwerd  of  Dido  for  the  falfe  Enee  ; 
The  tree  of  Phillis  for  hire  Demophon  ; 
The  plaint  of  Deianire  and  Hermion, 
Of  Adriane  and  Yfiphilee  ; 
The  barreine  ile  ftonding  in  the  fee ; 
The  dreint  Leandre  for  his  fayre  Hero  ; 
The  teres  of  Heleine,  and  eke  the  wo 
Of  Brifeide  and  of  Ladomia ; 
The  crueltee  of  thee,  Queue  Medea, 
Thy  litcl  children  hanging  by  the  hals 
For  thy  Jafon,  that  was  of  love  fo  fals  : 

0  Hipermeftra,  Penelope,  Alcefte  ! 

Your  wif  hood  he  commendeth  with  the  befte* 

But  certainly  no  word  ne  writeth  he 
Of  thilke  wicke  enfample  of  Canace, 
That  Ipved  hire  owen  brother  finfully  ; 
(Of  all  fwiche  curfed  ftories  I  fay  Fy)    • 
Or  elles  of  Tyrius  Appolonious, 
How  that  the  curfed  king  Antiochus 
Berafte  his  do  lighter  of  hire  maidenhede, 
That  is  fo  horrible  a  tale  for  to  rede, 
Whan  he  hire  threw  upon  the  pavement. 
And  therfore  he  of  ful  avifement 
N'old  never  write  in  non  of  his  fermons 
Of  fwiche  unkinde  abhominations  : 
Ne  I  wol  non  reherfe,  if  that  I  may. 
But  of  my  Tale  how  fhal  I  don  this  dav  ? 
Me  were  loth  to  be  likened  douteles 
To  Mufes  that  men  clepe  Pierides, 
(Metamorphofeos  wrote  what  I  mene) 
But  natheles  I  recche  not  a  bene 
Though  I  come  after  him  with  hawebake  ; 

1  fpeke  in  profe,  and  let  him  rimes  make. 
And  with  that  word  he  with  a  fobre  chere 
Began  his  Tale,  and  fayde  as  ye  ftiull  here. 
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O  SCATHFUL  harm,  condition  of  povertr, 
With  thirft, with  cold,  with  hunger,  fo  confounded, 
To  alken  helpe  thee  ftiameth  in  thine  herte, 
If  thou  non  alk,  fo  fore  art  thou  y  wounded, 
That  yeray  nede  unwrappeth  al  thy  wound  hid. 
Maugre  thin  hed  thou  moft  for  indigence 
Or  ftele  or  hegge,  or  borwe  thy  difpence. 

ThouUameft  Crift,  and  fay  ft  ful  bitterly, 
He  mifdeparteth  richeffe  temporal ; 
Thy  neighebour  thou  \viteft  finfully, 
And.  fayft  thou  haft  to  litel  and  he  hath  all : 
Parfay  (fayft  thou)  fometime  he  reken  fhall, 
Whan  that  his  tayl  fhal  brennen  in  the  glede? 
For  he  nought  helpeth  needful  in  hir  nede. 

Herken  what  is  the  fentence  of  the  wife, 
Bet  is  to  dien  than  have  indigence, 
Thy  felve  neighebour  wol  thee  defpife  ; 
If  thou  be  poure  farewel  thy  reverence. 
Yet  of  the  wife  man  take  this  fentence, 
Allc  the  dayes  of  poure  men  ben  wicke ; 
Beware  therfore  or  thou  come  to  that  pricke, 

If  thou  be  poure,  thy  brother  hateth  thee, 
And  all  thy  frendes  fleen  fro  thee,  alas ! 

0  riche  marchants !  ful  of  wele  ben  ye, 
.  O  noble,  o  prudent  folk !  as  in  this  cas, 

Your  bagges  ben  not  filled  with  ambes  as, 

But  with  fis  cink,  that  renneth  for  your  chance ; 

At  Criftenmaffe  mery  may  ye  dance. 

Ye  feken  lond  and  fee  for  your  winninges } 
As  wife  folk  ye  knowen  all  th'  eftat 
Of  regnes$  ye  ben  fathers  of  tidinges 
And  tales  both  of  pees  and  of  debat : 

1  were  right  now  of  tales  defolat, 

N'ere  that  a  marchant,  gon  is  many  a  yere, 
Me  taught  a  Tale  which  that  ye  fhull  here. 

In  Surrie  whilom  dwelt  a  compagnie 
Of  chapmen  rich,  and  therto  fad  and  trewe, 
That  wide  were  fenten  hir  fpicerie, 
Clothes  of  gold,  and  fatins  riche  of  hewe  : 
Hir  chafiare  was  fo  thrifty  and  fo  newe, 
That  every  wight  hath  deintee  to  chaffare 
With  hem,  and  eke  to  fell  en  hem  hir  ware. 

Now  fell  it  that  the  maifters  of  that  fort 
Han  fliapen  hem  to  Rome  for  to  wende, 
Were  it  for  chapmanhood  or  for  difport, 
Non  other  meffage  wolde  they  thider  fende, 
But  comen  hemfelf  to  Rome,  this  is  the  ende ; 
And  in  fwiche  place  as  thought  hem  avantage 
For  hir  entente  they  taken  hir  herbergage. 


Sojourned  han  thefe  marchants  in  that  toun 
A  certain  time,  as  fell  to  hir  plefance  : 
And  fo  befell  that  the  excellent  renoun 
Of  the  emperoures  doughter,  Dame  Cuftance, 
Reported  was  with  every  circumftance 
Unto  thefe  Surrien  marchants  in  fwiche  wife 
Fro  day  to  day  as  I  fhall  you  devife. 

This  was  the  commun  vois  of  every  man  : 
Our  emperour  of  Rome,  God  him  fe, 
A  doughter  hath  that  fin  the  world  began, 
To  recken  as  wel  hire  goodnefle  as  beaute, 
N'as  never  fwiche  another  as  is  {he ; 
I  pray  to  God  in  honour  hire  fuftene, 
And  wold  {he  were  of  all  Europe  the  quenc. 

In  hire  is  high  beaute  withouten  pride, 
Youthe  withouten -grenehed  or  folie  : 
To  all  hire  werkes  vertue  is  hire  guide ; 
Humblefie  hath  flaien  in  hire  tyrannic  : 
She  is  mirrour  of  alle  curtefie, 
Hire  herte  is  veray  chambre  of  holinefle, 
Hire  bond  miniftre  of  fredom  for  almeffe. 

And  al  this  vois  was  foth,  as  God  is  trewe  ; 
But  riow  to  purpos  let  us  turne  agein. 
Thefe  marchants  han  don  fraught  hir  fhippe«  newe, 
And  whan  they  han  this  blisful  maiden  fein 
Home  to  Surrie  ben  they  went  ful  fayn, 
And  don  hir  nedes,  as  they  han  don  yore, 
And  liven  in  wele ;  I  can  fay  you  no  more. 

Now  fell  it  that  thefe  marchants  flood  in  grace 
Of  him  that  was  the  Soudan  of  Surrie; 
For  whan  they  came  from  any  ftrange  place 
He  wold  of  his  benigne  curtefie 
Make  hem  good  chere,  and  befily  efpie 
Tidings  of  fundry  regnes,  for  to  lere 
The  wonders  that  they  mighte  feen  or  Here. 

Amonges  other  thinges  fpecially 
Thefe  marchants  han  him  told  of  Dame  Cuftance 
So  gret  noblefle,  in  erneft  ferioufly, 
That  this  Soudan  hath  caught  fo  gret  plefance 
To  han  hire  figure  in  his  remembrance, 
That  all  his  luft  and  all  his  befy  cure 
Was  for  to  love  hire  while  his  lif  may  dure. 

Paraventure  in  thilke  large  book 
Which  that  men  clepe  the  Heven  ywritten  was 
With  fterres,  whan  that  he  his  birthe  took, 
That  he  for  love  fhuld  han  his  deth,  alas ! 
For  in  the  fterres,  clerer  than  is  glas, 
Is  writen,  God  wot,  who  fo  coud  it  redet 
The  deth  of  every  man  withouten  dretle,     •• 
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In  fterres  many  a  winter  therbefern 
Was  writ  the  deth  of  He&or,  Achilles, 
Of  Pompey,  Julius,  or  they  were  born  ; 
The  ftrif  of  Thebes,  and  of  Hercules, 
Of  Sampfon,  Turnus,  and  of  Socrates 
The  deth ;  but  mennes  wittes  ben  fo  du}l 
That  no  wight  can  wel  rede  it  at  the  full. 

This  Soudan  for  his  prive  councel  fent, 
And  fhortly  of  this  matere  for  to  pace, 
He  hath  to  hem  declared  his  entent, 
And  fayd  hem  certain,  but  he  might  have  grace 
To  han  Cuftance,  within  a  litei  fpace 
He  n'as  but  ded,  and  charged  hem  in  hie 
To  fliapen  for  his  lif  fom  remedie. 

Diverfe  men  diverfe  things  faiden ; 
They  argumentes  caften  up  and  doun  « 
Many  a  fubtil  refon  forth  they  laiden  ; 
They  fpeken  of  magik':  and  abufion ; 
But  finally,  as  in  conclufion, 
They  cannot  feen  in  that  non  avantage, 
Ke  in  non  other  way  fave  manage. 

Than  faw  they  therein  fwiche  difficultee 
By  way  of  refon,  for  to  fpeke  all  plain, 
Becaufe  ther  was  fwiche  diverfitee 
Betwene  hir  bothe  lawes,  that  they  fayn 
They  trowen  that  no  Criften  prince  wold  fayn 
Wedden  his  childe  under  our  law  fwete, 
That  us  was  yeven  by  Mahound  our  prophete, 

And  he  anfwered,  Rather  than  I  lefe 
Cuftance  I  wol  be  criftened  doubteles  : 
I  mote  ben  hires,  I  may  non  other  chefe, 
I  pray  you  hold  your  arguments  in  pees ; 
Saveth  my  lif,  and  beth  not  reccheles 
To  geten  hire  that  hath  my  life  in  cure, 
For  in  this  wo  I  may  not  long  endure, 

What  nedeth  greter  dilatation  ? 
1  fay  by  tretife  and  ambaflatrie, 
And  by  the  Popes  mediatioun, 
And  all  the  chirche,  and  all  the  chevalrie, 
That  in  deftru&ion  of  Maumetrie, 
And  in  encrefe  of  Criftes  lawe  dere, 
They  ben  accorded  fo  as  ye  may  here  : 
J-Iow  that  the  Soudan  and  his  baronage, 
And  all  his  lieges,  fhuld  ycriftened  be, 
And  he  fhal  han  Cuftance  in  mariage, 
And  certain  gold,  I  n'ot  what  quantitee, 
And  hereto  finden  fuffifant  furetee. 
The  fame  accord  is  fworne  on  eyther  fide ; 
Now,  fair  Cuftance,  almighty  God  thee  gide. 

Now  wolden  fom  men  waiten,  as  I  geffe, 
That  I  fhuld  tellen  all  the  purveiance 
The  which  that  the  Emperour  of  his  noblefle 
Hath  Ihapen  for  his  doughter  Dame  Cuftance. 
Wel  may  men  know  that  fo  gret  ordinance 
iMay  no  man  tellen  in  a  litel  claufe 
As  was  arraied  for  fo  high  a  caufe. 

Bifhopes  ben  fhapen  with  hire  for  to  wende, 
l/ordes,  ladies,  and  knightes  of  renoun, 
And  other  folk  ynow  ;  this  is  the  end  : 
And  notified  is  thurghout  all  the  toun 
That  every  wight  with  gret  devotioun 
Should  prayen  Crift  that  he  this  mariage 
Receive  in  gree,  and  fpede  this  viage. 


The  day  is  comen  of  hire  departing, 
I  fay  the  woful  day  fatal  is  come 
That  ther  may  be  no  longer  tarying, 
But  forward  they  hem  dreflen  all  and  fome. 
Cuftance,  that  was  with  forwe  all  overcome, 
Ful  pale  arift,  and  dreffeth  hire  to  wende, 
For  wel  fhe  feth  ther  n'is  non  other  ende 

Alas !  what  wonder  is  it  though  fhe  wept. 
That  fhal  be  fent  to  ftrange  nation 
Fro  frendes  that  fo  tendrely  hire  kept, 
And  to  be  bounde  under  fubjeclion 
Of  on  fhe  knoweth  not  his  condition  ? 
Houfbondes  ben  all  good,  and  han  ben  yore, 
That  knowen  wives,  I  dare  fay  no  more. 

Fader,  (fhe  faid)  thy  wretched  child  Cuftance, 
Thy  yonge  doughter,  foftered  up  fo  foft, 
And  ye,  my  moder,  my  foveraine  plefance 
Over  all  thing,  (out  taken  Crift  on  loft) 
Cuftance  your  child  hire  recommendeth  oft 
Unto  your  grace,  for  I  fhal  to  Surrie, 
Ne  fhal  I  never  feen  you  more  with  eye. 

Alas !  unto  the  Barbare  nation 
I  mufte  gon,  fin  that  it  is  your  will ; 
But  Crift,  that  ftarfe  for  our  redemption, 
So  yeve  me  grace  his  heftes  to  fulfill, 
I  wretched  woman  no  force  though  I  fpill  * 
Women  are  borne  to  thraldom  and  penance, 
And  to  ben  under  mannes  governance. 

I  trow  at  Troye  whan  Pirrus  brake  the  wall 
Or  Ilion  brent,  or  Thebes  the  citee, 
Ne  at  Rome  for  the  harm  thurgh  Hanniball, 
That  Romans  hath  venquefhed  times  three, 
N'as  herd  fwiche  tendre  weping  for  pitee 
As  in  the  chambre  was  for  hire  parting ; 
But  forth  fhe  mote  wheder  fhe  wepe  or  finj. 

O  firfte  moving  cruel  firmament ! 
With  thy  diurnal  fwegh  that  croudeft  ay, 
And  hurtleft  all  from  eft  til  Occident, 
That  naturally  wold  hold  another  way, 
Thy  crouding  fet  the  heven  in  fwiche  array 
At  the  beginning  of  this  fierce  viage 
That  cruel  Mars  hath  flain  this  marriage. 

Infortunat  afcendent  tortuous, 
Of  which  the  lord  is  helpeles  fall,  alas  ! 
Out  of  his  angle  into  the  derkeft  hous, 
O  Mars,  o  Atyzar!  as  in  this  cas  ; 
O  feble  Mone  !  unhappy  ben  thy  pas, 
Thou  knitteft  thee  ther  thou  art  not  received, 
Ther  thou  were  wel  fro  thennes  art  thou  weive«J. 

Imprudent  Emperour  of  Rome,  alas ! 
Was  ther  np  philofophre  in  al  thy  toun  ? 
Is  no  time  bet  than  other  in  fwiche  cas  ? 
Of  viage  is  ther  non  eledlioun, 
Namely  to  folk  of  high  conditioun, 
Nat  whan  a  rote  is  of  a  birth  yknovve  ? 
Alas !  we  ben  to  lewed  or  to  flow. 

To  fhip  is  brought  this  woful  faire  maid 
Solempnely,  with  every  circumftance  : 
Now  Jefu  Crift  be  with  you  all,  fhe  faid. 
Ther  n'is  no  more,  but  Farewel,  fair  Cuftance. 
She  peineth  hire  to  make  good  countenance  j 
And  forth  I  let  hire  fayle  in  this  manere, 
And  turne  I  wol  againe  to  my  matere. 
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The  mother  of  Soudan,  well  of  vices, 
Efpied  hath  hire  femes  pleine  entente, 
How  he  wol  lete  his  old  facrifices ; 
And  right  anon  fhe  for  her  confeil  fente, 
And.they  ben  comen  to  know  what  fhe  mente ; 
And  whan  aifembled  was  this  folk  in  fere, 
3he  fet  hire  doun,  and  fayd  as  ye  fhul  here  : 
Lordes,  (fhe  fayd)  ye  known  everich  on 
How  that  my  fone  in  point  is  for  to  lete. 
The  holy  lawes  of  our  Alkaron, 
Yeven  by  Goddes  Meflager  Mahomete ; 
But  OB  avow  to  grete  God  I  hete, 
The  lif  fhal  rather  out  of  my  body  fterte 
Than  Mahometes  lawe  out  of  myn  herte. 
What  fhuld  us  tiden  of  this  newe  lawe 
But  thraldom  to  our  bodies  and  penance, 
And  afterward  in  helle  to  ben  drawe, 
For  we  reneied  Muhound  our  creance  ? 
But,  Lordes,  wol  ye  maken  aiTurance, 
As  I  fhal  fay,  aflenting  to  my  lore  ? 
And  I  fhal  make  us  fauf  for  evermore. 

They  fworen  and  aflented  ev-ery  man 
To  live  with  hire  and  die,  and  by  hire  ftond  ; 
And  everich  on,  in  the  heft  wife  he  can, 
To  ftrengthen  hire  fhal  all  his  frendes  fond. 
And  fhe  hath  this  emprife  ytaken  in  hond 
Which  ye  fhull  heren  that  *  dial  devife, 
And  to  hem  all  fhe  fpake  right  in  this  wife. 
We  fhul  firft  fein  us  Criftendom  to  take ; 
Cold  water  fual  not  greve  us  but  a  lite  ; 
And  I  fhal  fwiche  a  fefte  and  revel  make 
That,  as  I  trowel  fhal  the  Soudan  quite  : 
For  tho  his  wif  be  criftened  never  fo  white 
She  fhal  have  nede  to  wafli  away  the  rede 
Though  fhe  a  font  of  water  with  hire  lede. 

O  Soudannefle !  rcte  of  iniquitee, 
Virago  thou  Semyramee  the  fecond,  ^ 
O  ferpent  under  femininitee, 
Like  to  the  ferpent  depe  in  helle  yhound, 
O  feiftcd  woman  !  ail  that  may  confound 
Vertue  and  innocence,  thurgh  thy  malice 
Is  bred  in  thee,  as  neft  of  every  vice. 

O  Sathan  envious  !  fin  thilke  day 
That  thou  wefe  chafed  from  our  heritage, 
Wei  knoweft  thou  to  womaci  the  olde  way  : 
Thou  madeil  Eva  bring  us  in  fervage, 
Thou  wok  fordon  this  Criften  mariage  : 
Thin  inftrurnent  fo  (wala  wa  the  while  !) 
Alakeft  thou  of  women  whan  thou  wok  begile. 

This  Soudannefle,  whom  I  thus  blame  and  warrie. 
Let  prively  hire  confeil  gon  hir  way  : 
What  fhuld  I  in  this  Tale  longer  tarie  ?  **  ' 

She  rideth  to  the  Soudan  on  a  day, 
And  fayd  him  that  fhe  wold  reinie  hire  lay, 
And  Criftendom  of  preftes  hondes  fong, 
Repenting  hire  fhe  Hethen  was  fo  long  ; 
Befeehing  him  to  don  hire  that  honour 
That  fhe  might  han  the  Criften  folk  to  feft; 
To  plefen  hem  I  wol  do  my  labour. 
The  Soudan  faith,  I  wol  don  at  your  heft, 
And  kneling  thanked  hire  of  that  requeft ; 
So  glad  he  was  ne  n'ifte  not  what  to  fay, 
She  kift  hire  ibne,  and  home  fhe  goth  hire  way. 


Arrived  ben  thefe  Criften  folk  to  Ion3 
In  Surrie,  with  a  gret  folempne  route, 
And  haftily  this  Soudan  fent  his  fond 
Firft  to  his  mother  and  all  the  regne  aboute, 
And  fayd  his  wif  was  comen  out  of  doute, 
And  praide  hem  for  to  riden  again  the  quene, 
The  honour  of  his  regne  to  fuftene. 

Gret  was  the  preffe,  and  riche  was  th'  array 
Of  Surriens  and  Romanes  met  in  fere. 
The  mother  of  the  Soudan  riche  and  gay 
Received  hire  with  all  fo  glad  a  chere 
As  any  mother  might  hire  doughter  dere  ; 
And  to  the  nexte  citee  ther  befide 
A  fofte  pas  folempnely  they  ride. 

Nought  trow  I  the  triumph  of  Julius, 
Of,  which  that  Lucan  maketh  fwiche  a  boft, 
Was  realler  or  more  curious 
Than  was  th'  affemblee  of  this  blisful  hoft ; 
Butte  this  fcorpion,  this  wicked  goft, 
The  SoudanefTe,  for  all  hire  flattering 
Caft  under  this  ful  mortally  to  fling. 

The  Soudan  cometh  himfelf  fone  after  this 
So  really,  that  wonder  is  to  tell, 
And  welcometh  hire  with  alle  joy  and  blis. 
And  thus  in  mirth  and  joye  I  let  hem  dwell ; 
The  fruit  of  this  matere  is  that  I  tell. 
Whan  time  came,  men  thought  it  for  the  heft 
That  revel  ftint,  and  men  go  ta  hir  reft. 

The  time  come  is  this  olde  SoudanneiTe 
Ordeined  hath  the  fefte  of  which  I  tolde, 
And  to  the  fefte  Criften  folk  him  drefTe 
In  general,  ya,  hothe  yonge  and  olde. 
Ther  may  men  feft  and  realtee  beholde, 
And  deiniees  mo  than  I  can  you  devife  ; 
But  all  to  dere  they  bought  it  or  they  rife. 

O  foden  wo,  that  ever  art  fucceflbur 
To  worldly  blifs !  fpreint  is  with  bitternefle 
Th'  ende  of  the  joye  of  our  worldly  labour  : 
Wo  occupieth  the  fyn  of  our  gladnefle. 
Herken  this  confeil  for  thy  fikernefle, 
Upon  thy  glade  day  have  in  thy  minde 
The  unware  wo  of  harme  that  cometh  behjnde. 

For  fhortly  for  to  tellen  at  a  word, 
The  Soudaa  and  the  Criften  everich  on 
Ben  all  to-hewe  and  ftiked  at  the  bord 
But  it  were  only  Dame  Cuftance  aLons. 
This  old  Soudanefle,  this  curfed  crone, 
Hath  with  hire  frendes  dan  this  curfed  dede, 
For  fhe  hirefelf  wold  all  the  contree  lede. 

Ne  ther  was  Surrien  non  thut  was  converted, 
That  of  the  confeil  of  the  Soudan  wot, 
That  he  n'as  all  to-hewe  er  he  afterted  ; 
And  Cuftance  han  they  taken  anon  fote-hot, 
And  in  a  fhip  all  ftereles  (God  wot) 
They  han  hire  fet,  and  bidden  hire  lerne  fayle 
Out  of  Surrie  againward  to  Itaille. 

A  certain  trefor  that  fhe  thither  ladde, 
And  foth  to  fayn  vitaille  gret  plentee, 
They  han  hire  yeven,  and  clothes  eke  fhe  hadde, 
And  forth  fhe  fayleth  in  the  falte  fee. 
O  my  Cuftance  !  ful  of  benignitee, 
O  Emperoures  yonge  doughter  dere  ! 
He  that  is  Lprd  of  fortune  be  thy  ftejc. 
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She  blcffeth  hire,  and  with  ful  pitious  vois 
Unto  the  crois  of  Grift  thus  fayde  fhe  : 
O  clere,  o  wcleful  auter,  holy  crois ! 
Red  of  the  Lambes  blood  ful  of  pitee, 
That  wefh  the  world  fro  the  old  iniquitee, 
Me  fro  the  fende  and  fro  his  clawes  kepe 
That  day  that  I  fhal  drenchen  in  the  depe. 

Victorious  tree,  protection  of  trewe, 
That  only  worthy  were  for  to  here 
The  King  of  heven  with  his  woundes  newe, 
The  white  Lamb,  that  hurt  was  with  a  fpere  ; 
Flemer  of  fcndes  out  of  him  and  here 
On  which  thy  limmes  faithfully  extenden, 
Ale  kepe,  and  yeve  me  might  my  lif  to  anienden. 

Yeres  and  dayes  fleet  this  creature 
Thurghout  the  fee  of  Grece,  unto  the  Straite 
Of  Maroc,  as  it  was  hire  aventure  : 
On  many  a  fory  mcle  now  may  Ihe  baite  ; 
After  hire  deth  ful  often  may  fhe  waite, 
Or  that  the  wilde  waves  wol  hire  drive 
Unto  the  place  ther  as  fhe  fhal  arive. 

Men  mighten  aiken  why  fhe  was  not  fiain  ? 
Eke  at  the  fefte  who  might  hire  body  fave  ? 
And  I  anfwer  to  that  demand  again, 
Who  faved  Daniel  in  the  horrible  cave, 
Ther  every  wight  fave  he,  mafter  or  knave, 
Was  with  the  Icon  frette  or  he  aftcrte  ? 
No  wight  b-it  God,  that  he  bare  in  his  herte. 

God  lift  to  {hew  his  wonderful  miracle 
In  hire,  for  we  fhuld  leen  his  mighty  werkes  : 
Crift,  which  that  is  to  every  harm  triacle, 
By  ccrrain  menes  oft,  as  knewen  clerkes, 
Doth  thing  for  certain  ende  that  ful  derke  is 
To  manncs  wit,  that  for  our  ignorance 
Ne  car.  nat  know  his  prudent  purveyance. 
'    Now  nth  fhe  was  not  at  the  fefte  yflawe, 
Who  ke-pte  hire  fro  the  drenching  in  the  fee  ? 
Who  kept  Jonas  in  the  fifties  mawc, 
Til  he  was  fpouted  up  at  Ninevee  ? 
Wei  may  men  know  it  was  no  wight  but  he 
That  kept  the  peple  Ebraike  fro  drenching, 
With  drye  feet  thurghout  the  fee  paffing. 

Who  bade  the  foure  fpirits  of  tempeft, 
That  power  ban  to  anoyen  lond  and  fee, 
Both  north  and  fouth,  and  alfo  weft  and  eft, 
Anoyen  nether  fee,  rie  lond,  ne  tree  ? 
Sothly  the  commander  of  that  was  he 
That  fro  the  tempeft  ay  this  woman  kepte 
As  wel  whan  fhe  awoke  as  whan  Ihe  flepte. 

Wher  might  this  woman  mete  and  drinke  have? 
Three  yere  and  more  how  lafteth  hire  vitaille  ? 
Who  fed  the  Egyptian  M;;ry  in  the  cave 
Or  in  defert?  no  wight  but  Crift. fan?  faille. 
Five  thoufand  folk  it  was  a  gret  marvaille 
With  loves  five  and  fifties  two  to  fede  : 
God  fent  his  foyfon  at  hire  grete  nede. 

She  drivcth  forth  into  our  ocean 
Thurghout  our  wide  fee,  til  at  the  laft 
Under  an  hold,  that  ncmpnen  I  ne  can, 
Uer  in  Northumberlond,  the  wave  hire  caft, 
And  in  the  fand  hire  fhip  ftiked  fo  faft 
That  thennes  wolue  it  not  in  all  a  tide  : 
The  wille  of  Crift  was  that  fhe  fhulde  abide. 


The  Conftable  of  the  caftlc  aoun  is  fare 
To  feen  this  wrecke,  and  al  the  fhip  he  fought, 
And  fond  this  very  woman  ful  of  care ; 
He  fond  alfo  the  trefour  that  fhe  brought  ~1 
In  hire  langage  mercy  fhe  befought, 
The  lif  out  of  hire  body  for  to  twinne, 
Hire  to  deliver  of  wo  that  fhe  was  iniic. 

A  maner.  Latin  corrupt  was  hire  fpeche, 
But  algate  therby  was  fhe  underftond. 
The  Conftable,  whan  him  lift  no  longer  fechc, 
This  wcful  woman  brought  he  to  the  fond. 
She  kneleth  dcur,and  thanketh  Goddes  fond; 
But  what  fhe  was  fhe  wolde  no  man  feye 
For  foule  ne  faire,  though  that  ye  fhulde  deye. 

She  faid  fhe  was  To  mafcd  in  the  fee 
That  fiie  forgate  hire  minds,  by  hire  trouth. 
The  Conflable  hath  of  hire  fo  gret  pitee, 
And  eke  his  wif,  that  they  wepcn  for  routh, ; 
She  was  fo  diligent  wlthouten  fiouth 
To  ferve  andplefen  everich  in  that  place, 
That  all  hire  love  thnt  loken  in  hireface. 

The  Conftabk  and  Dame  Hermegild  his  wif 
Were  Payencs,  ard  that  contree  every  wher  ; 
But  Hermegild  loved  Cuftance  as  hire  lif ; 
And  Cuftance  bath  fo  long  fojourned  ther 
In  orifons,  with  many  a  bitter  tere, 
Til  Jefu  hath  converted  thurgh  his  grace 
Dame  Hermegild,  Conftablefle  of  that  place. 

In  all  that  lond  no  Criften  dorfte  route  ; 
All  Criften  folk  ben  fled  fro  that  contree 
Thurgh  Payenes,  that  conqucreden  all  aboiite 
The  plages  cf  the  north  by  lond  and  fee. 
To  Wales  fled  the  Chriftianitee 
Of  clde  Bretons  dwelling  in  this  fie  ; 
Ther  was  hir  refuge  fer  the  mene  while. 

But  yet  n'ere  Criften  Bretons  fo  exiled 
That  ther  n'ere  fom  which  in  hir  privitec 
Honoured  Crift,  and  Hethen  folk  hegiled, 
And  neigh  the  cade  fwiche  ther  dwelten  three  ; 
That  on  of  hem  was  blind,  and  might  not  fee, 
But  it  were  with  thilke  eyen  of  his  minde, 
With  which  men  mowen  fee  whan  they  ben  Minde. 

Bright  was  the  fonne  as  in  that  fommers  day, 
For  which  the  Conftable  and  his  wif  alfo^ 
And  Cuftance,  ban  ytake  the  righte  way 
Toward  the  fee  a  furlong  way  or  two, 
To  plaien  and  to  romer.  to  and  fro, 
And  in  hir  walk  this  Minde  man  they  mette, 
Croked  and  clde,  with  eyen  faft  ylhette. 

k  In  the  name  of  Crift,  (cried  this  blinde  Breton} 
Dame  Hermegild,  yeve  me  my  fight  again. 
This  lady  wcxe  afraied  of  that  foun, 
Left  that  hire  hufbor.d,  fhortly  for  to  fain, 
Wold  hire  for  Jefu  Criftes  love  have  {lain, 
Till  Cuftance  made  hire  bold,  and  bad  hire  werche 
The  will  of  Crift,  asdoughtercf  holy  cherche. 

The  Conftable  wexe  abafhed  of  that  fight, 
And  fayde,  What  amounteth  all  this  fare  ? 
Cuftance  anfwered,  Sire,  it  is  Criftes  might, 
That  helpcth  folk  out  of  the  fendes  fnare  : 
And  fo  ferforth  Ihe  gan  our  lay  declare, 
That  fhe  the  Conftable,  er  that  it  were  eve, 
Converted ,  and  on  Crifl  made  him  beleve. 
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This  Conftable  was  not  lord  of  the  place 
Of  whichlfpeke,  ther  as  he  Caftance  fond, 
But  kept  it  ftrongly  many  a  winter  fpace 
Under  Alia  King  of  Northumberlond, 
That  was'ful  wife,  and  worthy  of  his  hond 
Againe  the  Scottes,  as  men  may  wel  here  ; 
But  tourne  I  wol  againe  to  my  matere. 

Sathan,  that  ever  us  waiteth  tobegile, 
Saw  of  Cuftance  all  hire  perfectioun, 
And  caft  arion  how  he  might  quite  hire  while, 
And  Made  a  yonge  knight,  that  dwelt  in  that  toun, 
Love  hire  fo  hote  of  foule  affectioun, 
That  veraily  him  thought  that  he  fhuld  fpille 
But  he  of  hire  might  ones  han  his  wille. 

He  woeth  hire,  but  it  availeth  nought ; 
She  wolde  do  no  fmne  by  no  wey  ; 
And  for  defpit  he  compaffed  his  thought 
To  maken  hire  on  ftiameful  deth  to  dey  : 
He  waiteth  whan  the  Conftable  is  away, 
And  privily  upon  a  night  he  crepte 
In  Hermegildes  chambre  while  fhe  flepte. 

Wery,  forwaked  in  hire  orifons, 
Slepeth  Cuftance,  and  Hermegilde  alfo. 
This  knight,  thurgh  Sathanes  temptations, 
All  foftely  is  to  the  bed  ygo, 
And  cut  the  throte  of  Hermegilde  atwo, 
And  layd  the  bloody  knif  by  Dame  Cuftance, 
And  went  his  way,  ther  God  yeve  him  mifchance. 

Sone  after  cometh  this  Conftable  home  againj 
And  eke  Alia,  that  king  was  of  that  lond, 
And  faw  his  wife  defpitoufly  yflain, 
For  which  fill  oft  he  wept  and  wrong  his  hond; 
And  in  the  bed  the  blody  knif  he  fond 
By  Dame  Cuftance.     Alas  !  what  might  fhe  fay! 
For  veray  wo  hire  wit  was  all  away. 

To  King  Alia  was  told  all  this  mifchance, 
And  eke  the  time,  and  wher,  and  in  what  wife, 
That  in  a  {hip  was  fonden  this  Cuftance, 
As  here  before  ye  han  herd  me  devife  : 
The  kinges  herte  of  pitee  gan  agrife 
Whan  he  faw  fo  benigne  a  creature 
Fall  in  difefe  and  in  mifaventure. 

For  as  the  lamb  toward  his  deth  is  brought, 
So  ftant  this  innocent  beforn  the  king  : 
This  falfe  knight,  that  hath  this  trefon  wrought, 
Bereth  hire  in  hond  that  fhe  hath  don  this  thing  : 
But  natheles  there  was  gret  murmuring 
Among  the  peple,  and  fayn  they  cannot  gefle 
That  ihe  had  don  fo  great  a  wickedneffe  ; 

For  they  han  feen  hire  ever  fo  vertuous, 
And  loving  Hermegild  right  as  hire  lif. 
Of  this  bare  witnefle  everich  in  that  hous, 
Save  he  that  Hermegild  flow  with  his  knif. 
This  gentil  king  hath  caught  a  gret  motif 
Of  this  witncfs,  and  thought  he  wold  enquere 
Deper  in  this  cas,  trouthe  for  to  lere. 

Alas  !  Cuftance,  thou  haft  no  champion, 
Ne  fighten  canft  thou  not,  fo  wala  wa  ! 
But  he  that  ftarf  for  our  redemption, 
And  bond  Sathan,  and  yet  lith  ther  he  lay, 
So  be  ihy  fironge  champion  this  day  : 
For  but  if  Crift  on  thee  miracle  kithe, 
WJthouten  gilt,  thou  fhalt  be  ilaia  as  fvvithe. 
She  let  lure  doun  on  kutes,  and  thus  fhe  fayde; 
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Immort  al  God  !  that  favedft  Sufanne 
Fro  falfe  bleme,  and  thou  mercifnl  maydej 
Mary  I  mene,  doughter  to  Seint  Anne, 
Beforn  whos  child  angels  fingen  Ofanne. 
If  I  be  gilteles  of  this  felonie 
My  focour  be,  or  elles  fhal  I  die. 

Have  ye  not  feen  fomtime  a  pale  face 
(Among  a  prees)  of  him  that  hath  ben  lad 
Toward  his  deth,  where  as  he  getteth  no  grace^ 
And  fwiche  a  colour  in  his  face  hath  had, 
Men  mighten  know  him  that  was  fo  beftad 
Amonges  all  the  faces  in  that  route, 
So  ftant  Cuftance,  and  loketh  hire  aboute. 

O  quenes  living  in  profperitee, 
Ducheffes,  and  ye  ladies  everich  on ! 
Haveth  fom  routhe  on  hire  adverfitec, 
An  emperoures  doughter  ftant  alone  ; 
She  hath  no  wight  to  whom  to  make  hire  mone; 
O  blood  real,  that  ftondeft  in  this  drede, 
Fer  ben  the  frerides  in  thy  grete  nede  ! 

This  Alia  king  hath  fwiche  compaffioun, 
As  gentil  herte  is  ful  filled  of  pitee, 
That  fro  his  eyen  ran  the  water  doun. 
Now  haftily  do  fecche  a  book,  quod  he, 
And  if  this  knight  wol  fweren  how  that  flic 
This  woman  flow,  yet  wol  we  us  avife, 
Whom  that  we  wol  that  flial  ben  our  juftice. 

A  Breton  book,  written  with  Evangiles, 
Was  fet,  and  on  this  book  he  fwore  anon 
She  giltif  was,  and  in  the  mene  whiles 
An  hond  him  fmote  upon  the  nekke  bone, 
That  doun  he  fell  at  ones  as  a  ftone, 
And  both  his  eyen  broft  out  of  his  face 
In  fight  of  every  body  in  that  place. 

A  voice  was  herd,  in  general  audience, 
That  fayd,  Thou  haft  defclandered  gilteles 
The  doughter  of  holy  chirche  in  high  prefencc 
Thus  haft  thou  don,  and  yet  hold  I  my  pees. 
Of  this  mervaille  agaft  was  all  the  prees ; 
As  mafed  folk  they  ftonden  everich  on 
For  drede  of  wreche,  fave  Cuftance  alone. 

Gret  was  the  drede  and  eke  the  repentance 
Of  hem  that  hadden  wronge  fufpeclion 
Upon  this  fely  innocent  Cuftance  : 
And  for  this  miracle,  in  conclufion, 
And  by  Cuftances  mediation, 
The  king,  and  many  another  in  that  place, 
Converted  was,  thanked  be  Criftes  grace. 

This  falfe  knight  was  flain  for  his  untroutke 
By  jugement  of  Alia  haftily ; 
And  yet  Cuftance  had  of  his  deth  gret  routhe ; 
And  after  this  Jefus  of  his  mercy 
Made  Alia  wedden  ful  folempnely 
This  holy  woman,  that  is  fo  bright  and  fliene  ; 
And  thus  hath  Crift  ymade  Cuftance  a  quene. 

But  who  was  woful  (if  I  fhall  not  lie) 
Of  this  wedding  but  Donegild,  and  no  mo, 
The  kinges  mother,  full  of  tyrannic  ? 
Hire  thoughte  hire  curfcd  herte  braft  atwo ; 
She  wolde  not  that  hire  fone  had  do  fo  : 
Hire  thoughte  a  defpit  that  he  fhulde  take 
So  ftrange  a  creature  unto  his  make. 

Me  lift  not  of  the  chaf  ne  of  the  ftre 
Maken  fo  long  a  tale  as  of  the  corn; 
What  ilinid  I  telkn  of  the  realtee 
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this  marriage,  or  which  cours  goth  beforn, 
Who  bloweth  in  a  trompe  or  in  an  horn? 
The  fruit  of  every  tale  is  for  to  fay ; 
They  etc  and  drink,  and  dance,  and  fing,  and  play. 

They  gon  to  bed,  as  it  was  (kill  and  right, 
For  though  that  wives  ben  ful  holy  thinges, 
They  moften  take  in  patience  a  night 
Swiche  maner  neceffaries,  as  ben  plefmges 
To  folk  that  han  ywedded  hem  with  ringes. 
And  lay  a  lite  hir  holinefs  afide 
As  for  the  time,  it  may  no  bet  betide. 

On  hire  he  gat  a  knave  childe  anon, 
And  to  a  bifhop,  and  his  Conftable  eke, 
He  toke  his  wif  to  kepe,  when  he  is  gon 
To  Scotland  ward,  his  fomen  for  to  feke< 
Now  faire  Cuftance,  that  is  fo  humble  and  me  ke, 
So  long  is  gen  with  childe  til  that  ftill 
She  halt  hire  chambre,  abiding  Criftes  will. 

The  time  is  come,  a  knave  child  fhe  bere ; 
Mauricius  at  the  fontftone  they  him  calle. 
This  Conftable  doth  forth  come  a  meffager, 
And  wrote  unto  his  king  that  cleped  was  Alle, 
How  that  this  blisful  tiding  is  befalle, 
And  other  tidings  fpedeful for  to  fay. 
He  hath  the  lettre,  and  forth  he  goth  his  way. 

This  meflager,  to  don  his  avantage, 
Unto  the  kinges  mother  rideth  fwithe, 
And  falueth  hire  ful  faire  in  his  langage. 
Madame,  quod  he,  ye  may  be  glad  and  blithe, 
And  thanken  God  an  hundred  thoufand  fithe ; 
My  lady  quene  hath  child,  withouten  doute, 
To  joy  and  blifle  of  all  this  regne  aboute. 

Lo  here  the  lettre  feled  of  this  thing, 
That  I  moft  bere  in  all  the  haft  I  may  : 
If  ye  wol  ought  unto  your  fone  the  king, 
I  am  your  fervant  bothe  night  and  day. 
Donegilde  anfwerd,  As  now  at  this  time  nay; 
But  here  I  wol  all  night  thou  take  thy  reft, 
To-morwe  wol  I  fay  thee  what  me  left. 

This  meflager  drank  fadly  ale  and  wine, 
And  ftolen  were  his  lettres  prively 
Out  of  his  box,  while  he  flept  as  a  fwine ; 
And  contrefeted  was  ful  fubtilly 
Another  lettre,  wrought  ful  finfully, 
Unto  the  king  direde  of  this  matere 
Fro  his  Conftable,  as  ye  ftial  after  here. 

This  lettre  fpake,  the  qaene  delivered  was 
Of  fo  horrible  a  fendliche  creature, 
That  in  the  caftle  non  fo  hardy  was 
That  any  while  dorft  therein  endure : 
The  mother  was  an  elf  by  aventure 
Ycome,  by  charmes  or  by  forcerie, 
And  everich  man  hateth  hire  compagnie. 

Wo  was  this  king  when  he  this  lettre  had  fein. 
But  to  no  wight  he  told  his  forwes  fore, 
But  of  his  owen  hand  he  wrote  again ; 
Welcome  the  fonde  of  Crift  for  evermore 
To  me,  that  am  now  lerned  in  his  lore  : 
Lord,  welcome  be  thy  luft  and  thy  plefance ; 
My  luft  I  put  all  in  thyn  ordinance. 

Kepeth  this  child,  al  be  it  foule  or  faire, 
And  eke  my  wif,  unto  min  home  coming  : 
Crift  whan  him  lift  may  fenden  me  an  heire 
More  agreable  than  this  to  my  liking. 
Thi»  lettre  he  feled,  privejy  wepinjj, 


Which  to  the  meffager  was  taken  fone, 
And  forth  he  goth,  there  is  no  more  to  done, 

O  meflager  fulfilled  of  dronkencffe ! 
Strong  is  thy  breth,  thy  limmes  faitren  ay, 
And  thou  bewreieft  alle  fecrenefle ; 
Thy  mind  is  lorne,  thou  jangleft  as  a  jay ; 
Thy  face  is  tourned  in  a  new  array  : 
Ther  dronkeneffe  regneth  in  any  route 
Ther  is  no  confeil  hid  withouten  doute. 

O  Donegild !  I  ne  have  non  Englifh  dignc 
Unto  thy  malice  and  thy  tyrannie, 
And  therfore  to  the  fende  I  thee  refigne. 
Let  him  enditen  of  thy  traitorie. 
Fy,  mannifh,  fy  !  o  nay,  by  God  I  lie; 
Fy,  fendliche  fpirit!  for  I  dare  well  telle, 
Though  thou  here  walke,  thy  fpirit  is  in  hellcv 

This  meflager  cometh  fro  the  king  again, 
And  at  the  kinges  modres  court  he  light, 
And  fhe  was  of  this  meflager  fulfayn, 
And  plefed  him  injall  that  ever  the  might. 
He  dranke  and  wel  his  girdel  underpight } 
He  flepeth  and  he  fnoreth  in  his  gife 
All  night  until  the  fonne  gan  arife. 

Eft  were  his  lettres  ftolen  everich  on, 
And  contrefeted  lettres  in  this  wife. 
The  king  commanded  his  Conftable  anon, 
Up  peine  of  hanging  and  of  high  jewife, 
That  he  ne  fhulde  foffran  in  no  wife 
Cuftance  within  his  regne  for  to  abide 
Three  daies  and  a  quarter  of  a  tide  ; 

But  in  the  fame  fhip  as  he  hire  fond 
Hire  and  hire  yonge  fone,  and  all  hire  gefer 
He  fhulde  put,  and  croude  hire  fro  the  lond, 
And  charge  hire  that  flie  never  eft  come  therei 
O  my  Cuftance  !  wel  may  thy  ghoft  have  fere, 
And  fleping  in  thy  dreme  ben  in  penance, 
Whan  Donegild  caft  all  this  ordinance. 

This  meflager  on  morwe  whan  he  awoke 
Unto  the  caftel  halt  the  nexte  way, 
And  to  the  Conftable  he  the  lettre  toke ; 
And  whan  that  he  this  pitous  lettre  fey 
Ful  oft  he  fayd  Alas,  and  wala  wa ! 
Lord  Chrift,  quod  he,  how  may  this  world  endure^ 
So  ful  of  finne  is  many  a  creature  ? 

O  mighty  God  !  if  that  it  be  thy  will, 
Sin  thou  art  rightful  juge,  how  may  it  be 
That  thou  wolt  foffren  innocence  to  fpill, 
And  wicked  folk  regne  in  profperitee  ? 
A  !  good  Cuftance,  ulas  I  fo  wo  is  me, 
That  I  mote  be  thy  turmentour,  or  dey  * 

On  fhames  deth,  ther  is  non  other  wey. 

Wepen  both  yonge  and  olde  in  all  that  place 
Whan  that  the  king  this  curfed  lettre  fent : 
And  Cuftance  with  a  dedly  pale  face 
The  fourthe  day  toward  the  fhip  fhe  went ; 
But  nathelefs  ihe  taketh  in  good  entent 
The  will  of  Crift,  and  kneling  on  the  ftrond 
She  fayde,  Lord,  ay  welcome  be  thy  fond. 

He  that  me  kepte  fro  the  falfe  blame, 
While  I  was  in  the  lond  amonges  you, 
He  can  me  kepe  fro  harme  and  eke  fro  fharne 
In  the  fait  fee,  although  I  fe  not  how  : 
As  ftrong  as  ever  he  was  he  is  yet  now  : 
In  him  truft  I,  and  in  his  mother  dere, 
That  i«  to  nje  my  fail  and  eke  my  ftcre. 
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Hir£  lite"!  child  lay  weping  in  hire  4rm> 
And  kneling  pitoufly  to  him  fhe  faid, 
Pees,  litel  fone,  I  wol  do  thee  no  harm  : 
With  thut  hire  couverchief  of  hire  hed  fhe  braidj 
And  over  his  litel  eyfcn  fhe  it  laid, 
And  in  hire  arme  fhe  lulleth  it  ful  faft, 
And  into  the  beven  hire  evert  up  fhe  caft. 

Mother,  quod  fhe,  and  mayden,  bright  Marie  ! 
Soth  is  that  thurgh  womanes  eggement 
Mankind  was  lorne,  and  damned  ay  to  die, 
For  which  thy  child  was  on  a  crois  yreut  : 
Thy  blifsful  eyen  faw  all  his  turment, 
Than  is  ther  no  comparifon  betwene 
7'hy  wo  and  any  woman  may  fuftene. 

Thou  faw  thy  child  yflain  before  thin  eyen, 
And  yet  now  liveth  my  litel  child  parfay  : 
Now,  Lady  bright !  to  whom  all  woful  crien, 
Thou  glory  cf  womanhed,  thou  faire  May ! 
Thou  haven  of  refute,  bright  fterre  of  day  I 
Rew  on  my  child,  that  of  thy  gentilleffe 
»    Reweft  on  every  rewful  in  diftreffe. 

O  litel  child,  alas  !  what  is  thy  gilt, 
That  never  wroughteft  fmne  as  yet  parde  ? 
Why  wol  thin  harde  father  have  thee  fpilt  ? 
O  mercy,  dere  Conftable  !  (quod  fhe) 
As  let  my  litel  child  dwell  here  with  thee  ; 
And  if  thou  darft  not  faven  him  fro  blame, 
So  kifle  him  ones  in  his  fadres  name. 

Therwith  fhe  loketh  backward  to  the  lond, 
And  fuide,  Farewel,  houfbojid  routheles  ! 
And  up  fhe  rift,  and  walketh  doun  the  ftrond 
Toward  the  fhip  ;  hire  fcloweth  all  the  prees  : 
And  ever  fhe  praieth  hire  child  to  hold  his  pees, 
And  taketh  hire  leve,  and  with  an  holy  entent 
She  bleffed  hire,  and  Jnto  the  fhip  fhe  went. 

Vitailled  was  the  fhip,  it  is  no  drede, 
Habundantly  for  hire  a>  ful  long  fpace ; 
And  other  neceffaries  that  fhuld  nede 
.She  hud  yncw,  heried  be  Goddes  grace  : 
l^or  wind  and  wether,  almighty  God  purchace, 
And  bring  hire  home,  I  can  no  better  fay, 
But  in  the  fee  fhe  driveth  forth  hire  way.' 

Alia  the  king  cometh  home  fone  after  this 
Unto  his  caftel,  of  the  which  I  told, 
And  afketh  whcr  his  wif  and  his  child  is; 
The  Conflable  gan  about  his  herte  cold, 
And  plainly  all  thematere  he  him  told 
As  ye  han  herd,  I  can  tell  it  no  better, 
And  fhewed  the  king  his  fele  and  his  letter  j 

And  faide,  Lord,  as  ye  commanded  me 
Up  peine  of  deth,  fo  have  I  don  certain. 
This  meffager  turmented  was  til  he 
Mofte  beknowe,  and  tellen  plat  and  plain 
Tro  night  to  night  in  what  place  he -had  lain  : 
And  thus  by  wit  and  fubtil  enquering 
Imagined  was  by  whom  this  harm  gan  fpring. 

The  hand  was  knowen  that  the  lettre  wrote, 
And  all  the  venime  of  this  curfed  dede, 
But  in  what  wife  certainly  I  n'ot. 
The  efTedt  is  this,  that  Alia  out  of  drede 
His  m  oiler  flew,  that  moun  men  plainly  rede, 
For  that  fhe  traitour  was  to  hire  ligeance. 
Thus  ended  this  old  Donegild  with'mefchance. 
The  forwe  that  this  Alia  night  and  day 


Maketh  for  his  wif  and  forliis  child  Alfa, 
Ther  is  no  tonge  that  it  tellen  may, 
But  now  wol  I  agen  fo  Cuftance  go, 
That  fleteth  in  the  fee  in  peine  and  wo 
Five  yere  and  more,  as  liked  Criftesfondc, 
Or  that  hire  fhip  approched  to  the  londe. 

Under  an  Hethert  cartel  at  the  laft, 
(Of  wh'ch  the  name  in  my  text  I  fiot  find) 
Cuftance  arpl  eke  hire  child  the  fee  Up  caft. 
Almighty  God,  thatfaved  all  mankirld, 
Have  on  Cuftajice  and  on  hire  child  fom  mind 
That  fallen  is  in  Hethen  hoftd  eftfone 
In  point  to  fpill,  as  I  fhal  tell  you  fone. 

Doun  fro  the  caftel  cometh  ther  man?  a  wight 
To  gauren  on  this  fhip^nd  on  Cuftance  ; 
But  fhottly  fro  the  caftel  on  a  night, 
Thclordes  ft c ward,  (God  yeve  him  mefchance) 
A  theef  that  had  rencyed  our  creance, 
Came  into  the  fhip  alone,  and  faid  he  woldc 
Hire  lemman  be  whether  fhe  wolde  or  n'^plde* 

Wo  was  this  wretched  woman  tho  begqn  j 
Hire  child  cried,  and  fhe  cried  pitoufly  ;    ' 
But  blifsful  Mary  halpe  hire  right  anon, 
For  with  hire  ftrogling  wel  and  mightily 
The  theef  fell  over  bord  all  fodcnly, 
And  in  the  fee  he  drenched  for  vengeance  ; 
And  thus  hath  Crift  unwemmed  kept  Cuitance* 

O  foule  luft  of  luxurie  !  lo  thin  enc'e, 
Not  only  that  thou  fainteft  mannes  mind, 
But  veraily  thou  wolt  his  body  fhende, 
Th'  ende  of  thy  werk,  or  of  thy  luftes  blind, 
Is  complaining  :  how  many  may  men  find 
That  not  for  werk  fometime,  but  for  th'  entent 
To  don  this  fmne,  ben  eyther  flain  or  fhent  ? 

How  may  this  weke  woman  han  the  ftrength 
Hire  to  defend  again  this  renegate  ? 

0  Golias  !  unmeiurable  of  length, 
How  mighte  David  maken  thee  fo  mate  ? 
S->  yonge,  and  of  armure  fo  defolate, 
How  dorft  he  loke  upon  thy  dredful  face  ? 
Wel  may  men  feen  it  was  but  Goddes  grace. 

Who  yaf  Judith  corage  or  hardineffe 
To  fleen  him  Holofernes  in  his  tent, 
And  to  deliver  out  of  wretchedneffe 
The  peple  of  God  ?  I  fay  for  this  entent, 
That  right  as  God  fpirit  of  vigour  fent 
To  hem,  and  faved  hem  out  of  mefchance, 
So  fent  he  might  and  vigour  to  Cuftance. 

Forth  goth  hire  fhip  thurghout  the  naf  we  mout 
Of  Jubaltere  and  Septe,  driving  alway, 
Sometime  weft,  and  fometime  north  and  fouth, 
And  fometime  eft,  ful  many  a  wery  day, 
Til  Criftes  moder  (b'leffed  be  fhe  ay) 
Hath  fhapen  thurgh  hire  endeles  goodneffe 
To  make  an  end  of  all  hire  hevineffe. 

Now  let  us  ftint  of  Cuftance  but  a  throw, 
And  fpeke  we  of  the  Romarie  emperour, 
That  out  of  Surrie  hath  by  lettres  knowe 
The  flaughter  of  Criften  folk,  and  difhonour 
Don  to  his  doughter  by  a  falfe  traitour, 

1  mene  the  curfed  wicked  Soudannefl'e, 
That  at  the  feft  let  fleen  both  more  and  leffe. 

For  which  this  emperour  hath  fent  anon 
His  fenatour,  with  reul  ordinance, 
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JVnd  other  lordes,  God  wote,  many  on,  • 

On  Surricns  to  taken  high  vengeance  : 

They  brennen,  fleen,  and  bring  hem  to  mefchance, 

Ful  many  a  day  :  but  fhortly  this  is  th'  ende, 

Homward  to  Rome  they  fhapen  hem  to  wende. 

This  fenatour  repaireth  with  vidtorie 
To  Rome  ward,  faylmg  ful  really, 
And  met  the  fiiip  driving,  as  faith  the  ftorie, 
In  which  Cuftance  fitteth  ful  pitoufly  : 
Nothing  ne  knew  he  what  fhe  was,  ne  why 
-She  was  in  fwiche  array,  ne  file  wil  fey 
Of  lure  eftat;  though  that  fhe  ihulde  dey. 

He  bringeth  hire  to  Rome,  and  to  his  wif 
fie  yaf  hire,  and  hire  yonge  fonne  alfo, 
And  with  the  fenatour  fhe  lad^hire  lit 
Thus  can  our  Lady  bringen  out  of  wo 
Woful  Cuftance,  and  many  another  mo  : 
And  longe  time  dwelled  fhe  in  that  place 
In  holy  werkes  ever,  as  was  hire  grace. 

The  fenatoures  wif  hire  aunte  was, 
But  for  all  that  flie  knew  hire  never  the  more  : 
I  wol  no  longer  tarien  in  this  cas, 
But  to  King  Alia,  which  I  fpake  of  yore, 
That  for  his  wif  wipeth  and  fiketh  fore, 
I  wol  returne,  and  let  I  wol  Cuftance 
Under  the  fenatoures  governance. 

King  Alia,  which  that  had  his  moder  flain, 
Upon  a  day  fell  in  fwiche  repentance, 
That  if  I  fhortly  tellen  fhal  and  plain, 
To  Rome  he  cometh  to  receive  his  penance, 
And  putte  him  in  the  Popes  ordinance 
In  high  and  low,  and  Jefu  Grift  befought 
Forycve  his  wicked  werkes  that  he  had  wrought. 

The  fame  atlon  thurghout  the  toun  is  born, 
How  Alia  king  fhal  come  on  pilgrimage, 
By  herbergeours  that  wenten  him*  beforn, 
For  which  the  fenatour,  as  was  ufage, 
Rode  him  againe,  and  many  of  his  linage, 
As  wel  to  fhewn  his  high  magnificence 
As  to  don  any  king  a  reverence. 

Gret  chere  doth  this  noble  fenatour 
To  King  Alia,  and  he  to  him  alfo  : 
Xvcrich  of  hem  doth  other  gret  honour  ; 
And  fo  befell  that  in  a  day  or  two 
This  fenatour  is  to  King  Alia  go 
To  feft,  and  fhortly,  if  I  fhal  not  lie, 
Cuftances  fone  went  in  his  compagnie. 

Som  men  wold  fain  at  requefte  of  Cuftance 
This  fenatour  hath  lad  this  childe  to  fefte  : 
I  may  not  tellen  every  circumftance  ; 
Be  as  be  may  ther  was  he  at.  the  lefte  : 
But  foth  is  this,  that  at  his  mothers  hefte 
Beforn  Alia,  during  the  metes  fpace, 
The  child  flood,  loking  in  the  kinges  face. 

This  Alia  king  hath  of  this  child  gret  wonder, 
And  to  the  fenatour  he  faid  anon, 
Whos  is  that  faire  child  that  ftondeth  yonder  ? 
I  n'ot,  quod  he,  by  God,  and  by  Seint  John  j 
A  moder  he  hath,  but  fader  hath  he  non 
That  I  of  wote  :  but  fhortly  in  a  ftound 
He  told  Alia  how  that  this  child  was  found. 

But  God  wot,  quod  this  fenatour  alfo, 
So  vertuous  a  liver  in  all  my  lif 
Me  faw  I  never  as  fhe,  ne  herd  of  me 
Yet.  I, 


Of  worldly  woman,  maiden,  widewe  or  wif  : 
I  dare  wel  fayn  hire  hadde  lever  a  knif 
Thurghout  hire  breft  than  ben  a  woman  wikke ; 
Ther  is  no  man  coude  bring  hire  to  that  prikke. 

Now  was  this  child  as  like  unto  Cufta.nc« 
As  poffible  is  a  creature  to  be  : 
This  Alia  hath  the  face  in  remembrance 
Of  Dame  Cuftance,  and  theron  mufed  he, 
If  that  the  childes  moder  were  aught  fhe 
That  is  his  wif,  and  prively  he  fighte, 
And  fped  him  fro  the  table  that  he  mighte. 

Parfay,  thought  he,  fantome  is  in  min  hed  ; 
I  ought  to  deme  of  fkilful  jugement 
That  in  the  falte  fee  my  wif  is  ded. 
And  afterward  he  made  his  argument ; 
What  wot  I  if  that  Crift  have  hider  fent 
My  wif  by  fee,  as  wel  as  he  hire  lent 
To  my  contree,  fro  thennes  that  fhe  went  ? 

And  after  noon  home  with  the  fenatour 
Goth  Alia,  for  to  fee  this  wonder  chance. 
This  fenatour  doth  Alia  gret  honour, 
And  haftily  he  fent  after  Cuftance  ; 
But  trufteth  wel  hire  lufte  not  to  dance  : 
Whan  that  fhe  wifte  wherfore  was  that  f'onds 
Unnethe  upon  hire  feet  fhe  mighte  ftonde. 

Whan  Alia  faw  his  wif  faire  he  hire  grette, 
And  wept  that  it  was  routhe  for  to  fee  ; 
For  at  the  firfte  look  he  on  hire  fette 
He  knew  wel  veraily  that  it  was  fhe  ; 
And  fhe  for  forwe  as  domb  ftant  as  a  tree  : 
So  was  hire  herte  fhette  in  hire  diftrefie 
Whan  fhe  remembered  his  unkindenefle. 

Twies  fhe  fwouneth  in  his  owen  fight ; 
He  wepeth  and  him  excufeth  pitoufly  : 
Now  God,  quod  he,  and  all  his  halwes  bright, 
So  wifly  on  my  foule  as  have  mercy, 
That  of  your  harme  as  gilteles  am  I 
As  is  Maurice  my  fone,  fo  like  your  face, 
Elles  the  fend  me  fetche  out  of  this  place. 

Long  was  the  fobbing  and  the  bitter  peine 
Or  that  hir  woful  hertes  mighten  cefe  ; 
Gret  was  the  pitee  for  to  here  hem  pleine, 
Thurgh  whiche  pleintes  gan  hir  wo  encrcfe. 
I  pray  you  all  my  labour  to  relefe, 
I  may  not  tell  hir  wo  until  to-morwe, 
I  am  fo  wery  for  to  fpeke  of  forwe. 

But  finally,  whan  that  the  foth  is  wift, 
That  Alia  gilteles  was  of  hire  wo, 
I  troVv  an  hundred  times  han  they  kift, 
And  fwiche  a  bliffe  is  ther  betwix  hem  two, 
That,  fave  the  joye  that  lafteth  ever  mo, 
Ther  is  non  like  that  any  creature 
Hath  feen  or  fhal  while  that  the  world  may  dure. 

Tho  praied  fhe  hire  hufbond  mekely. 
In  releef  of  hire  longe  pitous  pine, 
That  he  wold  pray  hire  fader  fpecially 
That  of  his  mageftee  he  wolde  encline 
To  vouchefauf  fom  day  with  him  to  dine  ; 
She  praied  him  eke  he  fhulde  by  no  way  ' 
Unto  hire  fader  no  word  of  hire  lay. 

Som  men  wold  fayn  how  that  the  child  Maurice' 
Doth  this  meffage  until  this  emperour  j 
But  as  I  geffe  Alia  was  not  fo  nice, 
To  him  that  is  fo  foverain^  of  honour, 
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As  he  that  is  of  Criften  folk  the  flour, 
Send  any  child,  but  it  is  bet  to  deme 
He  went  himfelf,  and  fo  it  may  wel  feme. 

This  emperour  hath  granted  gentilly 
To  come  to  dinner  as  he  him  befoughte  ; 
And  wel  rede  I  he  loked  belily 
Upon  this  child,  and  on  his  doughter  thought. 
Alia  goth  to  his  inne,  and  as  him  ought 
Arraied  for  this  fefte  in  every  wife 
As  ferforth  a$  his  conning  may  ftiffice. 

The  n^orwe  came,  and  Alia  gain  him  drefle, 
And  eke  his  wif,  this  emperour  to  mete; 
And  forth  they  ride  in  joye  and  in  gladneffe ; 
And  whan  {lie  faw  hire  fader  in  the  ftrete, 
She  light  adoun  and  falleth  him  to  fete. 
Fader,  quod  fhe,  your  "yonge  child  Cuftance 
Is  now  ful  clene  out  of  your  remembrance. 

I  am  your  doughter,  your  Cuftance,  quod  fhe, 
That  whilom  ye  han  fent  into  Surrie; 
It  aQi  I,  fader,  that  in  the  fake  fee 
Was  put  alone,  and  dampned  for  to  die  : 
NOW,  goc^de  fader,  I  you  mercie  crie  ; 
Send  me  no  more  into  non  Hetheneffe, 
But  thanketh  my  lord  here  of  his  kindnefle. 

Who  can  the  pitousjoye  tellen  all     * 
Betwix  hem  thre  fin  they  ben  thus  ymette  ? 
But  of  my  Tale  make  an  ende  I  fhal, 
The  day  goth  fafte,  I  wol  no  longer  lette. 
Thife  glade  folk  to  dinner  ben  yfette  ; 
In  joye  and  bliffe  at  mete  I  let  hem  dwell, 
A  thoufandfold  wel  more  than  I  can  tell. 

This  child  Maurice  was  fithen  Emperour. 
Made  by  the  Pope,  and  lived  Chriftenly  ; 
To  Criftes  chirche  did  he  gret  honour  : 
But  I  let  all  his  ftorie  paflen  by  ; 
(Of  Cuftance  is  my  Tale  fpccially } 


In  the  olde  Romane  geftes  men  may  find 
Maurices  lif,  I  here  it  not  in  mind. 

This  King  Alia,  when  he  his  time  fey, 
With  his  C.uitance,  his  holy  wif  fo  fwete. 
To  Englond  ben  they  come  the  righte  weyf 
Ther  as  they  live  in  joye  and  in  quiete  : 
But  litel  while  it  lafteth.  I  you  hete ; 
Joye  of  this  world  for  time  wol  not  abide, 
Fro  day  to  night  it  changcth  as  the  tide. 

Who  lived  ever  in  fwiche  delite  o  day 
That  him  ne  meved  eyther  confcience, 
Or  ire,  or  talent,  or  fpm  kin  affray, 
Envie,  or  pride,  or  pjiflion,  or  offence  ? 
I  ne  fay  but  for  this  end  this  fentence, 
That  litel  while  in  joye  or  in  plefance 
Lafteth  the  bliffe  of  AUa  with  Cuftance. 

ForDeth,  that  taketh  of  hie  and  lowehis  rente,.,. 
Whan  paffed  was  a  yere,  even  as  I  gefie, 
Out  of  this  world  this  King  Alia  he  herite, 
For  whom  Cuftance  hath  ful  gret  heyeneffe  ; 
Now  let  uspraien  Godhisfoule  bleffe  : 
And  Dame  Cuftance,  finally  to  fay, 
Toward  the  toun  of  Rome  goth  hire  way. 

To  Rome  is  come  this  holy  creature, 
And  findeth  th'er  hire  frendes  hole  and  found  j 
Now  is  flic  fcaped  all  hire  aventure  : 
And  whan  that  fhe  hire  fader  hath  yfound, 
Doun  on  hire  knees  falleth  fhe  to  ground, 
Weping  for  tenderneffe  in  herte  blithe, 
'She  herieth  God  an  hundred  thoufand  fithe. 

In  vertue  and  in  holy  almeffe  dede 
They  liven  alle,  and  never  afonder  wende  j 
Till  deth  departeth  hem  this  lif  they  lede  : 
And  fareth  now  wel,  my  Tale  is  at  an  ende. 
Now  Jefu  Crift,  that  of  his  might  may  fendc 
Joye  after  wo,  governe  us  in  his  grace, 
And  kepe  us  alle  that  ben  in  this  place. 
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EXPERIENCE,  though  non  a&oritee 
Were  in  this  world,  is  right  ynough  for  me 
*To  fpeke  of  wo  that  is  in  mariage  ; 
For,  Lordings,  fin  I  twelf  yere  was  of  age 
(Thanked  be  God  that  is  eterne  on  live) 
Huibondes  at  chirche  dore  have  I  had  five, 
(If  I  fo  often  might  han  wedded  be) 
And  all  were  worthy  men  in  hir  degree. 

But  me  was  told,  not  longe  time  agon  is, 
That  fithen  Crift  ne  went  never  but  onis 
To  wedding  in  the  Cane  of  Galilee, 
That  by  that  ilke  enfample  taught  he  me 
That  I  ne  fhulde  wedded  be  but  ones. 
Lo,  herke  eke,  which  a  fharp  word  for  the  nones, 
Befide  a  welle  Jefu  God  and  man 
Spake  in  reprefe  of  the  Samaritan  ; 
Thou  haft  yhadde  five  hulbonds,  fayde  he, 
And  thilke  man  that  now  hath  wedded  thee 
Is  not  Jhyn  hufband.     Thus  faid  he  certain ; 
What  that  he  ment  therby  I  can  not  fain  ; 
But  that  I  aflce  why  that  the  fifthe  man 
Was  non  hulbond  to  the  Samaritan  ? 
How  many  might  fhe  have  in  mariage  ? 
Yet  herd  I  never  tellen  in  min  age 
Upon  this  noumbre  diffinitioun  ; 
Men  may  devine  and  glofen  up  and  doun. 

But  wel  I  wot  expreffe  withouten  lie, 
God  bad  us  for  to  wcx  and  multiplie ; 
That  gentil  text  can  I  wel  underftond  : 
Eke  wel  1  wot  he  fayd  that  min  hufbond 

•  *  The  want  of  a  few  verfes  to  connect  this  Prologue  with 
the  preceding  Tale  was  perceived  long  ago,  and  the  Jefetl 
was  attempted  to  be  fupplied  by  the  author  of  the  following 
lines,  which  in  mf.  B.  are  prefixed  to  the  common  Pro- 
sue  ; 

Oure  Ooft  Ran  tho  to  loke  up  anon. 

Gode  men,  quod  he,  herkenetn  everich  one, 

As  evere  mote  1  drynke  wyn  or  ale 

This  Marchant  hath  itold  a  mery  Tale, 

Howe  Januarie  hadde  a  lither  jape, 

His  wyf  put  in  his  hood  an  ape. 

But  hereof  I  wil  leve  off  as  now. 

Dame  Wyf  of  Bathe,  quod  he,  I  pray  you 

Tclle  us  a  Tale  now  nexte  after  this. 

Sir  Ooft,  quod  Ihe,  fo  God  my  foule  blia 

As  I,  fully  thereto  wil  confente, 

And  alfo  it  is  myn  hole  entente 

To  done  yow  alle  difporte  as  that  I  can. 

But  holde  me  excufed ;  I  am  a  woman: 

I  can  not  reherfe  as  thefe  clerke?  kune. 

And  riyt  anon  (he  hath  hir  Tale  hygunne. 

Experience,  &c. 
Thefe  lines  are  printed  here  as  a  juftincation  for  net  in- 
fcf  ting  them  in  th?  tcjjt, 


Shuld  leve  fader  and  moder  and  take  to  mej 

But  of  no  noumbre  mention  made  he 

Of  bigamie  or  of  o&ogamie ; 

Why  fhuld  men  than  fpeke  of  it  vilanie  ? 

Lo  here  the  wife  King,  Dan  Salomon, 
I  trowe  h6  hadde  wives  mo  than  on, 
(As  wolde  God  it  leful  were  to  me 
To  be  refrefhed  half  fo  oft  as  he) 
Which  a  gift  of  God  had  he  for  alle  his  wives  ?  „ 
No  man  hath  fwiche  that  in  this  world  on  live  is. 
God  wot  this  noble  king,  as  to  my  witte, 
The  firfte  night  had  many  a  mery  fitte 
With  eche  of  hem,  fo  wel  was  him  on  live. 
Bleffed  be  God  that  I  have  wedded  five  ; 
Welcome  the  fixthe  whan  that  ever  he  fhall ; 
For  fith  I  wol  not  kepe  me  chafte  in  all, 
Whan  min  hufband  is  fro  the  world  ygone 
Som  Criften  man  fhal  vvedden  me  anon ; 
For  than  the  apoftle  faith  that  I  am  fre 
To  wedde  a'  Goddes  half  wher  it  liketh  me  ; 
He  faith  that  to  be  wedded  is  no  finne  ;  • 
Better  is  to  be  wedded  than  to  brinne.  ;   d 

What  rekketh  me  though  folk  fay  vilanie 
Of  fhrewed  Lamech  and  his  bigamie  ? 
I  wot  wel  Abraham  was  an  holy  man, 
And  Jacob  eke,  as  fer  as  ever  I  can, 
And  eche  of  hem  had  wives  mo  than  two, 
And  many  another  holy  man  alfo.  , 

Wher  can  ye  feen  in  any  maner  age 
That  highe  God  defended  mariage  , 
By  expreffe  word  ?  I  pray  you  telleth  me, 
Or  wher  commanded  he  virginitee  ? 

I  wot  as  wel  as  ye,  it  is  no  drede, 
The  apoftle,  whan  he  fpake  of  maidenhede, 
He  faid  that  precept  thereof  had  he  non  ; 
Men  may  confeille  a  woman  to  ben  on, 
But  confeilling  is  no  commandement ; 
He  put  it  in  our  own  jugement. 

For  hadde  God  commanded  maidenhede, 
Than  had  he  dampned  wedding  out  of  dredcfr 
And  certes  if  ther  were  no  fede  yfowe 
Virginitee  than  whereof  fhuld  it  growe  ? 

Poule  dorfte  not  commanden  at  the  left 
A  thing  of  which  his  maifter  yaf  non  heft. 
The  dart  is  fette  up  for  virginitee, 
Catch  who  fo  may,  who  renneth  beft  let  fee. 
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'But  this  word  is  not  take  of  every  wight, 
But  ther  as  God  \vol  yeve  it  of  his  might, 
I  wot  wel  that  the  apoftle  was  a  maid, 
But  nathelcs,  though  that  he  wrote  and  faid 
He  wold  that  every  wight  were  fwiche  as  her 
All  n'is  but  confeil  to  virginitee. 
And  for  to  ben  a  wif  he  yaf  me  leve, 
Of  indulgence,  fo  n'is  it  non  repreve 
To  wedderi  me,  if  that  my  make  die, 
Without  exception  of  bigamie  ; 
All  were  it  good  no  woman  for  to  touche, 
(He  ment  as  in  his  bed  or  in  his  couche)' 
For  peril  is  both  fire  and  tow  to  aflemble ; 
Ye  know  what  this  erifample  may  refemble, 

This  is  all  and  fom,  he  held  virginitee 
More  parfit  than  wedding  in  freeltee  : 
(Freehee  clepe  I,  but  if  that  he  and  fhe 
Wold  lede  hir  lives  all  in  chaftitee) 
I  graunt  it  wel,  I  have  of  noh  envie 
Who  maidehhed  preferre  to  bigamie  ; 
it!  liketh  Jiem  to  be  clene  in  body  and  gofl : 
0f  min  eftat  I  wol  not  maken  boft. 
'  '  For  wel  ye  know  a  lord  in  his  houfhold 
^Te  hath  nat  every  veflell  all  of  gold  : 
Sbm  ben  of  tree,  and  don  hir  lord  fervice. 
-God  clepeth  folk  to  him  in  fondry  wife, 
And  everich  hath  of  God  a  propre  gift, 
Som  this,  fom  that,  as  that  him  liketh  ihift. 
Virginitee  is  gret  perfection,' 
And  continence  eke  with  devotion  ; 
But  Crift,  that  of  perfection  is  welle, 
Ke  bade  not  every  wight  he  fhuld  go  felle 
AJ1  that  he  had  and  yeve  it  to  the  poure, 
And  in  fwiche  wife  follow'him  and  his  lore  : 
He  fpake  to  hem  that  wold  live  parfitly, 
And,  Lordings,  (by  your  leve)  that  am  nat  I : 
1  wol  beftow  the  flour  of  all  myn  age ' 
In  th'  actes  and  the  fruit  of  mariage. 

Tell'  me  alfo  to  what  conclufion 
Were  membres  made  of  generation, 
And  of  fo  parfit  wife  a  wight  y  wrought  ? 
Trufteth  me  wel  they  were  nat  made  for  nought. 
Glofe  vho  fo  wol,  and  fay  bothe  up  and  doun, 
That  they  were  made  for  purgatioun 
Of  urine,  and'of  other  thinges  fnrille, 
And  eke  to  know  a  female  from  a  male : 
And  for  nori  other  caufe  ?  fay  ye  no  ? 
The  experience  wot  wel  it  is  not  fo. 
So  that  the  clerkes  be  not  with  me  wroth; 
I  fay  tbis,  that  they  maked  ben  for  both  ;    > 
This  is  to  fayn,  for  office  and  for  efe 
Of  engendrure,' ther  we  not  God  difplefe. 
Why  fhuld  men  elles  in  hir  bookes  iette 
That  man  fhal  yelden  to  his  wif  hire  dette  ? 
Now  Wherwith  fhuld  he  make  his  payement; 
If  he  he  ufed  his  fely  inftrument  ? 
Than  were  they  made -upon  a  creature 
To  purge'  urine,  a"nd  eke  for  engendrure. 

But  I  fay  not  that  every  wight  is  hold, 
That  hath  fwicne  harneis  as  I  to  you  told, 
To  gon  and  ufen  hem  in  engendrure ; 
Than'  fhuld  men  take  of  chaftitee  no  cure* 
Crift  was  a  maide,  and  fhapen  as  a  man, 
And  many  a  feint,  fifth  that  this  world  began, 


Yet  lived  they  ever  in  parfit  chaftitee ; 

I  n'ill  envie  with  no  virginitee. 

Let  hem  with  bred  of  pured  whete  be  fed, 

And  let  us  wives  eten  barly  bred  : 

And  yet  with  barly  bred,  Mark  tellen  can, 

Our  Lord  Jefu  refrefhed  many  a  man. 

In  fwiche  eftat  as  God  hatji  cleped  us 

I  wol  perfever,  I  n'am  not  precious. 

In  wif  hode  wol  I  ufe  min  inftrument 

As  frely  as  my  Maker  hath  it  fent. 

If  I  be  dangerous,  God  yeve  me  iorwe, 

Min  hufband  fhal  it  have  both  even  and  morwe, 

Whan  that  him  lift  come  forth  and  pay  his  dettel 

An  hulbond  wol  I  have,  I  wol  not  'Iette, 

Which  fhal  be  both  my  detour  and  my  thrall, 

And  have  his  tribulation  withall 

Upon  his  flefh,  while  that  I  am  his  wi£, 

I  have  the  power  during  all  my  lif 

Upon  his  propre  body,  and  nat  he  ; 

Right  thus  the  apoflle  told  it  unto  me, 

And  bad  our  hufbonds  for  to  love  us  wel : 

All  this  fentence  me  liketh  every  del. 

Up  ftert  the  Pardoner,  and  that  anon  j 
Now,  Dame,  quod  he,  by  God  and  by  Seint  Joho 
Ye  beri  a  noble  prechour  in  'this  cas  ; 
I  was  about  to  wed  a  wif,  alas  | 
What  ?  fhuld  I  bie  it  on  my  flefh  fo  dere  ? 
Yet  had  I  lever  wed  no  wif  to-yere. 

Abide,  quod  flic,  my  Tale  is  not  begonne ;     ' 
Nay,  thou  fhalt  drinken  of  another  tonne, 
Er  that  I  go,  fhall  favor  worfe  than  ale  : 
And  whan  that  I  have  told  thee  forth  my  Tale 
Of  tribulation  in  mariage, 
Of  which  I  am  expert  in  al  min  age, 
(This  is  to  fayn  myfelf  hath  ben  the  whippe) 
Than  maieft  thou  chefen  wheder  thou  wok  fippe 
Of  thilke  tonne  that  I  fhal  abroche  : 
Beware  of  it  er  thou  to  neigh  approche, 
For  I  fhal  tel  enfamples  mo  than  ten. 
Who  fo  that  n'ill  beware  by  other  men 
By  him  fhal  other  men  corrected  be  : 
Thife  &me  wordes  writeth  Ptholomee, 
Rede  in  his  Almajeftie,  and  take  it  there. 

Dame,  I -wold  pray  you,  if  your  will  it  were,  » 
Sayde  this  Pardoner,  as  ye  began 
Tell  forth  your  Tale,  and  fpareth  for  no  man, 
And  techeth  us  yonge  men  of  your  pradike. 

Gladly,  quod  fhe,  fin  that  it  may  you  like, 
But  that  I  pray  to  all  this  compagnie, 
If  that  I  fpeke  after  my  fantafie,         ! 
As  taketh  not  a  greefe  of  that  I  fay, 
For  min  entente  is  non  but  for  to  play. 

Now,  Sires,  than  wol  I  tell  you  forth  my  Talc. 
As  ever  .mote  I  drinken  win  or  ale 
I  fhal  fay  foth,  the  hufbondes  that  I  had 
As  three  of  hem  were  good  and  two 'were  bad. 
The  three  were  goode  men  and  riche  and  olde; 
Unnethes  mighten  they  the  ftatute  holde 
In  which  that  they  were  bounden  unto  me  ; 
Ye  wot  "wel  what  I  mene  of  this  parde. 
As  God  me  helpe  I  laugh  whan  that  I  thinke 
How  pitoufly  a-night  I  made  hem  fwinke, 
But  by  my  lay  I  tolde  of  it  no  ft  ore  : 
They  had  me  yeven  hir  lond  and  hir  trefore ;     . 
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Me  neded  h»t  &>  lenger  diligence 
To  win  hir  -love  or  don  hem  reverence. 
They  loved  me  fo  wel,  by  God  above, 
That  I  ne  tolde  no  deintee  of  hir  love. 
A  wife  woman  wol  befie  hire  ever  in  ori 
To  geten  hir  love  ther  as  fhe  hath  non. 
But  fith  I  had  hem  holly  in  min  hond, 
And  that  they  hadde  yeven  me  all  hir  lond^ 
What  fhuld  I  taken  kepe  hem  for  to  plefe, 
But  it  were  for  my  profit  or  min  efe  ? 
I  fet  hem  fo  a-werke  by  my  fay, 
That  many  a  night  they  fongen  Wala  wa  ! 
The  bacon  was  not  fet  for  hem  I  trow 
That  fom  men  have  in  Effex  at  Donmow. 
I  governed  hem  fo  wel  after  my  lawe 
That  eche  of  hem  ful  blisful  was  and  fawe 
To  bringen  me  gay  thinges  fro  the  feyre  : 
They  were  ful  glade  whan  I  fpake  him  fayre  i 
for  God  it  wot  I  chidde  hem  fpitoufly. 
Now  herkeneth  how  I  bare  me  proprely. 

Ye  wife  wives,  that  can  underftond, 
Thus  fhul  ye  fpeke,  and  here  hem  wrong  on  hond, 
For  half  fo  boldely  can  ther  no  man 
Sweren  and  lien  as  a  woman  can. 
(I  fay  not  this  by  wives  that  ben  wife^ 
But  if  it  be  whan  they  hem  mifavife.) 
A  wife  wif,  if  that  fhe  can  hire  good, 
Shal  beren,  hem  on  hond  the  cow  is  woodj 
And  taken  witneffe  ofhireowen  mayd 
Of  hir  affent ;  but  herkeneth  how  I  fayd. 

Sire  olde  Kaynard,  is  this  thin  aray  ? 
Why  is  my  neigheboures  wif  fo  gay  ? 
She  is  honoured  over  al  wher  fhe  goth ; 
I  fit  at  home,  I  have  no  thrifty  cloth. 
What  doft  thou  at  my  neigheboures  hous  ? 
Is  fhe  fo  fail  e  ?  art  thou  fo  amorous  ? 
What,  rowneft  thou  with  our  maide  ?  benediclte  ! 
"Sire  olde  Lechour,  let  thy  japes  be. 

And  if  I  have  a  goffib  or  a  frend, 
(Withouten  gilt)  thou  chideft  as  a  fend 
If  that  I  walke  or  play  unto  his  hous. 

Thou  comeft  horn  as  dronken  as  a  mous, 
And  precheft  on  thy  benche  with  evil  prefe  i 
Thou  fayft  to  me,  It  is  a  gret  mefchiefe 
To  wed  a  poure  woman  for  coftage  ; 
And  if  that  fhe  be  riche  of  high  parage, 
Than  fayft  thou  that  it  is  a  tourmentrie 
To  foffre  hire  pride  and  hire  melancolie  : 
And  if  that  fhe  be  faire,  thou  veray  knave, 
Thou  fayft  that  every  holour  wol  hire  have  j 
She  may  no  while  in  chaftitee  abide 
That  is  affailed  upon  every  fide. 
Thou  fayft  fom  folk  defire  us  for  richeffe, 
Som  for  our  fhape,  and  fom  for  bur  fairneffl^ 
And  fom  for  fhe  can  eyther  fing  or  dance, 
And  font  for  gentilleffe  and  daliance, 
Som  for  hire  hondes  and  hire  armes  fmale  ! 
Thus  goth  all  to  the  devil  by  thy  tale. 
Thou  fayft  men  may  not  kepe  a  caftel  wal, 
It  may  fo  long  affailled  be  over  al. 
And  if  that  fhe  be  foul,  thou  fayft  that  (he 
Coveteth  every  man  that  fhe  may  fee  ; 
For  as  a  fpanile  fhe  wol  on  him  lepe 
Til  fhe  may  ftnden  fbtn  man  hire  to  chepe. 


Ne  non  fo  grey  goos  goth  ther  in  the  lake 
(As  fayft  thou)  that  wol  ben  without  a  make  : 
And  fayft  it  is  an  hard  thing  for  to  welde 
A  thing  that  no  man  wol  his  thankes  helde. 

Thus  fayft  thou,  lorel,  whan  thou  goft  to  bed, 
And  that  no  wife  man  nedeth  for  to  wed, 
Ne  no  man  that  entendeth  unto  heven. 
With  wilde  thonder  dint  and  firy  leven 
Mote  thy  welked  nekke  be  to*-broke. 

Thou  fayft  that  dropping  houfes  and  eke  fmokey 
And  chiding  wives,  maken  men  to  flee 
Out  of  hir  owen  hoils.  A,  benedhite  ! 
What  aileth  fwidhe  an  old  man  for  to  cllide  ? 

Thou  fayft  we  wives  wol  our  vices  hide 
Til  we  be  faft,  and  than  we  wol  hem  fhewe. 
Wel  may  that  be  a  proverbe  of  a  fhrewe. 

Thou  fayft  that  oxen,  affes,  hors,  and  houndes, 
They  ben  Affaied  at  diverfe  ftoundeSj 
Bafines,  lavoures,  or  that  men  hem  bie, 
Spones,  ftooles,  and  all  fwiche  hufbondriej 
And  fo  ben  pottes,  clothes^  and  arayj 
But  folk  of  wives  maken  non  affay 
Til  they  ben  wedded,  olde  dotard  fllrewej 
And  than,  fayft  thou,  we  wol  bur  vices  fheW^ 

Thou  fayft  alfo  that  it  difplefeth  me 
But  if  that  thou  wolt  preifen  my  beaiitee, 
And  but  thou  pore  alway  upon  my  face, 
And  clepe  me  Faire  Dame  in  every  place  j 
And  but  thou  make  a  fefte  on  thilke  day 
That  I  was  borne,  and  make  hie  frefh  and  gay  j 
And  but  thou  do  to  my  ndrice  honour, 
And  to  my  ehamberere  within  my  bour^ 
And  to  my  faders  folk  and  myn  allies  : 
Thus  ftyft  thoui  oldebarel  ful  of  lies. 

And  yet  alfo  of  our  prentis  Jankin, 
For  his  crifp^  here,  fhining  as  gold  fo  fiftj 
And  for  he  fquitfreth  me  both  up  and  douri; 
Yet  haft  thou  caught  a  falfc  fufpeclion  : 
1  wol  him  nat,  though  thou  were  de'd  tb-morWe. 

But  tell  me  this,  Why  hideft  thou  with  forwe 
The  keies  of  thy  cheft  away  fro  me  ? 
It  is  my  good  as  well  as  thin  parde; 
What,  weneft  thou  make  an  idiot  of  our  Dafiie  ? 
Now  by  that  Lord  that  cleped  is  Seint  Jame^ 
Thou  {hah  nat  bothe,  though  that  thou  were  wood, 
Be  maifter  of  my  body  and  of  my  good  ; 
That  on  thou  fhalt  forgo  maugf  e  thin  eyen. 
What  helpeth  it  of  me  to  enqtiere  and  fpien  ? 
I  trow  thou  woldeft  Ibcke  me  in  thy  chefte. 
Thou  fhuldeft  fay,  Fayr  wif,  go  where  thce  lefte  ; 
Take  your  difport ;  I  wol  n^t  leve  no  tales  ; 
I  know  yotf  for  a  trewe  wif,  Dame  Ales. 

We  love  no  ma'n  that  taketh  kepe  or  charge 
Wher  that  wt  gon  ;  we  wol  be  at  our  large. 
Of  alle  men  ybleffed  mote  he  be 
The  wife  aftrologien  Dan  Ptholoniee, 
That  fayth  this  proverbe  In  his  Almagefte*,1 
Of  alle  men  his  wifdom  is  highefte" 
That  rcTiketh  not  who  hath  the  world  in  noricL 

By  this  proverbe  thou  fhalt  wel  underftond, 
Have  thou  ynoflgh,  what  thar  thee  rekke  or  care 
How  mefily  that  other  folke>  fare  ? 
For  certes,  olde  dotard,  by  your  leve", 
Ye  fhullen  have  queint  right  ynough  at  eve. 
U  iij 
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He  is  to  gret  a  nigard  that  wol  werne 
A  man  to  light  a  cundel  at  his  lanterne  ; 
He  fhal  have  never  the  leffe  light  parde  tv 
Have  thou  ynough  thee  thar  not  plainen  thee. 

Thou  fayft  allo  if  that  we  make  us  gay 
"With  clothing  and  with  precious  aray, 
That  it  is  peril  of  our  chaftitee  : 
And  yet  with  forwe  thou  enforced  thee, 
And  fayft  thife  wordes  in  the  apoftles  name  ; 
In  habit  made  with  chaftitee  and  fhame 
Ye  women  fhul  appareile  you,  (quod  he) 
And  nat  in  treffed  here  and  gay  perrie, 
As  perles,  ne  with  gold,  ne  clothes  riche. 

After  thy  text  ne  after  thy  rubriche 
I  wol  not  work  as  mochel  as  a  gnat. 
Thou  fayft  alfo  I  walke  out  like  a  cat } 
For  who  fo  wolde  fenge  the  cattes  flciri 
Than  wol  the  cat  wel  dwellen  in  hire  in  ; 
And  if  the  cattes  fkin  be  fleke  and  gay, 
She  wol  nat  dwellen  in  hous  half  a  day, 
But  forth  fhe  wol,  or  any  day  be  dawed, 
To  fhew  hire  fkin  and  gon  a  caterwawed. 
This  is  to  fay,  if  f  be  gay,  fire  fhrewe, 
I  wol  renne  out  my  borel  for  to  fhe  we. 
Sire  olde  fool,  what  helpeth  thee  to  fpien  ?      «. 
Though  thou  pray  Argus  with  his  hundred  eyen 
To  be  my  wardecorps,  as  he  can  beft, 
In  faith  he  fhal  not  kepe  me  but  me  left  : 
Yet  coude  I  make  his  berd,  fo  mote  I  the. 

Thou  fayeft  eke  that  ther  ben  thinges  three, 
XVhich  thinges  gretiy  troublen  all  tins  erthe, 
And  that  no  wight  ne  may  endure  the  ferthe  : 
O  lefe  fire  fhrewe,  Jefu  fhort  thy  lif. 

Yet  precheft  thou,  an  fayft,  an  hateful  wif 
Yrekened  is  for  on  of  thife  mifchances. 
Be  ther  nort  other  maner  refemblances 
That  ye  may  liken  your  parables  to 
But  if  a  fely  wif  be  on  of  tho  ? 

Thou  Hkeneft  eke  womans  love  to  helle, 
To  barrein  lond  ther  water  may  not  dwelle. 

Thou  likeneft  it  alfo  to  wilde  fire  ; 
The  mor  it  brenneth,  the  more  it  hath  defire 
To  confume  every  thing  that  brent  would  be. 

Thou  fayeft  right  as  wormes  fhende  a  tre 
Right  fo  a  wif  deftroieth  hire  hufbond  ; 
This  knowen  they  that  ben  to  wives  bond, 

JLordings,  right  thus,  as  ye  han  underftond, 
Bare  I  ftifly  min  old  hufbondes  on  hond, 
That  thus  they  faiden  in  hir  drcnkennefle ; 
And  all  was  falfe  but  as  I  toke  witneffe 
On  Jankin,and  upon  my  nece  alfo. 

0  Lord !  the  peine  I  did  hem  and  the  wo, 
Ful  giltelefsjby  Goddcsfwetepine, 

For  as  an  hors  I  coude  bite  and  whine ; 

1  coude  plain,  and  I  was  in  the  gilt, 
Or  elles  oftentime  I  had  ben  fpilt. 

Who  fo  firft  cometh  to  the  mill  firft  grint ; 
I  plained  firft,  fo  was  our  werre  yftint. 
They  were  ful  glad  to  excufen  hem  full  blive 
Of  thing  the  which  they  never  agilt  hir  live. 
Of  wenches  wold  I  beren  hem  on  hond 
"Whan  that  for  fike  unuethes  might  they  ftond, 
Yet  tikeled  I  his  herte  for  that  he 
"Wend  that  I  had  of  him  fo  §ret  chiertee  : 


I  fwore  that  all  my  walking  out  by  ntght 

Was  for  to  efpien  wenches  that  he  dight  5 

Under  that  colour  had  I  many  a  mirth  ; 

For  all  fwiche  wit  is  yeven  us  in  our  birth  ; 

Deceite,  weping,  fpinning,  God  hath  yeven 

To  women  kindly  while  that  they  may  liven. 

And  thus  of  o  thing  I  may  avaunten  me, 

At  th'  ende  I  had  the  beter  in  eche  degree, 

By  fleight  or  force,  or  by  fom  maner  thing, 

As  by  continual  murmur  of  grutching, 

Namely  a-bed  ;  ther  hadden  they  mefchanee  ; 

Ther  wold  I  chide,  and  don  hem  no  plefance  ; 

I  wold  no  lenger  in  the  bed  abide 

If  that  I  felt  his  arme  over  my  fide, 

Till  he  had  made  his  raunfon  unto  me, 

Than  wold  I  foffre  him  do  his  nicetee  : 

And  therfore  every  man  this  Tale  I  tell, 

Winne  who  fo  may,  for  all  is  for  to  fell. 

With  empty  hond  men  may  no  haukes  lure  ; 

For  winning  wold  I  all  his  luft  endure, 

And  maken  me  a  feined  appetit, 

And  yet  in  bacon  had  I  never  delit, 

That  maked  me  that  ever  I  wold  him  chide ; 

For  though  the  Pope  had  fitten  hem  befide, 

I  wold  not  fpare  hem  at  hir  owen  bord, 

For  by  my  trouthe  I  quitte  hem  word  for  ward. 

As  helpe  me  veray  God  omnipotent, 

Tho  I  right  now  fhould  make  my  teftament, 

I  ne  owe  him  not  a  word  that  it  n'is  quit ; 

I  brought  it  fo  abouten  by  my  wit 

That  they  muft  yeve  it  up  as  for  the  beft, 

Or  elles  had  we  never  been  in  reft  ; 

For  though  he  loked  as  aNvood  leon 

Yet  fhuld  he  faille  of  his  conclufion. 

Than  wold  I  fay,  Now,  goode  lefe,  take  kepc  ; 
How  mekely  loketh  Wiikin  oure  fhepe  ! 
Come  ner  my  fpoufe,  and  let  me  ba  thy  chcke  ; 
Ye  fhulden  be  al  patient  and  meke, 
And  han  a  fvvete  fpiced  confcience, 
Sith  ye  fo  preche  of  Jobes  patience, 
Suffreth  alway  fin  ye  fo  wel  can  preche, 
And  but  ye  do,  certain  we  fhall  you  techc 
That  it  is  faire  to  han  a  wif  in  pees. 
On  of  us  tw"o  moft  howen  doutelees; 
And  fith  a  man  is  more  refonable 
Than  woman  is,  ye  moften  ben  fuffrable. 
What  aileth  you  to  grutchen  thus  and  grone^ 
Is  it  for  ye  wold  have  my  queint  alone  ? 
Why  take  it  all ;  lo,  have  it  every  del ; 
Peter,  I  fhrew  you  but  you  love  it  wel : 
For  if  I  wolde  fell  my  bella  cbofe, 
I  coude  walke  as  frcfhe  as  is  a  rofe, 
But  I  wol  kepe  it  for  your  owen  toth. 
Ye  be  to  blame,  by  God  I  fay  you  foth. 

Swiche  maner  .wordes  hadden  we  on  hond. 
Now  wol  I  fpeken  of  my  of  fourthe  hufbond* 

My  fourthe  hufbonde  was  a  revellour, 
This  is  to  fayn,  he  had  a  paramour, 
And  I  was  yonge  and  ful  of  ragerie, 
Stibborne  and  ftrong,  and  joly  as  a  pie  ; 
Though  coude  I  dancen  to  an  harpe  finale. 
And  fing  ywis  as  any  nightingale, 
When  I  had  dronke  a  draught  of  fwete  wilWr 
Mettellius,  the  foul  cherlc, 
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That  with  a  ftaf  beraft  his  wif  hire  lif 

For  flie  drank  wine,  though  I  had  been  his  wif 

Ne  fhuld  he  not  have  daunted  me  fro  drinke ; 

And  after  wine  of  Venus  moft  1  thinke  ; 

Foral  fo  fiker  as  cold  ergendreth  hayl 

A  likerous  mouth  moft  han  a  likerous  tayl. 

In  woman  vinolent  is  no  defence, 

This  knowen  lechours  by  experience. 

But,  Lord  Crift  !  whan  that  it  remembreth  me 
Upon  my  youth,  and  on  my  jolitee, 
It  tikeleth  me  about  myn  herte  rote  : 
Unto  this  day  it  doth  myn  herte  bote, 
'That  I  have  had  my  world  as  in  my  time. 
But  age,  alas  !  that  all  wol  envenime, 
Hath  me  beraft  my  beautee  and  my  pith ; 
Let  go,  farewel,  the  devil  go  therwith  ! 
The  flour  is  gon,  ther  n'is  no  more  to  tell ; 
The  bren  as  I  beft  may  now  mofte  I  fell. 
But  yet  to  be  right  mery  wol  I  fond, 
Now  forth  to  tellen  of  my  fourthe  hufbond. 

I  fay  1  had  in  herte  gret  deipit 
That  he  of  any  other  had  delit  : 
But  he  was  quit  by  God  and  by  Seint  Joce  : 
I  made  him  of  the  fame  wood  a  croce, 
Not  of  my  body  in  no  foule  manere, 
But  certainly  I  made  folk  fwiche  chere, 
That  in  his  owen  grefe  I  made  him  frie, 
For  anger  and  for  veray  jaloufie. 
By  God,  in  erth  I  was  his  Purgatorie, 
For  which  I  hope  his  foule  be  in  glorie  : 
For,  God  it  wote,  he  fate  ful  oft  and  fonge 
Whan  that  his  fho  ful  bitterly  him  wronge  : 
Ther  was  no  wight,  fave  God  and  he,  that  wifte 
In  many^a  wife  how  fore  that  I  him  twifte; 
He  died  whan  I  came'  fro  Jerufalem, 
And  lith  ygrave  under  the  rode"-beem  ; 
All  is  his  tpmbe  not  fo  curious 
As  was  the  fepulcre  of  him  Darius, 
Which  that  Appelles  wrought  fo  fotelly  : 
It  is  but  waft  to  bury  hem  precioufly: 
Let  him  farewel,  Gcd  give  his  foule  reft, 
He  is  now  in  his  grave  and  in  his  cheft. 

New  of  my  fifthe  hufbonde  wol  I  telle  : 
God  let  his  foule  never  come  in  helle  : 
And  yet  was  -he  to  me  the  mofte  fhrew  ; 
That  fele  I  on  my  ribbes  all  by  rew, 
And  ever  fhal  unto  min  ending  day  : 
But  in  our  bed  he  was  fo  frefh  and  gay, 
And  therwithall  he  coude  fo  well  me  glofe, 
Whan  that  he  wolde  han  my  belle  chofe, 
That  though  he  had  be  be?  on  every  bon 
He  coude  win  agen  my  love  anon. 
I  trow  I  loved  him  the  bet/for  he    ' 
Was  of  his  love  fo  dangerous  to  me. 
We  wimmen  han,  if  that  I  fhal  not  lie, 
In  this  matere  a  queinte  fantafie. 
Waite,  .what  thing  we  may  nat  lightly  have, 
Therafter  wol  we  cry  all  day  and  crave. 
Forbede  us  thing  and  that  defiren  we  ; 
Prefe  on  us  faft  and  thanne  wol  we  flee; 
With  danger  uttren  we  all  our  chaffare  ; 
Gret  prees  at  market  maketh  dere  ware, 
And  to  gret  chepe  is  hplden  at  litel  prife  ; 
This  knoweth  every  woman  that  is  wife. 
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My  fifthe  hufbnnde,  God  his  fouie  blelfe, 
Which  that  I  toke  for  love  and  no  richefie, 
He  fonitime  was  a  clerk  of  Oxenforde, 
And  had  left  fcole,  and  went  at  home  at  borde 
With  my  goffib,  dwelling  in  oure  tounj 
God  have  hire  foule  !  hire  name  was  Alifoun. 
She  knew  my  herte  and  all  my  privetee 
Bet  than  our  parifli  preeft,  fo  mote  I  the  : 
To  hire  hewried  I  my  cotmfeil  all, 
For  had  my  hufbond  piffed  on  a  wall, 
Or  don  a  thing  that  fhuld  have  coft  his  lif^ 
To  hire,  and  to  another  worthy  w*f, 
And  to  my  nece,  which  that  1  loved  xvel, 
I  wold  have  told  his  counfeil  every  del : 
And  fo  I  did  ful  often,  God  it  wote, 
That  made  his  face  full  often  red  and  hote 
For  veray  fhame,  and  blamed  himfelf,  for  he 
Had  told  to  me  fo  gret  a  privatee. 

And  fo  befell  that  ones  in  a  Lent 
(So  often  times  I  to  my  goffib  went, 
For  ever  yet  I  loved  to  be  gay, 
And  for  to  walke  in  March,  April,  and  May, 
From  hous  to  hous,  to  heren  fundry  tales) 
That  Jankin  clerk,  and  my  goflib  Dame  Ales, 
And  I  myfelf,  into  the  feldes  went. 
Myn  hufbond  was  at  London  all  that  Lent  : 
I  had  the  better  leifer  for  to  pleie, 
And  for  to  fee,  and  eke  for  to  be  feie 
Of  lufty  folk.  What  wift  I  wher  my  grace 
Was  fhape'n  for  to  be,  or  in  what  place  ? 
Therfore  made  I  my  vifitations 
To  vigilies  and  to  proceffions, 
To  prechings  eke,  and  to  thife  pilgrimage's, 
To  playes  of  miracles,  and  mafiages, 
And  wered  upon  my  gay  flcarlet  gites. 
Thife  wormes,  ne  thife  mothes,  ne  thife  mite*, 
Upon  my  paraille  frett  hem  never  a  del ; 
And  woft  thou  why  ?  for  they  were  ufed  wel. 

Now  wol  I  tellen  forth  what  happed  me. 
I  fay  that  in  the  feldes  walked  we 
Till  trewely  we  had«fwiche  daliance, 
This  clerk  and  I,  that  of  my  purveance 
I  fpake  to  him,  and  faid  him  how  that  hej 
If  I  were  widewe,  fhulde  weddea  me; 
For  certainly,  I  fay  for  no  bobance, 
Yet  was  I  never  without  purveance 
Of  mariage,  ne  of  other  thinges1  eke  : 
I  hold  a  moufes  wit  not  worth  a  leke 
That  hath  but  on  hole  for  to  fterten  to, 
And  if  that  faille,  than  is  all  ydo; 

I  bare  him  on  hond  he  had  enchanted  me^ 
(My  dame  tau^hte  me  that  fubtiltee) 
And  eke  I  fayd  I  mette  of  him  all  night* 
He  wold  han  flain  me  as  I  lay  upright, 
And  all  my  bed  was  ful  of  veray  blood  ; 
But  yet  I  hope  that  ye  fliuln  do  me  good, 
For  blood  betokeneth  gold,  as  me  was  taught, 
And  al  was  falfe,  I  dreamed  of  him  right  naughta 
But  as  I  folwed  ay  my  dames  lore, 
As  wel  of  that  as  of  other  thinges  more. 

But  now,  Sire,  let  me  fee,  what  fhall  I  fain  ? 
A  ha !  by  God  I  have  my  Tale  again. 
Whan  that  my  fourthe  hufbonde  was  on  bere, 
I  wept  ulgatc  and  made  a  fory  chere, 
Diuj 
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As  wives  motcn,  for  it  is  the  ufagc, 
And  with  my  coverchefe  covered  my  vifage ; 
But  for  that  I  was  purveyed  of  a  make, 
J  wept  but  fmal,  and  that  I  undertake. 

To  chirche  was  myn  hufbond  born  a-rnorwe 
With  ueigheboures  that  for  him  maden  forowe, 

And  Jankin  oure  clerk  was  on  of  tho  : 

As  heipe  me  God,  whan  that  I  faw  him  go 

After  the  here,  me  thought  he  had  a  paire 

Of  legges  and  of  feet  fo  clene  and  faire 

That  all  my  herte  I  yave  unto  his  hold. 

He  was,  I  trow,  a  twenty  winter  old, 

And  I  was-fourty,  if  I  flial  fay  foth, 

But  yet  I  had  alway  a  coltes  toth. 

Gat-tothed  I  was,  and  that  became  me  wele  -, 

I  had  the  print  of  Seint  Venus  fele. 

As  helpe  me  God,  I  was  a  lufty  on, 

And  faire,  and  riche,  and  yonge,  and  wel  begon  ; 

And  trewely,  as  min  hufbondes  tolden  me, 

I  had  the  befte  queint  that  mighte  be, 

For  certes  I  am  all  Venerian 

In  feling,  and  my  herte  is  Martian  : 

Venus  me  yave  my  luft  and  likeroufneffe, 

And  Mars  yave  me  my  iturdy  hardineffe. 

Min  afcendent  was  Taure,  and  Mars  therinne  : 

Alas,  alas  !  that  ever  love  was  finnei 

I  folwed  ay  min  inclination 

By  vertue  of  my  conftellation  ; 

That  made  me  that  I  coude  nat  withdraw 

My  chambre  of  Venus  from  a  good  felaw  ; 

Yet  have  I  Martes  roerke  upon  my  face, 

And  alfo  in  another  privee  place  ; 

For  God  fa  wifly  be  my  falvation, 

I  loved  never  by  no  difcretion, 

But  ever  folwed  min  appetit, 

All  were  he  fhorte,  longe,  blacke,  or  white  : 

I  toke  no  kepe,  fo  that  he  liked  me, 

How  poure  he  was,  ne  eke  of  what  degree. 

What  fhulde  I  fay  ?  but  at  the  monthes  ende 
This  joly  clerk  Jankin,  that  was  fo  hende,. 
Hath  wedded  me  with  gret  folempnitee^ 
And  to  him  yave  I  all  the  lond  and  fee 
That  ever  was  me  yeven  therbefore, 
But  afterward  repented  me  ful  fore. 
He  n'olde  fuffre  nothing  of  my  lift  ; 
By  God  he  fmote  me' ones  with  hisfift,. 
For  that  I  rent  out  of  his  book  a  lefe, 
That  of  the  ftroke  myn  ere  wex  all  defe- 
Stibborne  I  was  as  is  a  leonefle, 
And  of  my  tonge  a  veray  janglereffe ; 
And  walke  I  wold,  as  I  had  don  bcforn, 
Fro  hous  to  hous,  although  he  had  it  r.,orn» 
For  which  he  oftentimes  wold  preche, 
And  me  of  olde  Romaine  geftes  teche. 

How  he  Sulpitius  Gallus  left  his  wif, 
.And  hire  forfoke  for  terme  of  all  his  lif, 
Not  but  for  open-heded  he  hire  fay 
looking  out  at  his  dore  upon  a  day. 

Another  Romaine  told  he  me  by  name, 
That  for  his  wif  was  at  a  fommer  game 
Without  his  weting  he  forfoke  hire  eke. 

And  than  wold  he  upon  his  Bible  feke 
That  Hkc  proverbe  of  Ecc'-rikifte, 
Wher  he  coaimsadcth,  urJ  forledeth  fafte, 


Man  fhal  not  fuffer  his  wif  go  roule  aboute. 

Than  wold  he  fay  right  thus  withouten  doutf., 
Who  fo  that  bildeth  his  hous  all  of  falwes,        r :  -, 
And  priketh  his  blind  hors  over  the  falwes, 
And  fuffereth  his  wif  to  go  ftken  halwes, 
Is  worthy  to  be  honged  on  the  galwes. 

But  all  for  nought;  T  fette  not  an  hawe 
Of  his  proverbes  ne  of  his  olde  fawe  ; 
Ne  1  wold  not  of  him  corrected  be. 
I  hate  hem  that  my  vices  tellen  me, 
And  fo  do  mo  of  us  (God  wote)  than  I. 
This  made  him  wood  with  me  all  utterly  ; 
I  n'olde  not  forbere  him  in  no  cas. 

Now  wol  I  fay  you  foth,  by  Seint  Thomas, 
Why  that  I  rent  out  of  his  book  a  lefe, 
For  which  he  fmote  me  fo  that  I  was  defe. 

He  had  a  book  that  gladly  night  and  day 
For  his  difport  he  wolde  it  rede  alway  ; 
He  cleped  it  Valerie  and  Theophraft, 
And  with  that  bock  he  lough  away  ful  faft. 
And  eke  ther  was  a  clerk  fomtime  at  Rome, 
A  cardinal,  that  highte  Seint  Jerome, 
That  made  a  book  again  Jovinian, 
Which  book  was  ther,  and  eke  Tertullian,. 
Crifippus,  Trotula,  and  Helowis, 
That  was  abbeffe  not  fer  fro  Paris, 
And  eke  the  Paraboles  of  Salomon, 
Ovides  Art,  and  bourdes  many  on  ; 
And  alle  thife  were  bonden  in  o  yolume. 
And  every  night  and  day  was  his  cuftume   i 
(Whan  he  had  leifer  and  vacation 
From  other  worldly  occupation) 
To  reden  in  this  book  of  wikked  wives  : 
He  knew  of  hem  mo  legendes  and  mo  lives 
Than  ben  of  goode  wives  in  the  Bible. 

For  trufteth  wel  it  is  an  impoffible 
That  any  clerk  wol  fpcken  good  of  wives, 
(But  if  it  be  of  holy  feintes  lives) 
Ne  of  non  other  woman  never  the  mo. 
Who  peinted  the  Icon,  telleth  me  who  ? 
By  God  if  wimmen  haddeu  written  ftories, 
As  clerkes.han,  within  hir  oratories, 
They  wold  have  writ  of  men  more  wikkedneffe 
Than  all  the  merke  of  Adam  may  redreffe. 
The  children  of  Mercury  and  of  Venus 
Ben  in  hir  werking  ful  contrarious. 
Mercury  loveth  wifdom  and  fcience, 
And  Venus  loveth  riot  and  difpence  ; 
And  for  hir  divers  difpofition 
Eche  falleth  in  others  TxaltRtion  : 
As  thus  ;  God  wote  Mercury  is  defolat 
In  Pifces,  wher  Venus  is  exaltat, 
And  Venus  falleth  wher  Mercury  is  reifeet, 
Therfcre  no  woman  of  no  clerk  is  preifed. 
The  clerk  whan  he  is  old,  and  may  naught  d» 
Of  Venus  werkes  not  worth  his  old  mo, 
Than  fiteth  he  doun  and  writeth  in  his  dotage 
That  wimmen  cannot  kepe  hir  manage*. 
But  now  to  purpos  why  I  tolde  thee 
That  I  was  beten  for  a  book  parde. 

Upon  a  night  Jankin,  that  was  our  fire, 
Red  on  his  book  as  he  fate  by  the  fire, 
Of  Eva  firft,  that  for  hire  wickedneffe, 
Was  all  mankinds  brought  to  wretchedncffe 
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For  which  that  Jefu  Crift  himfelf  was  flain, 
That  bpught  us  with  his  herte  blood  again. 

Lo  here  expreffe  of  wimmen  may  ye  find 
That  woman  was  the  loffe  of  all  mankind. 

Tho  redde  he  me  how  Sampfon  loft  his  heres, 
Sleping  his  lemmankitte  hem  with  hire  fheres, 
Thurgh  whiche  trefon  loft  he  both  his  eyen, 

Tho  redde  he  me,  if  that  I  fhail  not  lien, 
Of  Hercules,  and  of  his  Deianire, 
That  caufed  him  to  fet  himfelf  a-fire. 

Nothing  forgat  he  the  care  and  the  wo 
That  Socrates  had  with  his  wives  two ; 

How  Xantippa  caft  pifTe  upon  his  hed. 
This  fcly  man  fat  ftill  as  he  were  ded  ; 
He  wiped  his  hed  ;  no  more  dorft  he  fain 
But,  Er  the  thonder  flint  ther  cometh  rain.  ' 

Of  Pafiphae,  that  was  the  Quene  of  Crete, 
For  fhrewedneffe  him  thought  the  tale  fwete. 
Fie  !  fpeke  no  more  (it  is  a  grifely  thing) 
Of  hire  horrible  luft  and  hire  liking. 

Of  Clitemneftra,  for  hire  lecherie 
That  falfcly  made  hire  hufbond  for  to  die, 
He  redde  it  with  ful  good  devotion. 

He  told  me  eke  for  what  occafion 
Amphiorax  at  Thebes  loft  his  lif : 
My  hufbond  had  a  legend  of  his  wif 
Eriphile,  that  for  an  ouche  of  gold 
Hath  prively  unto  the  Grekes  told 
Wher  that  hire  hufbond  hidde  him  in  a  place, 
For  which  he  had  at  Thebes  fory  grace. 

Of  Lima  told  he  me,  and  of  Lucie  ; 
They  bothe  mad.  liir  hufbondes  for  to  die, 
That  on  for  love,  that  other  was  for  hate. 
Lima  hir  hufbond  on  an  even  late 
Enpoyfoned  hath,  for  that  fhe  was  his  fo  : 
Lucia  likerous  loved  hire  hufoond  fo, 
That  for  he  fhuld  alway  upon  hire  thinke, 
She  yave  him  fwiche  a  maner  love-drinke, 
That  he  was  ded  e-r  it  were  by  the  morwe  : 
And  thus  algates  hufbondes  hadden  forwc. 

Than  told  he  me  how  on  Latumeus 
Complained  to  his  fclaw  Arius, 
That  in  his  gardin  growed  fwiche  a  tree, 
On  which  he  faid  how  that  his  v/ives  three 
Honged  hemfelf  for  hertes  defpitous. 
O  leve  brother  !  quod  this  Arius, 
Yeve  me  a  plant  of  thilke  bleffed  tree, 
And  in  my  gardin  planted  fhal  it  be. 

Of  later  date,  of  wives  hath  he  redde, 
That  fom  han  flain  hir  hufbondes  in  hir  bedde, 
And  let  hir  lechour  dight  hem  all  the  night, 
While  that  the  corps  lay  in  the  flore  upright ; 
And  fom  han  driven  nailes  in  hir  brain, 
While  that  they  flepe,  and  thus  they  han  hem  flain  ; 
Som  han  hem  yeven  poyfon  in  hir  drink  ; 
He  fpake  more  harm  than  herte  may  bethinke. 

And  therwithallhe  knew  of  mo  proverbes 
Than  in  this  world  ther  growen  gras  or  herbes. 

Bet  is  (quod  he)  thin  habitation 
Be  with  a  Icon  or  a  foule  dragon 
Than  with  a  woman  ufmg  for  to  chide. 

Bet  is  (quod  he)  high  in  the  roof  abide 
Than  with  an  angry  \\  o  nan  doun  in  the  hous, 
Ybey  Len  fo  wikked  and  contrarious :' 
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They  haten  that  hir  hufbondes  loven  ay. 

He  fayd  a  woman  caft  hire  fhame  away 
Whan  fhe  caft  of  hire  fmock  ;  and  forther  mo^ 
A  faire  woman,  but  fhe  be  chaft  alfo, 
Is  lik'e  a  gold  ring  in  a  fowes  nofe. 

Who  coude  wene  or  who  coude  fuppofe 
The  wo  that  in  min  herte  was  and  the  pine  ? 
And  whan  I  faw  he  n'olde  never  fine 
To  reden  on  this  cm-fed  book  all  night, 
Al  fodenly  three  leves  have  I  plight 
Out  of  his  book,  right  as  he  redde,  and  eke 
I  with  my  fift  fo  toke  him  on  the  cheke 
That  in  oure  fire  he  fell  backward  adoun  ; 
And  he  up  ftcrte  as  doth  a  wood  leoun, 
And  with  his  fift  he  fmote  me  on  the  hed, 
That  in  the  flore  I  lay  as  I  were  ded. 
And  whan  he  faw  how  ftille  that  I  lay 
He  was  agaft,  and  wold  have  fled  awayr 
Til  at  the  laft  out  of  my  fwoagh  1  brayde. 

0  !  haft  thou  flain  me,  falfe  thief?  I  fayde, 
And  for  my  lond  thus  haft  thou  mordred  me  ? 
Er  I  be  ded  yet  wol  I  kiflen  thee.     . 

And  nere  he  came,  and  kneled  faire  adoun, 
Andfayde,Dere  fufter  Aiifoun! 
As  helpe  me  God  I  fhal  thee  never  fmite  : 
That  I  have  don  it  is  thyfelf  to  wite  ; 
Foryeve  it  me,  and  that  I  thee  befeke. 
And  yet  eftfones  I  hitte  him  on  the  cheke, 
And  fayde,  Theef,  thus  much  am  1  awreke. 
Now  wol  I  die,  I  may  no  longer  fpeke. 

But  at  the  laft,  with  mochel  care  and  wo, 
We  fell  accorded  by  ourfelven  two. 
He  yaf  me  all  the  bridel  in  min  bond 
To  han  the  governance  of  hous  and  lond, 
And  of  his  tonge  and  of  his  bond  alfo, 
And  made  him  brenne  his  book  anon  right  the* 

And  whan  that  I  had  getten  unto  me 
By  maiftrie  all  the  foverainetee, 
And  that  he  fayd,  Min  owen  trewe  wif, 
Do  as  thee  lift  the  terme  of  all  thy  lif ; 
Kepe  thin  honour,  and  kepe  eke  min  eftat  j 
After  that  day  we  never  had  dekat. 
God  helpe  me  fo,  I  was  to  him  as  kinde 
As  any  wif  fro  Denmark  unto  Inde, 
And  al  fo  trewe,  and  fo  was  he  to  me  : 

1  pray  to  God  that  fit  in  majeftee 

So  blifle  his  foule,  for  his  mercy  dere. 
Now  wol  I  fay  my  Tale  if  ye  wol  here. 

The  Frere  lough  whan  he  had  herd  all  this  : 
Now,  Dame,  quod  he,  fo  have  I  joye  and  blifs, 
This  is  a  long  preamble  of  a  Tale. 

And  whan  the  Sompnour  herd  the  Frere  gale,. 
Lo  (quod  this  Sompnour)  Goddes  armes  two, 
A  Frere  wol  entermete  him  evermo  : 
Lo,  goode  men,  a  flie  and  eke  a  Frere 
Wol  fall  in  every  difli  and  eke  matere.        < 
What  fpekeft  thou  of  preambulatioun  ? 
What  ?  amble  or  trot,  or  pees,  or  go  fit  doun  : 
Thou  letteft  our  difport  in  this  matere. 

Ye,  wolt  thou  fo,  Sire  Sompnour  ?  quod  the  Frere ; 
Now  by  my  faith  I  fhal,  er  that  I  go, 
Tell  of  a  Sompnour  fwiche  a  Tale  or  two, 
That  all  the  folk  fhal  laughen  in  this  place. 

Now  ellc*,  Frere,  I  will  befhrewe  thy  facc» 
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(Quod  this  Sompnour)  and  I  befhrewe  me 
But  if  I  tellc  Tales  two  or  three 
Of  Freres,  or  I  come  to  Sidenborne, 
That  I  (hal  make  thin  herte  for  to  morne, 
For  wel  I  wot  thy  patience  is  gone. 
Our  Hofte  cried,  Pc.es,  and  that  anon  ; 


And  fayde,  Let  the  woman  tell  hire  Tale ; 

Ye  fare  as  folk  that  dronken  ben  of  ale. 

Do,  Dame,  tell  forth  your  Tale,  ai  J  that  is  bcft. 

Al  redy,  Sire,  quod  file,  right  as  you  left, 
If  I  have  licence  of  this  worthy  Frere. 

Yes,  Dame,  quod  he,  tell  forth,  and  I  wol  here. 
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IN  olde  dayes  of  the  King  Artour, 
Of  which  that  Bretons  fpeken  gret  honour, 
All  was  this  lond  fulfilled  of  Faerie  ; 
The  Elf  quene  with  hire  joly  compagnie 
Danced  ful  oft  in  many  a  grene  mede, 
This  was  the  old  opinion  as  I  rede ; 
I  fpeke  of  many  hundred  yeres  ago, 
But  now  can  no  man  fee  non  elves  mo  ; 
For  now  the  grete  charitee  and  prayeres 
Of  limitoures  and  other  holy  freres, 
That  ferchen  every  land  and  every  ftreme, 
As  thikke  as  motes  in  the  fonne  beme, 
Bliffing  hallcs,  chambres,  kichens,  and  boures, 
Citees  and  burghes,  caftles  highe  and  toures, 
Thropes  and  bernes,  fhepenes  and  daires, 
This  maketh  that  therben  no  Faeries  : 
For  ther  as  wont  to  waken  was  an  elf, 
Ther  walketh  now  the  limateur  himfelf 
In  undermeles  and  in  morweninges, 
And  fayth  his  matines  and  his  holy  thinges 
As  he  goth  in  his  limitatioun; 
Women  may  now  go  fafely  up  and  doun, 
In  every  bufti,  and  under  every  tree, 
Ther  is  non  other  Incubes  but  he, 
And  he  ne  will  don  hem  no  difhonour. 
An  fo  befell  it  that  this  King  Artour 
Had  in  his  hous  a  lufty  bacheler, 
That  on  a  day  came  riding  fro  river  : 
And  happed  that,  alone  as  fhe  was  borne, 
He  faw  a  maiden  walking  him  beforne, 
Of  which  maid  he  anon,  maugre  hire  hed, 
By  veray  force  beraft  hire  maidenhed  : 
For  which  oppreffion  was  fwiche  clamour, 
And  fwiche  purfuite  unto  the  King  Artour, 
That  damned  was  this  knight  for  to  be  ded, 
By  cours  of  lawe,  and  fhuld  have  loft  his  hed, 
(Paraventure  fwiche  was  the  ftatut'e  tho) 
But  that  the  quene  and  other  ladies  mo 

*  A  batchelor  of  King  Arthur's  court  is  enjoined  by  ^e 
^ueen,  upon  pain  of  death,  to  tell  w'lat  thine  it is  *hat  wo 
men  do  moll  detirc.  At  length  he  is  taucht  it  by  an  old 
woman,  whom  he  is  enforced  to  marry.  Urry. 


So  longe  praieden  the  king  of  grace, 
Til  he  his  lif  him  granted  in  the  place, 
And  yaf  him  to  the  quene,  all  at  hire  will 
To  chefe  whether  fhe  wold  him  fave  or  fp'ill. 

The  quene  thanketh  the  king  with  all  hire  might* 
And  after  this  thus  fpake  fhe  to  the  knight, 
Whan  that  fhe  faw  hire  time  upon  a  day. 

Thou  ftandeft  yet  (quod  fhe)  in  fwiche  array^ 
That  of  thy  lif  yet  haft  thou  not  feuretee  ; 
I  grant  thee  lif  if  thou  canft  tellen  me 
What  thing  is  it  that  women  mcft  defiren  : 
Beware,  and  keppe  thy  nekke  bone  from  yren.- 
And  if  thou  canft  not  tell  it  me  anon, 
Yet  wol  I  yeve  thee  leve  for  to  gon 
A  twelvemonth  and  a  day  to  feke  and  lere 
And  anfwer  fuffifant  in  this  matere  ; 
And  feuretee  wol  I  have,  or  that  thou  pace, 
Thy  body  for  to  yelden  in  this  place. 

Wo  was  the  knight,  and  forwefully  he  fiketh  : 
But  what  ?  he  may  not  don  all  as  him  liketh. 
And  at  the  laft  he  chefe  him  for  to  wende, 
And  come  agen  right  at  the  yeres  ende 
With  fwiche  anfwer  as  God  wold  him  purvay^ 
And  taketh  his  leve,  and  wendeth  for  his  way. 

He  feketh  every  hous  and  every  place. 
Wher  as  he  hopeth  for  to  finden  grace, 
To  lernen  what  thing  women  loven  mofte ; 
But  hene  coude  ariven  in  no  cofte 
Wher  as  he  mighte  find  in  this  matere 
Two  creatures  according  in  fere. 
Som  faiden  women  loven  beft  richeffe, 
Som  faiden  honour,  fom  faiden  jolineffe, 
Som  riche  array,  fom  faiden  luft  a-bedde, 
And  oft  time  to  be  widewe  and  to  be  wedde. 

Some  faiden  that  we  ben  in  herte  moft  efed 
Whan  that  we  ben  yflatered  and  ypreifed. 
He  goth  ful  nigh  the  foth,  I  wol  not  lie ; 
A  man  fhal  winne  us  beft  with  flaterie  ; 
And  with  attendance  and  with  befineffe 
Ben  we  ylimed  bothe  more  and  lefle. 

And  fom  men  faiden  that  we  loven  bcf£ 
For  to  be  free,  and  do  right  as  us  left, 
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And  that  no  man  repreve  us  of  our  vice, 
But  fay  that  we  ben  wife  and  nothing  nice  : 
For  trewely  ther  n'is  non  of  us  all, 
If  any  wight  wol  claw  us  on  the  gall, 
That  we  n'ill  kike  for  that  he  faith  us  foth; 
Aflay,  and  he  fhal  find  it  that  fo  doth  : 
For  be  we  never  fo  vicious  withinne 
We  wol  be  holden  wife  and  clene  of  fmne. 

And  fom  faiden  that  gret  delit  han  we 
For  to  be  holden  ftable  and  eke  fecre, 
And  in  o  purpos  ftedfaftly  to  dwell, 
And  notbewreyen  thing  that  men  us  tell; 
Bot  that  tale  is  not  worth  a  rake-ftele. 
Parde  we  women  connen  nothing  hele, 
Witnefle  on  Mida  ;  wol  ye  here  the  Tale  ? 

Ovide,  amonges  other  thinges  fmale, 
Said  Mida  had  under  his  longe  heres 
Growing  upon  his  hed  two  affes  eres, 
The  whiche  vice  he  hid,  as  he  befte  might, 
Ful  fubtilly  from  every  mannes  fight, 
That  fave  his  wif  ther  wift  of  it  no  mo  ; 
He  loved  hire  moft,  and  trufted  hire  alfo ; 
He  praied  hire  that  to  no  creature 
She  n'olde  tellen  of  his  disfigure. 

She  fwore  him  Ney,  for  all  the  world  to  winne 
She  nolde  do  that  vilanie  ne  fume, 
To  make  hire  hufbond  han  fo  foule  a  name  : 
She  n'olde  not  tell  it  for  hire  owen  fhame. 
But  natheles  hire  thoughte  tha.t  fhe  dide 
That  fhe  fo  longe  fhulda  confeilhide; 
Hire  thought  it  fwal  fo  fore  about  hire  herte, 
That  nedely  fom  word  hire  muft  afterte  ; 
And  fith  fhe  dorft  nat  telle  it  to  no  man, 
Doun  to  a  mareis  fafte  by  fhe  ran ; 
Til  fhe  came  ther  hire  herte  was  a-fire  :     h 
-  And  as  a  bitore  bumbleth  in  the  mire, 
She  laid  hire  mouth  unto  the  water  doun. 
Bewre.y  me  not,  thou  water,  with  thy  foun, 
Quod  fhe  ;  to  thee  I  tell  it,  and  no  mo, 
Min  hufbond  hath  long  affes  eres  two. 
Now  is  min  herte  all  hole,  now  is  it  out, 
I  might  no  lenger  kepe  it  out  of  dout. 
Hene  may  ye  fee,  though  we  a  time  abide, 
Yet  out  it  mofte  ;  we  can  no  confeil  hide. 
The.remenantof  the  Tale,  if  ye  wol  here, 
Redeth  Ovide,  and  ther  ye  may  it  lere. 
t  This  knight,  of  which  my  Tale  is  fpecially, 
Whan  that  he  faw  he  might  not  come  therby, 
(This  is  to  fayn,  what  Women  loven  moft) 
Within  his  breft  ful  forweful  was  his  goft. 
But  home. he  goth,  he  mighte  not  fojourne  ; 
The  day  was  come  that  homw ard  muft  he  turne. 

id  in  his  way  it  happed  him  to  ride, 
all  his  care,  under  a  foreft  fide, 

rheras  he  faw  upon  a  dance  go 

f  ladies  foure-and-twenty,  and  yet  mo. 

Toward  this  ilke  dance  he  drow  ful  yerne, 

hop  that  he  fom  wifdom  Ihulde  lerne  ; 

Lit  certainly  er  he  came  fully  there 
fvanifhed  was  this  dance  he  n'iiie  not  wher  j 
to  creature  faw  he  that  bare  lif, 

on  the  grene  he  faw  fitting  a  wif, 
fouler  wight  ther  may  no  man  devife. 
this  knight  this  olde  wif  g.an  arifcj 


And  faide  Sire  Knight,  here  forth  ne  lith  no  way. 
Tell  me  what  that  ye  feken  by  your  fay, 
Paraventure  it  may  the  better  be  : 
Thife  olde  folk  con  mochcl  thing,  quod  ihe. 

My  leve  mother,  quod  this  knight,  certain 
I  n'am  but  ded  but  if  that  I  can  fain 
What  thing  it  is  that  women  moft  defire  : 
Coude  ye  me  wiffe  I  wold  quite  wel  your  hire. 
Plight  me  thy  trouthe  here  in  myn  hond,  quod  fhe, 
The  nexte  thing  that  I  requere  of  thec 
Thou  fhalt  it  do,  if  it  be  in  thy  might, 
And  I  wol  tell  it  you  or  it  be  night. 

Have  here    my    trouthe,    quod  the  knight,  I 
graunte. 

Thanne,  quod  Ihe,  I  dare  me  wel  avauntc 
Thy  lif  is  fauf,  for  I  wol  ftond  therby, 
Upon  my  lif  the  quene  wol  fay  as  I. 
Let  fee  which  is  the  proudeft  of  hem  alle, 
That  wereth  on  a  kerchef  or  a  calle, 
I  hat  dare  fayn  nay  of  that  I  fhal  you  teche. 
Let  us  go  forth  withouten  lenger  fpeche. 

Tho  rowned  fhe  a  piftel  in  his  ere, 
And  bad  him  to  be  glad,  and  have  no  fere. 

Whan  they  ben  comen  to  the  court,  this  knight 
Said  he  had  hold  his  day  as  he  had  hight, 
And  redy  was  his  anfwere,  as  he  faide. 
Ful  many  a  noble  wif,  and  many  a  maide, 
And  many  a  widewe,  for  that  they  ben  wife, 
(  The  quene  hiref elf  fitting  as  a  juftice):,, 
Affembled  ben  his  anfwer  for  to  here, 
And  afterward  this  knight  was  bode  apperc. 

To  every  wight  commanded  was  filence, 
And  that  the  knight  fhuld  tell  in  audience 
What  thing  that  worldly  women  loven  beft. 
This  knight  neftood  not  full  as  dothabeft^ 
But  to  thisqueftion  anon  anfwerd 
With  manly  vois,  that  all  the  court  it  herd. 

My  liege  Lady,  generally,  quod  he, 
Women  defiren  to  hau  foveraintee, 
As:  well  over  hir  hufbond  as  hir  love, 
And  for  to  ben  in  maiftrie  him  above. 
This  your  moft  defire,  though  ye  me  kille  ; 
Doth  as  you  lift,  I  am  here  at  your  wille. 

In  all  the  court  ne  was  ther  wif  ne  maide, 
Ne  widewe,  that  contraried  that  he  faide, 
But  faid  he  was  worthy  to  han  his  lif. 

And  with  that  word  up  ftevt  this  olde  wif 
Which  that  the  knight  faw  fitting  on  the  grene. 
Mercy,  quod  flie,  my  foveraine  lady  Quene, 
Er  that  your  court  depart,  as  doth  me  right. 
I  taughte  this  anfwere  unto  this  knight, 
For  which  he  plighte  me  his  trouthe  there, 
The  firfte  thing  I  wold  of  him  requere, 
He  wold  it  do,  if  it  lay  in  his  might. 
Before  this  court  than  pray  I  thee,  Sire-,  Knight, 
Quod  fhe,  that  thou  me  take  unto  thy  wif. 
For  wel  thou  woft  that  I  have  kept  thy  lif : 
If  I  fay  falfe,  fay  nay  upon  thy  fay. 

This  knight  anfwered,  Alas  arid  wala  wa ! 
I^wot  right  wel  that  fwiche  was  my  beheft. 
For  Goddes  love  as  chefe  a  new  requeft  : 
Take  all  my  good,  and  let  my  body  go.       * 

Nay  than,  quod  fhe,  I  fhrewe  us  bottle  two  * 
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For  though  that  I  be  oldc,  foule,  and  pore, 
I  n'-  Ide  for  all  the  metal  ne  the  ore 
That  under  erthe  is  grave,  or  lith  above, 
But  if  thy  wif  I  were  and  eke  thy  love. 

My  love  !  quod  he  ;  nay,  my  dampnation. 
Alas !  that  any  of  my  nation 
Shuld  ever  fo  foule  disparaged  be. 
But  all  for  nought ;  the  end  is  this,  that  he 
Conftrained  was  he  nedesmuft  hire  wed, 
And  taketh  this  olde  wif,  and  goth  to  bed. 

Now  wclden  fom  men  fayn  paraventure, 
That  for  my  negligence  I  do  no  cure 
To  tellen  you  the  joye  and  all  the  array 
That  at  the  fefte  was  that  ilke  day. 

To  which  thing  fhortly  anfweren  I  fhal : 
I  fay  ther  was  no  joye  ne  fefte  at  al ; 
Ther  n'as  but  hevineffe  and  mochel  forwe;          ;  • 
For  prively  he  wedded  hire  on  the  morwe, 
And  all  day  after  hid  him  as  an  oule, 
So  wo  was  him  his  wif  loked  fo  foule. 

Gret  was  the  wo  the  knight  had  in  his  thought 
"Whan  he  was  with  his  wif  a-bed  ybrought ; 
He  walweth,  and  he  turneth  to  and  fro. 

This  olde  wif  lay  fmiling  evermo, 
And  faid,  O  dere  hufbond,  benedicite  \ 
Fareth  ever  knight  thus  with  wif  as  ye  ? 
Is  this  the  lawe  of  King  Artoures  hous  ? 
Is  every  knight  of  his  thus  dangerous  ? 
I  am  your  owen  love,  and  eke  your  wif, 
I  am  fhe  which  that  faved  hath  your  lif, 
And  certes  yet  did  I  you  never  unright ; 
Why  fare  ye  thus  with  me  this  firfte  night  ? 
Ye  faren  like  a  man  had  loft  his  wit. 
What  is  my  gilt  ?  for  Goddes  love  tell  it, 
And  it  fhal  ben  amended  if  I  may. 

Amended  !  quod  this  knight,  alas !  nay,  nay, 
It  wol  not  ben  amended  never  mo ; 
Thou  art  fo  lothly,  and  fo  olde  alfo, 
And  therto  comen  of  fo  low  a  kind, 
That  littel  wonder  is  though  I  walwe  and  wind  ; 
So  wolde  God  min  herte  wolde  breft. 

Is  this,  quod  fhe,  the  caufe  of  your  unreft  ? 

Ye  certainly,  quod  he,  no  wonder  is. 

Now  Sire,  quod  fhe,  I  coude  amend  all  this, 
If  that  me  lift,  er  it  were  dayes  three, 
So  wel  ye  mighten  here  you  unto  me. 

But  for  ye  fpeken  of  fwiche  gentillefle 
As  is  defcended  out  of  old  richeffe  ; 
That  therefore  fhullen  ye  be  gentilmen  ; 
Swiche  arrogance  n'is  not  worth  an  hen. 

JLoke  who  that  is  moft  vertuous  alway, 
Prive  and  apert,  and  moft  entendeth  ay 
To  do  the  gentil  dedes  that  he  can, 
And  take  him  for  the  greteft  gentilman. 
Crift  wol  we  claime  of  him  our  gentillefle, 
Not  of  our  elders  for  hir  old  richefie ; 
For  though  they  yeve  us  all  hir  heritage, 
For  which  we  claime  to  ben  of  high  parage, 
Yet  may  they  not  bequethen  for  no  thing 
To  non  of  us  hir  vertuous  living, 
That  made  hem  gentilmen  called  to  be, 
And  bade  us  folwen  hem  in  fwiche  degree 

Wel  can  the  wife  poet  of  Florence, 
That  highte  Dant,  fpeken  of  this  fentence  : 


Lo  in  fwiche  maner  rime  is  Dantcs  tale*. 

Ful  felde  up  rifeth  by  his  branches  fmal<? 
Proweffe  of  man,  for  God  of  hisgoodnefie 
Wol  that  we  claime  of  him  our  gentillefle  ; 
For  of  our  elders  may  we  nothing  claime 
But   temporel    thing,    that  man   may  hurt  and 

Eke  every  wight  wot  this  as  wel  as  I,    [maime- 
If  gentillefle  were  planted  naturelly 
Unto  a  certain  linage  doun  the  line, 
Prive  and  apert,  than  wold  they  never  fine 
To  don  of  gentillefle  the  faire  office  ; 
They  mighten  do  no  vilanie  or  vice. 

Take  fire,  and  here  it  into  the  derkeft  hou* 
Betwix  this  and  the  Mount  of  Cacafus, 
And  let  men  fhette  the  doers,  and  go  thenne,. 
Yet  wol  the  fire  as  faire  lie  and  brenne 
As  twenty  thoufand  men  might  it  behold; 
His  office  naturel  ay  wol  it  hold, 
Up  peril  of  my  lif,  til  that  it  die. 

Here  may  ye  fee  wdrhow  that  genterie 
Is  not  annexed  to  poffeffion, 
Sith  folk  ne  don  hir  operation 
Alway,  as  doth  the  fire,  lo,  in  his.'kind  : 
For  God  it  wot  men  moun  ful  often  find 
A  lordes  fone  do  fhame  and  vilanie. 
And  he  that  wol  han  pris  of  his  genterie, 
For  he  was  boren  of  a  gentil  hous, 
And  had  his  elders  noble  and  vertuous, 
And  n'ill  himfelven  do  no  gentil  dedes, 
Ne  folwe  his  gentil  aunceftrie  that  ded  is. 
He  n'is  not  gentil,  be  he  duk  or  er!,, 
For  vilains  finful  dedes  make  a  cherl : 
For  gentillefle  n'is  but  the  renomee 
Of  thin  aunceftres  for  hir  high  bountee, 
Which  is  t  ftrange  thing  to  thy  perfone  r 
Thy  gentillefTe  cometh  fro  God  alone  ; 
Than  cometh  our  veray  gentilleffe  of  grace  , 
It  was  no  thing  bequethed  us  with  our  place. 

Thinketh  how  noble,  as  faith  Valerius, 
Was  thilke  Tullius  Hoftilius, 
That  out  of  poverte  rofe  to  high  noblefle. 
Redeth  Senek,  and  redeth  eke  Boece, 
Ther  fhull  ye  feen  expreffe  that  it  no  dred  i* 
That  he  is  gentil  that  doth  gentil  dedis  ; 
And  therefore,  leve  hufbond,  I  thus  conclude. 
Al  be  it  that  min  aunceftres  weren  rude,. 
Yet  may  the  highe  God,  and  fo  hope  I, 
Grcmten  me  grace  to  liven  vertuoufly  ; 
Than  am  I  gentil  whan  that  I  beginne 
To  liven  vertuoufly  and  weiven  finne. 

And  ther  as  ye  of  poverte  me  repreve, 
The  highe  God,  on  whom  that  we.beleve, 
In  wilful  poverte  chefe  to  lede  his  lif ; 
And  certes  every  man,  maiden,  or  wif, 
May  underftond  that  Jefus  heven  king 
Ne  wold  not  chefe  a  vicious  living. 

Glad  poverte  is  an  honeft  thing  certain,, 
This  wol  Senek  and  other  clerkes  fain. 
Who  fo  that  halt  him  paid  of  his  poverte,, 
I  hold  him  rich,  al  had  he  not  afherte. 
He  that  coveiteth  is  a  poure  wight, 
For  he  wold  han  that  is  not  in  his  might ; 
But  he  that  nought  hath,  ne  coveiteth  to  have, 
Is  riche,  although  ye  hold  him  but  a  knave. 
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V  eray  poverte  is  fmne  proprely. 

Juvenal  faith  of  poverte  merily, 
The  poure  man  whan  he  goth  by  the  way, 
Beforn  the  theves  he  may  fing  and  play. 
Poverte  is  hateful  good  ;  and,  as  1  gefle, 
A  fuj  gret  bringer  out  of  befineffe  j 
A  gret  amender  eke  of  fapience 
To  him  that  taketh  it  in  patience. 
Poverte  is  this,  although  it  fome  elenge, 
Pofieffion  that  no  wight  wol  challenge. 
Poverte  ful  often,  whan  a  man  is  low, 
Maketh  his  God  and  eke  himfelf  to  know, 
Poverte  a  fpe<5takel  is,  as  thinketh  me, 
Thurgh  which  he  may  his  veray  frendes  fee. 
And  therefore,  Sire,  fin  that  I  you  not  greve, 
Of  my  poverte  no  more  me  repreve. 

Now,  Sire,  of  elde  that  ye  repreven  me  »• 
And  certes,  Sire,  though  non  auctoritee 
Were  in  no  book,  ye  gentiles  of  honour 
Sain  that  men  fhuld  an  olde  wight  honour, 
And  clepe  him  Fader,  for  your  gentillefie ; 
And  audours  fhal  I  finden,  as  I  gefle. 

Now  ther  ye  fain  that  I  am  foule  and  old, 
Than  drede  ye  not  to  ben  a  cokewold ; 
.    For  filthe,  and  elde  alfo,  fo  mote  I  the, 
Ben  grete  wardeins  upon  chaftitee. 
But  natheles,  fin  I  know  your  delit, 
I  lhal  fulfill  your  wordly  appetit. 

Chefe  now  (quod  fhe)  on  of  thife  thinges  twey, 
To  han  me  foule  and  old  til  that  I  dey, 
And  be  to  you  a  trewe  humble  wif, 
And  never  you  difplefe  in  all  my  lif ; 
Or  elles  wol  ye  han  me  yonge  and  faire, 
And  take  your  aventure  of  the  repaire 
That  fhal  be  to  your  hous  becaufe  of  me, 
Or  in  fom  other  place  it  may  wel  be  ? 
NOW  chefe  yourfelven  whether  that  you  liketh. 

.This  knight  avifeth  him,  and  fore  fiketh, 


But  at  the  laft  he  faid  in  this  manere  : 

My  lady  and  my  love,  and  wif  fo  derc, 
I  put  me  in  your  wife  governance, 
Chefeth  yourfelf  which  may  be  moft  plefance 
And  moft  honour  to  you  and  me  alfo, 
I  do  no  force  the  whether  of  the  two, 
For  as  you  liketh  it  fufficeth  me. 

Than  have  I  got  the  maiftere,  quod  fhe, 
Sin  I  may  chefe  and  governe  as  me  left. 
Ye  certes,  wif,  quod  he,   I  hold  it  beft. 

Kiffe  me,  quod  fhe,  we  be  no  lenger  wrothe, 
For  by  my  trouth  I  wol  be  to  you  bothe, 
This  to  fayn,  ye  bothe  faire  and  good. 
I  pray  to  God  that  I  mote  fterven  wood 
But  I  to  you  be  al  fo  good  and  trewe 
As  ever  was  wif  fin  that  the  world  was  newe. 
And  but  I  be  to-morwe  as  faire  to  feen 
As  any  lady,  emperice,  or  quene, 
That  is  betwix  the  eft  and  eke  the  weft, 
Doth  with  my  lif  and  deth  right  as  you  left. 
Caft  up  the  curtein,  loke  how  that  it  is. 

And  whan  the  knight  faw  veraily  all  this, 
That  fhe  fo  faire  was,  and  fo  yonge  therto, 
For  joye  he  hent  hire,  in  his  armes  two  : 
His  herte  bathed  in  a  bath  of  blifTe, 
A  thoufand  time  a-row  he  gan  hire  kifle  : 
And  fhe  obeyed  him  in  every  thing 
That  mighte  don  him  plefance  or  liking. 
And  thus  they  live  unto  hir  lives  ende 
In  parfit  joye  ;  and  Jefu  Crift  us  fende 
Hufbondes  meke  and  yonge,  and  fresfh  a-bed, 
And  grace  to  overlive  hem  that  we  wed* 
And  eke  I  pray  Jefus  to  fhort  hir  lives 
That  wol  not  be  governed  by  hir  wives  ; 
And  old  and  angry  nigards  of  difpencc 
God  fend  hem  fone  a  veray  peftilence. 
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THIS  worthy  limitour,  this  noble  Frere, 

He  made  aiway  a  maner  louring  chere 

Upon  the  Sompnour,  but  for  honeftee 

No  vilains  word  as  yet  to  him  fpake  he ; 

But  at  the  laft  he  faid  unto  the  Wif, 

Dame,  (quod  he)  God  yeve  you  right  good  lif, 

Yc  have  here  touched,  all  fo  mote  I  the, 

In  fcole  matere  a  ful  gret  difficultie  ; 

Ye  han  faid  mochel  thing  right  wel  I  fay : 

But,  Dame,  here  as  we  riden  by  the  way 

Us  nedeth  not  to  fpeken  but  of  game, 

And  let  au&oritees,  in  Goddes  name, 

To  preching  and  to  fcole  eke  of  clergie. 

But  if  it  like  unto  this  compagnie 
I  wol  you  of  a  Sompnour  tell  a  game ; 
Parde  ye  may  wel  knowen  by  the  name 
That  of  a  Sompnour  may  no  good  be  faid ; 
I  pray  that  non  of  you  be  evil  apaid  : 


A  Sompnour  is  a  renner  up  and  doun 
With  mandements  for  fornicatioun, 
And  Is  ybete  at  every  tounes  ende. 

Tho  fpake  oar  Hofte,  A,  Sire,  ye  fhuld  bett 
And  curteis,  as  a  man  of  your  eftat,  [hende 

In  compagnie  we  wiln  have  no  debat  : 
Telleth  your  Tale,  and  let  the  Sompnour  be. 
Nay,  quod  the  Sompnonr,  let  him  fay  by  me 
What  fo  him  lift  ;  whan  it  cometh  to  my  lot , 
By  God  I  flial  him  quiten  every  grot ; 
I  fhal  him  tellen  which  a  gret  honour 
It  is  to  be  a  flatting  limitour, 
And  eke  of  many  another  maner  crime, 
Which  nedeth  not  reherfen  at  this  time, 
And  his  office  I  fhal  him  tell  ywis. 
Our  Hofte  anfwered,  Pees,  no  more  of  thi* 
And  afterward  he  faid  unto  the  Frere 
Tel  forth  your  Tale  min  owen  maifter  derc. 
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WHILOM  ther  was  dwelling  in  my  contree 

An  archedeken,  a  man  of  high  degree, 

That  boldely  did  execution 

In  punifhing  of  fornication, 

Of  witchecraft,  and  eke  of  bauderie, 

Of  defamation,  and  avouterie, 

Of  chirche-reves,  and  of  teftaments, 

Of  contracts,  and  of  lack  of  facraments, 

Of  ufure,  and  of  fimonie  alfb, 

But  certes  lechours  did  he  greteft  wo ; 

They  fhulden  fmgen  if  that  they  were  hent, 

And  fmale  titheres  weren  foule  yfhent ; 

t  A  Sompnour  and  the  devil  meeting  on  the  way,  after 
Conference  become  (worn  brethren,  and  to  hell  they  go, 
together.  A  covert  inveftive  againrt  the  bribery  and  cor - 
puption  of  the  fpiritual  courts  in  tbofe  days.  (Jny, 


If  any  perfone  wold  upon  hem  plaine 
Ther  might  aftert  hem  no  pecunial  peine. 
For  fmale  tithes  and  fmale  offering 
He  made  the  peple  pitoufly  to  fing, 
For  er  the  bifhop  hent  hem  with  his  crook 
They  weren  in  the  archedekens  book ; 
Than  had  fye  thurgh  his  jurisdiction 
Power  to  don  on  hem  correction. 

He  had  a  Sompnour  redy  to  his  hond, 
A  flier  boy  was  non  in  Englelond  ; 
For  fubtilly  he  had  his  efpiaille, 
That  taught  him  wel  wher  it  might  ought  availle 
He  coude  fpare  of  lechours  on  or  two 
To  techen  hem  to  foure-and-twenty  mo  : 
For  though  this  Sompnour  wood  be  as  an  hare,, 
To  tell  his  harlotrie  I  wol  not  fpare, 
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For  we  ben  out  of  hir  correction, 
They  ban  of  us  uo  jurifdiction 


Ne  never  fhul  have,  terme  of  all  hir  lives. 

Peter,  fo  ben  the  women  of  the  ftives, 
Quod  this  Sempnour,  yput  out  of  our  cure  ? 

Pees,  with  mifchante  and  with  mifaventure, 
Our  Hofte  faid,  :.nd  let  him  tell  his  Tale. 
Now  telleth  forth,  and  let  the  Sompnour  gale, 
Ne  fpaireth  not,  min  owen  maifter  dere. 

This  falfe  theef,  this  Sompnour,  quod  the  Frere, 
Had  alway  baudes  redy  to  his  hond, 
As  any  hauke  to  lure  in  Englelond, 
That  told  him  all  the  fecree  that  they  knewe, 
For  hir  acquaintance  was  not  come  of  newe; 
They  wcren  his  approvers  prively  : 
He  tooke  himfelf  a  gret  profit  therby, 
His  maifter  knew  not  alway  what  he  wan. 
Withouten  mandement  a  lewed  man 
He  coude  fompne  up  peine  of  Criftes  curfe, 
And  they  were  inly  glad  to  fille  his  purfe, 
And  maken  him  gret  feftes  at  the  nale. 
And  right  as  Judas  hadde  purfes  fmale, 
And  was  a  theef,  right  fwiche  a  theef  was  he  ; 
His  mafter  hadde  but  half  his  duetee, 
He  was  (if  I  fhal  yeven  him  his  laud) 
A  theef,  and  eke  a  Sompnour,  and  a  baud. 

He  had  eke  wenches,  at  his  retenue, 
That  whether  that  Sire  Robert  or  Sire  Hue, 
Dr  Jakke  or  Rauf,  or  who  fo  that  it  were 
That  lay  by  hem,  they  told  it  in  his  ere. 
Thus  was  the  wenche  and  he  of  on  affent ; 
And  he  wold  fecche  a  feined  mandement, 
And  fompne  hem  to  the  chapitre  bothe  two, 
And  pill  the  man  and  let  the  wenche  go  : 
Than  wolti  he  fay,  Frend,  I  fhal  for  thy  fake 
Do  flrike  th.ee  out  of  oure  lettres  blake ; 
Thee  thar  no  more  as  in  this  cas  travaille  ; 
1  am  thy  frend  ther  I  may  thee  availle. 
Ipertain  he  knew  of  briboures  many  mo 
Than  poffible  is  to  tell  in  yeres  two  ; 
For  in  this  world  n'is  dogge  for  the  bowe 
That  can  an  hurt  dere  from  an  hole  yknowe 
Bet  than  this  Sompnour  knew  a  flic  lechour, 
Or  an  avoutrer  or  a  paramour ; 
And  for  that  was  the  fruit  of  all  his  rent, 
Therfore  on  it  he  fet  all  his  entent, 

And  fo  befell  that  ones  on  a  day 
This  Sompnour,  waiting  ever  on  his  praye, 
Rode  forth  to  fompne  a  widewe,  an  old  ribibe, 
Feining  a  caufe,  for  he  wold  han  a  bribe  ; 
And  happed  that  he  faw  beforn  him  ride 
A  gay  yeman  under  a  foreft  fide ; 
A  bow  he  bare,  and  arwes  bright  and  kene, 
He  had  upon  a  courtepy  of  grene. 
An  hat  upon  his  bed  with  frenges  blake. 

Sire,  quod  the  Sompnour,  haile,  and  wel  atake. 

Welcome,  quod  he,  and  every  good  felaw. 
Whider  rideft  thou  under  this  grene  maw  ? 
(Saide  this  yeman)  wolt  thou  fcr  to-day  ? 

This  Sompnour  him  anfwerd,  and  faide  Nay. 
Here  fade  by  (quod  he)  is  min  entent 
To  riden,  for  to  reifen  up  a  rent 
That  longeth  to  my  lordes  duetee. 
A !  art  thou  than  a  baillif  ?  Ye,  quod  he. 


(He  dorfte  not  for  veray  filth  and  fhame 
Say  that  he  was  a  Sompnour,  for  the  name.) 

Depar  dieux,  quod  this  yeman,  leve  brother, 
Thou  art  a  baillif,  and  I  am  another. 
I  am  unknowen  as  in  this  contree ; 
Of  thin  acquaintance  I  wol  prayen  thee, 
And  eke  of  brotherhed,  if  that  thee  lift. 
I  have  gold  and  fdver  lying  in  my  chift ; 
If  that  thee  hap  to  come  in  to  our  fhire 
Al  fhal  be  thin  right  as  thou  wolt  defire. 

Grand  mercy,  quod  this  Sompnour,  by  my  faith. 
Everich  in  others  hond  his  trouthe  laith 
For  to  be  fworne  brethren  til  they  dey. 
In  daliaunce  they  riden  forth  and  pley. 

This  Sompnour,  which  that  was  as  ful  of  jangle* 
As  ful  of  venime  ben  thiie  wariangles, 
And  ever  enquering  upon  every  thing, 
Brother,  quod  he,  wher  is  now  your  dwelling, 
Another  day  if  that  I  fhuld  you  feche  ? 

This  yeman  him  anfwerd  in  fofte  fpeche, 
Brother,  quod  he,  fer  in  the  north  contree, 
Wher  as  I  hope  fometime  I  fhall  thee  fee. 
Or  we  depart  I  fhal  thee  fo  wel  wiffe, 
That  of  min  hous  ne  fhalt  thou  never  miffe.   *.'L 

Now  brother,  quod  this  Sompnour,  I  you  pray 
Teche  me,  while  that  we  riden  by  the  way, 
(Sith  that  ye  ben  a  baillif  as  am  I) 
Som  fubtiltee,  and  tell  me  faithfully 
In  min  office  how  I  may  mofte  winne ; 
And  fpareth  not  for  confcience  or  for  finne, 
But  as  my  brother  tell  me  how  do  ye. 

Now  by  my  trouthe,  brother  min,  faid  he, 
As  I  fhal  ttjllen  thee  a  faithful  Tale. 
My  wages  ben  Jul  ftreit  and  eke  ful  fmale  ;. 
My  lord  is  hard  to  me  and  dangerous, 
And  min  office  is  ful  laborious, 
And  tberfore  by  extortion  I  leve ; 
Forfoth  I  take  all  that  men  wol  me  yeve  : 
Algates  by  fleighte  or  by  violence 
Fro  yere  to  yere  I  win  all  my  difpence  : 
I  can  no  better  tellen  faithfully 

Now  certes  (quod  this  Sompnour)  fo  fare  I; 
I  fpare  not  to  taken,  God  it  wote, 
But  if  it  be  to  hevy  or  to  hote. 
What  I  may  gete  in  confeil  prively 
No  maner  confcience  of  that  have  I. 
N'ere  min  extortion  I  might  not  liven, 
Ne  of  fwiche  japes  wol  I  not  be  fhriven. 
Stomak  ne  confcience  know  I  non ; 
I  fhrew  thife  fhrifte  faders  everich  on  : 
Wel  be  we  met  by  God  and  by  Seint  Jame. 
But,  leve  brother,  tell  me  than  thy  name, 
Quod  this  Sompnour.  Right  in  this  mene  whiles 
This  yeman  gan  a  litel  for  to  fmile.       : -i^ 

Brother,  quod  he,  wolt  thou  that  J  thee  tell? 
I  am  a  fend,  my  dwelling  is  in  hell, 
And  here  I  ride  about  my  pourchafing 
To  wote  wher  men  wol  give  me  any  thing  : 
My  pourchas  is  th'  effect  of  all  my  rent, 
Loke  how  thou  rideft  for  the  fame  entent : 
To  winnen  good  thou  rekeft  never  how  ; 
Right  fo  fare  I,  for  riden  wol  I  now 
Unto  the  worldes  ende  for  a  praye.  " 

A,  quod  this  Sompncur,  beneditite  /  what  fay  ye>J 
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I  wend  ye  were  a  yeman  trcwely, 
Ye  have  a  mannes  fhape  as  wel  as  I : 
Have  ye  then  a  figure  determinat 
In  heile,  ther  ye  ben  in  your  eftat  ? 

Nay  certainly,  quod  he,  ther  have  we  non, 
But  whan  us  liketh  we  can  take  us  on, 
Or  eiles  make  you  wene  that  we  ben  fhape 
Somtime  like  a  man,  or  like  an  ape, 
Or  like  an  angel  can  I  ride  or  go  ; 
It  is  no  wonder  thing  though  it  be  fo ; 
A  loufy  jogelour  can  deceiven  thee, 
And  parde  yet  can  I  more  craft  than  he. 

Why,  quod  the  Sompnour,  ride  ye  than  or  gon 
la  fondry  fhape,  and  not  alway  in  on  ? 

For  we,  quod  he,  wol  us  fwiche  forme  make 
As  moft  is  able  our  preye  for  to  take. 

What  inaketh  you  to  han  al  this  labour  ? 

Ful  many  a  caufe,  leve  Sire  Sompnour, 
Saide  this  fend.  But  alle  thing  hath  time  ; 
The  day  is  fhort,  and  it  is  paffed  prime, 
And  yet  ne  wan  I  nothing  in  this  day ; 
I  wol  entend  to  winning  if  I  may, 
And  not  entend  our  thinges  to  declare  ; 
For,  brother  min,  thy  wit  is  al  to  bare 
To  under  (land,  although  I  told  hem  thec. 
But  for  thou  axeft  why  labouren  we  ? 
For  Ibmtime  we  be  Goddes  inftruments, 
And  menes  to  don  his  commandements, 
Whan  that  him  lift,  upon  his  creatures, 
In  divers  a&es  and  in  divers  figures  : 
Withouten  him  we  have  no  might  certain, 
If  that  him  lift  to  ftonden  iheragain. 
And  fomtime  at  our  praiere  han  we  leve 
Only  the  body  and  not  the  foul  to  greve  ; 
Witnefle  on  Job,  whom  that  we  diden  wo, 
And  fomtime  han  we  might  on  bothe  two, 
This  is  to  fain,  on  foule  and  body  eke  : 
And  fomtime  be  we  fuffered  for  to  feke 
Upon  a  man,  and  don  his  foule  unrefte 
And  not  his  body,  and  all  is  for  the  befte. 
Whan  he  withftandeth  our  temptation 
Jt  is  a  caufe  of  his  falvation, 
Al  be  it  that  it  was  not  our  entente 
He  fhuld  be  fauf,  but  that  we  wold  him  hente. 
And  fomtime  be  we  fervants  unto  man, 
As  to  the  Archebifhop  Seint  Dunftan, 
And  to  the  apoftle  fcrvant  eke  was  I. 

Yet  tell  me,  quod  this  Sompnour,  faithfully, 
Make  ye  you  newe  bodies  this  alway 
Of  elements  ?  The  fend  anfwered  Nay. 
Somtime  we  feine,  and  fomtime  we  arife 
With  ded  bodies,  in  ful  fondry  wife,     . 
And  fpeke  as  renably,  and  faire,  and  wel, 
As  to  the  Phitonefle  did  Samuel ; 
And  yet  wol  fom  men  fay  it  was  not  he  : 
I  do  no  force  of  your  divinitee. 
But  o  thing  warne  I  thee,  I  wol  not  jape, 
Thou  wolt  algates  wete  how  we  be  fhape  : 
Thou  fhalt  hereafterward,  my  brother  dere, 
Come  wher  thee  nedeth  not  of  me  to  lere, 
For  thou  fiialt  by  thin  owen  experience 
Conne  in  a  chaiere  rede  of  this  fentence 
Bet  than  Virgile,  while  he  was  on  live, 
Of  Pant  aiib.  Now  let  us  riden  blive, 


For  I  wol  holden  compagnic  with  thee 
Til  it  be  fo  that  thou  forfake  me. 

Nay,  quod  this  Sompnour,  that  fhal  never  betide. 
I  am  yeman  knowen  is  ful  wide  ; 
My  trouthe  wol  I  hold,  as  in  this  cas ; 
For  though  thou  were  the  devil  Sathanas 
My  trouthe  wol  I  hold  to  thee,  my  brother, 
As  I  have  fworne,  and  eche  of  us  to  other, 
For  to  be  trewe  brethren  in  this  cas, 
And  bothe  we  gon  abouten  our  pourchas. 
Take  thou  thy  part,  what  that  men  wol  thee  yeve, 
And  T  fhal  min,  thus  may  we  both  leve  ; 
And  if  that  any  of  us  have  more  than  other 
Let  him  be  trewe,  and  part  it  with  his  brother. 

I  graunte,  quod  the  devil,  by  my  fay; 
And  with  that  word  they  riden  forth  her  way, 
And  right  at  entring  of  the  tounes  ende 
To  which  this  Sompnour  fhope  him  for  to  wende, 
They  faw  a  cart  that  charged  was  with  hay, 
Which  that  a  carter  drove  forth  on  his  way* 
Depe  was  the  way,  for  which  the  carte  flood ; 
The  carter  fmote,  and  cried  as  he  were  wood, 
Heit  Scot,  heit  Brok;  what,  fpare  ye  for  the  ftone*? 
The  fend  (quod  he)  you  fecche  body  and  bones, 
As  ferforthly  as  ever  ye  were  foled, 
So  mochel  wo  as  I  have  with  you  tholed.  ' 
The  devil  have  al,  bothe  hors,  and  cart,  and  hay. 

The  Sompnour  fayde,  Here  fhal  we  have  a  praye 
And  nere  the  fend  he  drow,  as  nought  ne  were,  * 
Ful  prively,  and  rouned  in  his  ere, 
Herken  my  brother,  herken,  by  thy  faith  ; 
Hereft  thou  not  how  that  the  carter  faith  ? 
Hent  it  anon,  for  he  nath  yeve  it  thee, 
Both  hay  and  cart,  and  eke  his  caples  three. 

Nay,  quod  the  devil,  God  wot  never  a  del ! 
It  is  not  his  entente,  truft  thou  me  wel : 
Axe  him  thyfelf,  if  thou  not  troweft  me, 
Or  elles  flint  a  while  and  thou  fhalt  fee. 

This  carter  thakketh  his  hors  upon  the  croupe, 
And  they  begonne  to  drawen  and  to  ftoupe. 
Heit  now,  quod  he;  ther,  Jefu  Crift  you  blcffe, 
And  all  his  hondes  werk  bothe  more  and  leffe  ! 
That  was  wel  twight,  min  owen  Liard  boy, 
I  pray  God  fave  thy  body  and  Seint  Eloy. 
Now  is  my  cart  out  of  the  flough  parde. 

JLo,  brother,  quod  the  fend,  what  told  I  thee  ? 
Here  may  ye  feen,  min  owen  dere  brother, 
The  cherl  fpake  o  thing  but  he  thought  another. 
Let  us  go  forth  abouten  our  viage  ; 
Here  win  I  nothing  upon  this  cariage. 

Whan  that  they  comen  fomwhat  out  of  toun 
This  Sompnour  to  his  brother  gan  to  roune  ; 
Brother,  quod  he,  here  woneth  an  old  rebekke 
That  had  almofl  as  lefe  to  lefe  hire  nekke 
As  for  to  yeve  a  peny  of  hire  good. 
I  wol  have  twelf  pens  though  that  fhe  be  wood, 
Or  I  wol  fomone  hire  to  our  office, 
And  yet,  God  wot,  of  hire  know  I  no  vice ; 
But  for  thou  eanft  not  as  in  this  contree 
Winnen  thy  coft,  take  here  enfample  of  me. 

This  Sompnour  clappeth  at  the  widewes  gate- ; 
Come  out,  he  fayd,  thou  olde  very  trate  ; 
1  trow  thou,  haft  fom  frere  or  preeft  with  thee 

Who  clappeth  ?  faid  this  wif,  bensdicite  f 


fp 
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Cod  fave  you,  Sire,  what  is  your  fwete  will  ?  \  Upon  hire  knees  he  fayd  in  this  ittanere ; 

I  have,  quod  he,  of  fomons  here  a  bill : 
Up  peine  of  curfing  loke  that  thou  be 

before  the  archedekenes  knee, 


To-morwe    eore 

To  anfwere  to  the  court  of  certain  thinges. 

Now  Lord,  quod  me,  Chrift  Jefr.^King  of  kinges, 
SQ  wifely  helpc  me  as  I  ne  may  : 
I  have  been  fike,  and  that  full  many  a  day  : 
I  may  not  go  fo  fer  (quod  me)  ne  ride 
But  I  be  ded,  fo  priketh  it  in  my  fide. 
May  I  not  axe  a  libel,  Sire  Sompnour, 
And  anfwere  ther  by  my  procuratour 
To  fwiche  thipg  as  men  wold  appofen  me  ? 

Yes,  quod  this  Sompnour,  pay  anon,  let  lee^ 
Twelf  pens  to  me,  and  I  will  thee  acquite  : 
I  fliall  no  profit  han  therby  but  lite ; 
My  maifler  hath  the  profit  and  not  I. 
Come  of,  and  let  me  riden  haftily ; 
Yeve  me  twelf  pens,  I  may  no  lenger  tarie. 

Twelf  pens  !  quod  file  ;  now  La<«y  Seint  Marie 
So  wifly  helpe  me  out  of  care  and  finne, 
This  wide  world  though  that  I  fhuld  it  winne, 
Ne  have  I  not  twelf  pens  within  my  hold, 
Ye  kr.owen  wel  that  1  am  poure  and  old ; 
Kit.he  your  alrneffe  upon  me  poure  wretche. 

Nay  th;;n,  quod  hey  the  foule  fend  mefetche 
If  I  <-bee.  excuic,  coough  thou  fhuldeft  be  fpilt. 

Alas !  quod  me,  God  wot  I  have  no  guilt. 

Pay  me,  quod  he,  or  by  the  fwete  Seinte  Anne 
As  I  wol  here  away  thy  newe  panne 
For  dette  which  thou  oweft  me  of  old, 
Whan  that  thoumadeffc  thyn  hufbond  cokewold, 
I  paied  at  home  for  thy  correction. 

Thou  lieft,quod  me,  by  my  falvation ; 
Ne  was  I  never  or  now,  widew  ne  wif, 
Sompned  unto  your  court  in  all  my  lif, 
-Ne  never  I  n'as  but  of  my  body  trewe. 
Unto  the  devil  rough  and  blake  of  hewe 
Yeve  I  thy  body  and  my  panne  alfo. 

And  whan  the  devil  herd  hire  curfen  fo 


Now  Mabily,  min  moder  dere, 
Is  this  your  will  in  earned  that  ye  fay  ? 

The  devil,  quod  me,  fo  fetche  him  or  he  dey, 
And  panne  and  all,  but  he  wol  him  repent. 

Nay,  olde  ftot,  that  is  not  min  entent, 
Quod  this  Sompnour,  for  to  repenten  me 
For  any  thing  that  I  have  had  of  thee  i 
I  wold  I  had  thy  fmok  and  every  cloth. 

Now  brother,  quod  the  devil,  be  not  wroth; 
Thy  body  and  this  panne  ben  min  by  right : 
Thou  fhalt  with  me  to  helle  yet  to-night, 
Wher  thou  fhalt  known  of  our  privetee 
More  than  a*  maifter  of  divinitee. 

And  with  that  word  the  foule  fend  him  heut. 
Body  and  foule  :  he  with  the  devil  went 
Wher  as  thife  Sompnours  han  her-heritage  : 
And  God,  that  maked  aftef  his"  image 
Mankinde,  fave  and  gide  us  all  and  fome, 
And  lene  this  Sompnour  good  man  to  become. 

Lordings,  I  coude  have  told  you  (quod  tbisFrere^ 
Had  I  had  leifer  for  this  Sompnour  here, 
AfteY  the  text  of  Crift,  and  Poule,  and  John, 
And  of  oure  other  doclours  many  on, 
Swiche  peines  that  your  hertes  might  agrife, 
Al  be  it  fo  that  no  tonge  may  devife, 
Though  that  I  might  a  thoufand  winter  tell, 
The  peines  of  thilke  curfed  hous  of  hell : 
But  for  to  kepe  us  fro  that  curfed  place 
Waketh  and  prayeth  Jefu  of  his  grace 
So  kepe  us  fro  the  temptour  Sathanas. 
Herkneth  this  word,  beware  as  in  this  cas  ; 
The  Icon  fit  in  his  awaite  alway 
To  fie  the  innocent  if  thaf  he  may. 
Difpofeth  aye  your  hertes  to  withftond 
The  fend,  that  you  wold  maken  thral  and  bond  : 
He  may  not  tempten  you  over  your  might, 
For  Crift  wol  be  your  champion  and  your  knight  ; 
And  prayeth  that  this  Sompnour  him  repent 
Of  his  mifdedes,  or  that  the  fend  him  hent. 
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THIS-  Sompnour  in  his  ftirops  high  he  ftosid ; 
tJpon  this  Frere  hia  hearte  was  fo  wood, 
That  like  an  afpen  leef  he  quake  for  ire. 
Lordings,  quod  he,  bat  o  thing  I  defire ; 
f  you  befeche  that  of  your  curtefie, 
Sin  ye  han  herd  this  falfe  Frere  lie^ 
As  fuffereth  me  J  may  my  taletelle. 

This  Frere'  bofteth  that  he  knoweth  helte, 
And  God  it  wot  that  is  but  litel  wonder  ; 
Freres  and  fendes  ben  but  litel  afonder. 

,  For  parde  ye  han  often  time  herd  telle 
itow  that  a  frere  ravifhed  was  to  helle 
In  fpirit  ones  by  a  vifioun, 
And  as  an  angel  lad  him  up  and  doun,. 
To  fhewen  him  the  paines  that  ther  were, 
In  all  the  place  faw  he  not  a  frere  : 
Of  other  folk  he  faw  ynow  in  wo. 

Unto  this  angel  fpake  the  frere  tho  j 
Now  Sire,  quod  he,  han  freres  fwich  a  grace, 
That  non  of  hem  {hall  cornen  in  this  place  ? 

Yes,  quod  this  angel,  many  a  millioun;. 
Mtod.  unto  Sathanas  he  lad  him  doun. 


(And  now  hatWSathanasyiaith  he,  a  tay! 
Broder  than  of  a  carrike  is  the  fayl) 
Hold  up  thy  tayi,  thou  Sathanas,  quod  hej. 
Shew  forth-  thin  ers,  and  let  the  frere  fee 
Wher  is  the  neft  of  freres  in  this  place^ 
And  ere  than  half  a  furlong  way  of  fpace, 
Right  fo  as  bees  out  fvvarmen  of  an  hive,. 
Out  of  the  devils  ers^ ther  gonnen  drive 
A  twenty  thoufand  freres  on  a  route. 
And  thurghout  hell  they  i warmed 
And  com  agen,  as  faft  as  they  may  gon, 
And  in  his  ers  they  crepen  everich  on  : 
He  clapt  his  tayl  again,  and  lay  fulftill. 

This  frere,  whan  he  loked,  had  his  fill 
Upon  this  turments  of  this  fory  place  ; 
His  fpirit  God  reftored  of  his  grace 
Ihto  his  body  agen,  and  he  awoke  ; 
But  nathlefs  for  fere  yet  he  quoke, 
So  was  the  devils  ers  ay  in  his  mind, 
That  is  his  heretage  of  veray  kind. 

God  fave  you  alle  fave  this  curfed  Frere-;/ 
My  Prologue  wol  I  end  in  this  manere.. 
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s,  there  is  in  Yorkflnre,  as  Igeffe, 
A  merfh  contree  ycalled  Holdernefle, 
In  which  ther  went  a  limitour  abonte, 
To  preach  and  eke  td  beg  it  is  no  doubte. 

»  A  begging  friar  coming  to  a  farmer's  houfe  who  lay 
nek,  obtaineth  of  the  lick  man  a  certain  legacy  whicf, 
mutt  be  equally  divided  among  his  convent.  A  requital 
to  the  friar  O.cwinjj  their  cozenage,  loitering,  impudent 
&eSKin£,  and  hypocritical  praying. 


And  fo  befell  that  on  a  day  this  frere 
Had  preached  at  a'  chirche  in  his  manerir, > 
And  fpecially  aboven  every  thing 
Excited  he  the  peple  in  his  preching 
To  trentals,  and  to  yeve,  for  Goddes  fake, 
Wherwith  men  mighten  holy  houfes  make, 
Ther  as  divine  fervice  is  honoured, 
Not  ther  as  it  is  wafted  and  devoured* 
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Ne  thc'r  h  ncilctli  not  for  to  be  yeven, 
As  to  pofleffionefs,  that  movven  leven 
(Thanked  be  God)  in  wele  end  abundance. 
Tivntalt,  fayd  he,  deliveren  fro  penance 
Hir  frendes  foules  as  well  old  as  yonge, 
Ye,  whan  that  they  ben  haftiiy  yfonge, 
Not  for  to  hold  a  preeft  jolif  and  gay, 
He  fingeth  not  but  o  mafle  on  a  day. 
Delivereth  out  (qiiod  he)  anon  the  foules. 
Ful  hard  it  is  with  flefhhcok  or  with  cuks 
To  ben  yclawed,  or  to  bren  or  bake. 
Now  fpede  you  haftiiy  for  Criftes  fake. 

And  whan  this  frere  bad  faid  all  his  entent, 
With  qul  cumfatri  forth  his  way  he  went. 
Whan  folk  in  chirche  had  yeve  him  what  hem  left 
He  went  his  way,  no  lenger  wold  he  reft. 
With  fcrippe  and  tipped  ftaf,  ytucked  hie, 
In  every  hous  he  gan  to  pore  and  pria, 
And  begged  mele  and  chefe,  or  eiles  corn. 
His  felaw  had  a  ftaf  tipped  with  born, 
A  pair  of  tables  all  of  ivory, 
And  a  pointel  ypollfhed  fetifly, 
And  wrote  alway  the  names,  as  he  ftood,' 
Of  aile  folk  that  yaVe  hem  any  good, 
Afkaunce  that  he  woulde  for  hem  preye. 
Yeve  us  a  bufhel  whete,  or  malt  or  reye, 
A  Goddes  kichel,  era  trippe  of  chefe, 
Or  elks  what  you  lift,  we  may  not  chefe; 
A  Goddes  halfpenny,  or  a  maffe  peny, 
Or  yeve  us  of  your  braun,  if  ye  have  any, 
A  dagcn  of  your  blanket,  leve  Dame, 
Our  fufter  dere,  (lo,  here  I  write  yonr  name) 
Bacon  or  beef,  or  fvviche  thing  as  ye  find. 

A  fturdy  harlot  went  hem  ay  behind, 
That  was  her  hoftes  man,  and  bare  a  fakke, 
And  what  men  yave  hem  laid  it  on  his  bakke. 
And  whim  that  he  was  out  at  dore,  anon 
He  planed  away  the  names  everich  on 
That  he  before  had  written  in  his  tables ; 
He  ferved  hem  with  nifles  atod  with  fables. 

Nay  ther  thou  lieft,  thou  Sompnour,  quod  the 

Frere. 

Pees,  quod  our  Hofte,  for  Criftes  moder  dere 
Tell  forth  thy  Tale,  and  fpare  it  not  at  all. 

So  thrive  I,  quod  this  Sompnour,  fo  I  {hall, 

So  long  he  went  fro  hous  to  hous  til  he 
Came  to  an  hous  ther  he  was  wont  to  be 
Refrefhed  more  than  in  a  hundred  places. 
Sike  lay  the  hufbond  man  whos  that  the  place 

is; 

Bedred  upon  a  couche  low  he  lay. 
Dem  lie,  quod  he ;  O  Thomas  !  trend,  good  day, 
Sayde  this  frere  all  curtifly  and  foft. 
Thomas,  quod  he,  God  yelde  it  you,  ful  oft 
Have  I  upon  this  benche  faren  ful  wele, 
Here  have  I  eten  many  a  mery  mele. 
And  fro  the  benche  he  drove  away  the  cat, 
And  laied  adoun  his  potent  and  his  bat, 
And  eke  his  fcrip,  and  fct  himfeif  adoun  : 
His  felaw  was  ywalked  into  toun, 
Forth  with  his  knave,  into  that  hoftelrie 
er  as  he  {hope  him  thilke  night  t<   lie* 

O  dere  maifter  !  quod  this  filke  man, 
w  have  ye  faren  (in  that  March  began  ? 


I  faw  you  not  this  fourtene  night  and  more. 

God  wot,  quod  he,  laboured  have  1  full  forey 
And  fpecially  for  thy  falvafion 
Have  I  fayd  many  a  precious  orifon, 
And  for  our  other  frendes  God  hem  blefle. 
I  have  this  day  ben  at  your  chirche  at  mtfie3 
And  faid  a  fsrmon  to  my  fimple  wit, 
Not  all  after  the  text  of  holy  writ ; 
For  it  is  hard  to  'you  as  I  fuppofe, 
And  therefore  wol  I  teche  you  ay  th#glofc,i 
Glofing  is  a  ful  glorious  thing  certain, 
For  letter  fleth,  fo  as  we  clerkcs  fain  ; 
There  have  I  taught  hem  to  be  charitable^ 
And  fpend  hir  good  ther  it  is  reafonable  ; 
And  ther  I  faw  our  dame  ;  a  !  wher  is  flie  ? 

Yonder,  I  trow  that  in  the  yard  fhe  be, 
Sayde  this  man,  and  fhe  wol  come  anon. 

Ey  maifter,  welcome  be  ye  by  Seint  John* 
Sayde  this  wif ;  how  fare  ye  hertily  ? 

This  frere  arifeth  tip  ful  curtifly; 
And  hire  ernbraceth  in  her  armes  narwe, 
And  kiffeth  hire  fwete,  and  chirketh  as  a  fparwfi 
With  his  lippes.  Dame,  quod  he,  right  wel, 
As  he  that  is  your  fervant  every  del! 
Thanked  be  God  that  you  yaf  foule  and  lif 
Yet  faW  I  not  this  day  fo  faire^a  wif 
In  all  the  chirche,  God  to  fave  me. 

Ye  God  amende  defantes,  Sire,  quod  ihr, 
Algates  welcome  be  ye',  by  my  fay. 

Grand  mercy,  Dame,  that  have  I  found  alway. 
But  of  your  grete  goodnefle,  b'e  your  leve, 
I  wolde  pray  you  that  ye  not  you  greve, 
I  wol  with  Thomas  fpeke  a  litel  throw, 
Thife  curates  ben  fo  negligent  aud  fioflr 
To  gropen  tenderly  &  confcience. 
In  fhrift,  in  preening,  is  my  diligence 
And  ftudy,  in  Peters  wbrdes  and  in  Ponies^ 
I  walke  and  fisfhe  Criften  mennes  foules, 
To  yield  our  Lord  Jefu  his  propre  rent ; 
To  fpred  his  word  isfet  all  mine  entent. 

Now  by  your  faith,  o  dere  Sire  !  quod  fliej 
Chideth  him  wel  for  Seinte  Charitee  : 
He  is  ay  angry  as  is  a  piffemire, 
Though  that  he  have  all  that  he  can  defire  J 
Though  I  him  writ:  a-night,  and  make  him  warrti 
And  over  him  lay  my  leg  and  eke  mine  arm, 
He  gronetll  as  our  bore  lith  in  our  ftie  : 
Other  difp6rt  of  him  right  non  have  I  ; 
I  may  not  pleafe  him  in  no  maner  ens. 

O  Thomas,  jeo  vous  </iV,  Thomas,  Thomas  ! 
This  maketh  the  fend,  this  mufte  ben  amended. 
Ire  is  a  thing  that  high  God  hath  defended, 
And  therof  wol  I  fpeke  a  word  or  two. 

Now  maifter,  quod  the  wif,  er  thflf  I  go, 
What  wol  ye  dine  ?  I  wol  go  theraboute. 

Now  Dame,  quod  \ie,  jeo  vous  die  fans:  doutfj 
Have  I  not  of  a  capon  but  the  liver, 
And  of  your,  white  bred  nat  but  a  ihiver, 
And  after  that  a  rofted  pigges  hed, 
(But  I  ne  wolde  forme  no  beeft  wefe  ded) 
Than  had  I  with  you  hornly  fuffifancc ; 
I  am  a  man  of  little  ftiftenance  j 
My  fpirit  hath  his  foftring  iathe  Bible.  ^ 
My  body  is  ay  fo  ready 
B  ij 


f  ft  £  SO  M-F  N  O  U  RE  S  T  A 


To  waken,  that  my  ftomak  is  deftroied. 
I  pray  you,  Dame,  that  ye  be  nought  annoied, 
Though  I  fo  frendly  you  my  confeil  fhewe  'r 
By  God  I  n'old  have  told  it  but  a  fewe. 

Now  Sire,  quod  fhe,  but  o  word  er  I  go. 
My  child  is  ded  within  thefe  wekes  two, 
Sone  after  that  yc  went  out  of  this  toun. 

His  deth  faw  I  by  revelatioun, 
Sayde  this  frere,  at  home  in  our  dortour. 
I  dare  wel  <§in  that  er  than  half  an  hour 
After  his  deth  I  faw  him  borne  to  bliflc 
In  mine  avifion,  fo  God  me  wiffe  ; 
So  did  our  fextein  and  our  fermcrere, 
That  han  ben  trewe  freres  fifty  yere*  ; 
They  may  now,  God  be  thanked  of  his  loncj 
Maken  hir  jubilee,  and  walke  alone. 
And  up  I  arofe,  and  all  our  covent  eke, 
With  many  a  tere  trilling  on  our  cheke, 
Withouten  noife,  or  clattering  of  belles, 
Te  deum  was  our  fongy  and  nothing  elles, 
Save  that  to  Grift  I  bade  an  orifon, 
Thanking  him  of  my  revelation. 
For,  Sire  and  Dame,  trufteth  me  right  wel 
Our  orifons  ben  more  efTe<5hiel, 
And  more  we  ieen  of  Criftes  feeret  thinges, 
Than  borel  folk,  although  that  they  be  lunges* 
We  live  in  poverte  and  in  abftinence, 
And  borel  folk  in  richeffe  and  difpence 
Of  mete  and  drinker  and  in  her  foule  delit  r 
We  han  this  worldes  luft  all  in  defpit. 
Lazar  and  Dives  lividen  diverfdy, 
And  divers  guerdon  hadden  they  therby. 
Who  fo  wol  pray,  he  muft  faft  and  be  clener 
And  fat  his  foule  and  make  his  body  lene. 
We  fare  as  fayth  the  apoftle ;  cloth  and  food 
Sufficeth  us,  though  they  be  not  ful  good. 
The  clenenefle  and  the  failing  of  us  frerfes 
jVIaketh  that  Crift  accepteth  our  praieres» 

Lo,  Moifes  forty  daies  and  forty  night 
Fafted  er  that  the  high  God  ful  of  might 
Spake  with  him  in  the  mountagne  of  Sinay  ; 
With  empty  wombe  of  fafting  many  a  day 
Deceived  he  the  lawe  that  was  writen 
"With  Goddes  finger ;  and  Eli,  wel  ye  witen, 
In  Mount  Oreb,  er  he  had  any  fpeche 
"With  highe  Godrthat  is  our  lives  leche,. 
He  fafted  long,  and  was  in  contemplance. 

Aaron,  that  had  the  temple  in  governance, 
And  eke  the  other  preeftes  everich  ony 
Into  the  temple  whan  they  fhulden  gon 
To  praien  for  the  peple,  and  do  fervifc, 
They  n'olden  drinken  in  no  maner  wife 
No  drinke  which  that  might  hem  dronken  make, 
JBut  ther  in  s^bftinence  pray  and  wake 
.Left  that  they  deiden.  Take  heed  what  I  fay — 
JBut  they  be  fobre  that  for  the  pepfe  pray — 
Ware  that  I  fay — No  more ;  for  it  fufficeth. 
Our  Lord  Jefu,  as  holy  writ  devifeth, 
Yave  us  enfample  of  fafting  and  praieres ; 
Therfore  we  mendiants,  we  fely  freres, 


.  *  See  Du  Cangg,  in  v.  Sempeaae.  Peculiar  honours  and 
immunities  weregrantetilby  tht  rule  of  St.  Benedict  to  thofe 
monks  «'  qui  quinquaginta  annos  in  ordine  exeKerant, 
*•  quos  annum  jubilacum  excgiffe  vulgo  dicimus."  It  is 
able  that  fQtne  iimilar  regulation  obtaiaed  in  the  other 


Ben  wedded  to  poverte  and  continence1,. 
To  charitee,  humbleffe,  and  abftinence, 
To  perfecutron  for  rightwifnel'e, 
To  weping,  mifericorde,  and  to  cleneneffe ; 
And  therfore  may  ye  fee  that  our  praieres 
(I  fpeke  of  us,  we  mendiants,  we  freres) 
Ben  to  the  highe  God  more  acceptable 
Than  youres,  with  your  feftes  at  your  table, 

Fro  Paradis  firft,  if  I  fhal  not  liey 
Was  man  outchafed  for  his  glotonie ; 
And  chaft  was  man  irt  Paradis  certain. 
But  herken  now,  Thomas,  what  I  fhal  fain  t- 
I  have  no  text  of  it  as  I  fuppofe, 
But  I  fhal  find  it  in  a  maner  glofe; 
That  fpecially  our  fwete  Lord  Jefus 
Spake  this  by  freres  whan  he  fayde  thus» 
B'eiled  be  they  that  poure  in  fpirit  ben  ; 
And  fo  forth  all  the  gofpel  may  ye  fen, 
Whether  it  be  liker  our  profeffion 
Or  hirs  that  fwimnien  in  poffeflion. 
Fie  on  hir  pompe,  and  on  hir  glotonie, 
And  on  hir  lewedneffe  !  I  hem  defie. 
Me  thinketh  they  ben  like  Jovinian,. 
Fat  as  a  whale,  and  walken  as  a  fwan  J 
Al  vinolent  as  hotel  in  the  fpence ; 
Hir  praier  is  of  ful  gret  reverence  r 
Whan  they  for  foulcs  fay  the  Pfalm  of  Davi& 
Lo,  buf  they  fay,Cor  meum  erutla-olt, 

Who  foloweth  Criftes  gofpel  and  his  lore 
But  we,  that  humble  ben,  and  chaft  and  pore$ 
Workers  of  Goddes  word,  not  auditors  ? 
Therfore  right  as  an  hauke(upon  a  fours 
Up  fpringeth  into  the  airer  right  fo  praires 
Of  charitable  and  chaft  befy  freres 
Maken  hir  fours  to  Goddes  eres  two^ 
Thomas,  Thomas !  fo  mote  I  ride  or  go, 
And  by  that  lord  that  cleped  is  Seint  Ive, 
N'ere  thou  our  broder  fhuldeft  thou  not  thrive, 
In  our  chapitre  pray  we  day  and  night 
To  Crift,  that  he  thee  fende  heie  and  might 
Thy  body  for  to  welden  haftily. 

God  wot,  quod  he,  nothing  thereof  fel  I. 
As  help  me  Crift,  as  I  in  fewe  yeres 
Have  fpended  upon  divers  maner  freres 
Ful  many  a  pound,  yet  fare  I  never  the  bet ; 
Certain  my  good  have  I  almoft  befet : 
Farewel  my  good,  for  it  is  si  ago. 

The  frere  anfwered,  O  Thomas  f  doft  thou:  fo  ? 
What  nedeth  you  diverfe  freres  to  feche  ? 
What  nedeth  him  that  hath  a  parfit  lechc 
To  fechen  other  leches  in  the  tonn  1 
Your  inconftance  is  your  confufion. 
Hold  ye  than  me,  or  elles  our  covent, 
To  pray  for  you  ben  inefficient  I 
Thomas,  that  jape  n'is  not  worth  a  mite  y 
Your  maladie  is  for  we  han  to  lite. 
A  !  yeve  that  covent  half  a  quarter  otesr 
And  yeye  that  covent  four-and-twenty  grotWy- 
And  yeve  that  frere  a  peny  and  let  him  go  : 
Nay,  nay,  Thomas,  it  may  no  thing  be  fo. 
What  is  a  ferthing  worth  parted  on  twelve  t 
Lo,  eche  thing  that  is  oned  in  himfelve 
Is  more  ftrong  than  whan  it  is  yfcatefed. 
Thomas,  o£uie  thou  flialt  not  be  yflatered. 


THE    SOMPNOURES   TALE. 


Tnou  w^ldeft  han  our  labour  al  for  nought, 

"3lie  highe  God,  that  all  this  world  hath  wrought, 

Saith  that  the  workman  worthy  is  his  hire. 

Thomas,  nought  of  your  trefor  I  defire 

As  for  myfelf,  but  that  all  our  covent 

To  pray  for  you  is  ay  fo  diligent, 

And  for  to  bilden  Criftes  owen  chirche. 

Thomas,  if  ye  wol  lernen  for  to  wirche, 

Of  bilding  up  of  chirches  may  ye  finde 

If  it  be  good  in  Thomas  lif  of  Inde. 

Ye  liggeu  here  ful  of  anger  and  of  ire, 
With  which  the  devil  fet  your  herte  on  fire, 
And  chiden  here  this  holy  innocent, 
Your  wif,  that  is  fo  good  and  patient ; 
And  therfore  trow  me,  Thomas,  if  thee  left, 
Ne  ftrive  not  with  thy  wif,  as  for  the  beft. 
And  here  this  word  away  now  by  thy  faith, 
Touching  fwiche  .thing,  lo,  what  the  wife  faith  : 

Within  thy  hous  ne  be  thou  no  leon, 
To  thy  fuggets  do  non  oppreffion, 
Ne  make  thou  not  thin  acquaintance  to  flee. 

And  yet,  Thomas,  eftfones  charge  I  thee, 
Beware  from  ire  that  in  thy  bofom  flepeth; 
Ware  fro  the  ferpent  that  fo  flily-crepeth 
Under  the  gras,  and  ftingeth  fubtilly  : 
Beware,  my  fone,  and  herken  patiently, 
That  twenty  thoufand  men  han  loft  hir  lives 
For  ftriving  with  hir  lemmans  and  her  wives. 
Now  nth  ye  han  fo  holy  and  meek  a  wif, 
What  nedeth  you,  Thomas,  to  maken  ftrif  ? 
Ther  n'is  ywis  no  ferpent  fo  cruel, 
Whaai  man  tredeth  o/i  his  tail,  ne  half  fo  fel, 
As  woman  is  whan  flic  hath  caught  an  ire ; 
Veray  vengeance  is  than  all  hire  defire. 

Ire  is  a  fmne  on  of  the  grete  feven, 
Abhominable  unto  the  God  of  heven, 
And  to  himfelf  it  is  deftruclion  : 
This  every  lewed  vicar  and  perfon 
Can  fay  how  ire  engendreth  homicide  ; 
Ire  is  hi  foth  executour  of  pride. 

I  coud  of  ire  fay  fo  mochel  forwe 
My  Tale  fliulde  laften  til  to-morwe  ; 
And  therfore  pray  I  God  both  day  and  night 
An  irous  man  God  fend  him  litel  might. 
It  is  gret  harm,  and  certes  gret  pitee, 
To  fette  an  irous  man  in  high  degree. 

Whilom  ther  was  an  irous  poteftat, 
As  faith  Senek,  that  during  his  eftat 
Upon  a  day  outriden  knightes  two ; 
And,  as  Fortune  wold  that  it  were  fo, 
That  on  of  hem  came  home,  that  other  nought. 
Anon  the  knight  before  the  judge  is  brought, 
That  faide  thus-,  Thou  haft  thy  felaw  flain, 
For  which  I  deme  thee  to  the  deth  certain. 
And  to  another  knight  commanded  he, 
Go,  lede  him  to  the  deth,  I  charge  thee. 
And  happed  as  they  wenten  by  the  wey 
Toward  the  place  ther  as  he  fhulde  dey, 
The  knight  came  which  men  wenden  had  be  ded ; 
Than  thoughten  they  it  was  the  befte  rede 
To  lede  hem  both  to  the  juge  again. 
They  faiden,  Lord,  the  knight  ne  hath  not  flain 
His  felaw,  here  he  ftondeth  hoi  alive. 

Ye  ihull  be  ded,  quod  he,  fo  mot  1  thrive, 


That  is  to  fay,  both  on,  and  two,  and  three. 
And  to  the  firfte  knight  right  thus  fpake  he. 

I  damned  thee,  thou  muft  algate  be  ded ; 
And  thou  alfo  muft  nedes  lefe  thyn  hed, 
For  thou  art  caufe  why  thy  felaw  deyeth; 
And  to  the  thridde  knight  right  thus  he  feyeth, 
Thou  haft  not  don  that  I  commanded  thee. 
And  thus  he  did  do  flen  hem  alle  three. 

Irons  Cambifes  was  eke  dronkelew, 
And  ay  delighted  him  to  ben  a  fhrew  : 
And  fo  befell  a  lord  of  his  meinie, 
That  loved  vertuous  moralitee, 
Sayd  on  a  day  betwix  hem  two  righit  thus; 
A  lord  is  loft  if  he  be  vicious; 
And  dronkennefie  is  eke  a  foule  record 
Of  any  man,  and  namely  of  a  lord. 
Ther  is  ful  many  an  eye  and  many  an  ere 
Awaiting  on  a  lord,  and  he  n'ot  wher. 
For  Goddes  love  drink  more  attemprely  : 
Win  maketh  man  to  lefen  wretchedly 
His  mind, -and  eke  his  limmes  everich  on. 
The  revers  {halt  thou  fee,  quod  he,  anon, 
And  preve  it  by  thyn  owen  experience 
Than  win  ne  doth  to  folk  no  fwiche  offence. 
Ther  is  no  win  berevetli  me  my  might 
Of  bond,  ne  foot,  ne  of  myn  eyen  fight. 
And  for  defpit  he  dranke  mochel  more 
An  hundred  part  than  he  had  don  before, 
And  right  anon  this  curfed  irous  wretchq 
This  knightes  fone  let  before  him  fetche, 
Commanding  him  he  ftmld  before  him  ftoiut; 
And  fodenly  he  took  his  bow  in  bond, 
And  up  the  firing  he  pulled  to  his  ere. 
And  with  an  arwe  he  -flow  the  child  right  ther, 

Now  whether  have  I  a-fiker  bond  or  non  ? 
Quod  he ;  is  al  my  might  and  mind  agon  ? 
Hath  win  bereved  me  min  eyen  fight  ? 

What  fhuld  I  tell  the  anfwer  of  the  knight  * 
His  fon  was  flain,  ther  is  no  more  to  fay. 
Beth  ware  therfore  withlordes  for  to  play, 
Singeth  Placebo,  and  I  fhal  if  I  can, 
But  -if  it  be  unto  a  poure  man  : 
To  a  poure  man  men  fhuld  his  vices  telle, 
But  not  to  a  lord,  though  he  fhuld  go  to  hellc* 

Lo,  irous  Cirus,  thilke  Perfien, 
How  he  deftroyed  the  river  of  Gifen, 
For  that  an  hors  of  his  was  dreint  therin, 
Whan  that  he  wente'Babilon  to  win  : 
He  made  that  the  river  was  fo  fmal, 
That  wimmen  might  it  waden  over  al. 
Lo,  what  faid  he,  that  fo  wel  techen  can  ? 
Ne  be  no  felaw  to  non  irous  man, 
Ne  with  no  wood  man  walke  by  the  way. 
Left  thee  repent :  I  wol  no  forther  fay. 

Now  Thomas,  leve  brother,  leve  thin  ire, 
Thou  fhalt  me  find  as  juft  as  is  a  fquire  : 
Hold  not  the  devils  knif  ay  to  thin  herte, 
Thin  anger  doth  thee  all  to  fore  fmerte  j 
But  fhew  to  me  all  thy  confeffion. 

Nay,  quod  the  fick  man,  by  Seint  Simon 
I  have  ben  fhriven  this  day  of  my  curatj 
I  have  him  told  al  holly  min  eftat. 
Nedeth  no  mo  to  fpeke  of  it,  fayth  he, 
But  if  me  lift  of  min  humilitee. 
E  iij 


?•  T  H  E 

Yeve  me  than  of  thy  gold  to  make  our  cloiflre, 
Quod  he,  for  many  a  mufcle  and  many  an  ciflre, 
Whan  other  men  han  ben  ful  wel  at  efe, 
Hath  ben  our  food,  our  cloiftre  for  to  refe ; 
And  yet,  God  wot,  unneth  the  fundament 
Parfourmed  is,  ne  of  our  gavement 
N'is  not  a  tile  yet  within  our  woncs  : 
By  God  we  owen  fpurty  pound  for  ftones. 
Now  help,  Thomas,  for  him  that  harwed  helle, 
For  elles  mote  we  our  bokes  felle, 
And  if  ye  lack  our  predication. 
Than  goth  this  wqrldall  to  deftrudlion  ; 
For  who  fo  fro  this  world  wold  us  bereve, 
So  God  me  faye,  Thomas,  by  your  leve 
He  wold  bereve  out  of  this  world  the  fonne  ; 
For  who  can  teche  and  worken  as  we  conne  ? 
And  that  is  not' of  litej  time  (quod  he) 
But  fithcn  Elie  >vas  and  Elifee 
Han  freres  ben,  that  find  I  of  record, 
In  charitee,  ythonked  be  our  Lord. 
Now  Thomasj'help  for  Seinte  Charitee. 

And  doun  anon  he  fette  him  on  his  knee. 

This  fike  m'an  wcxe  wel  neigh  wood  for  ire  j 
He  wolde  that;  the  frere  had  ben  a-Cre 
With  his  falfe  diflimulation. 

Swiche  thing  as  is  in  my  poffeffion, 
Quod  he,  that  may  I  yeve  you,  and  non  other. 
Ye.  fain  me  thus,  how  that  I  am  your  brother. 
Ye  certes,  quod  this  frcre,  ye  trufteth  wel; 
J  took  our  dame  the  letter  cf  our  fele. 
'    Now  wel,  qupd  he,  and  fomwhat  fiial  I  yeve 
Unto  your  holy  covent  while  I  live ; 
And  in  thin  hond  thou  fhalt  it  have  anon, 
On  this  condition,  and  other  non, 
That  thou  depart  it  fo,  my  dere  brother, 
That  every  frere  have  as  moche  as  other  : 
This1  fhalt  thou  fwere  on  thy  profeffion 
Withouten  fraud  or  cavilation. 

I  fwere  it,  quod  the  frere,  upon  my  faith ; 
And  therwithal  his  hond  hi  his  lie  layth. 
jLo  here  my  faith  ;  in  me  lhal  be  no  lak. 
"    Than  put  thin  hond  adoun  right  by  my  bale, 
£aide  this  man,  and  grope  wel  behind 
Benethe  my  buttok,  ther  thou  fhalte  find 
A  thing  that  I  have  hid  in  privetee. 
A!  thought  this  frcre, 'that  fhal  go  'with  me; 
And  doun  his  hond  he 'launched*  to  the  clifte, 
In  hope  for  to  finden  ther  a  gifte. 

And  whan  this  fike  man  felt  this  frere 
About  his  towel  grCpen  ther  and  here, 
Amid  hii  hond'  he  let  the  frere  a' fart  : 
Ther  n'is  no  capel  drawing  in  a  a>rt 
'That  rnight  han  let  a  fart  of  fwictie  a  foun. 

The  frere  up  fterte  as  doth  a  wood  leoun  : 
A  !  falfe  cher'l,  quod  he,  foi  Goducs,.bones,    ' 
This  haft  thou  in  d.fpit  don  for  the  nones  : 
Thou  ihalt  abie  this  fart  if  that  I  may. 

His  meinie,  which  that  herderi  this  affray, 
Came  leping' in',  and  chafed  out  the  frere,     ' 
And  forth  he  goth  with  a  ful  angry  chere, 
And  fet  his  felaw  ther  as  lay  his  fibre  : 
H.e  1  ked  as  it  were  a  wilde  bore, 
And  grinte  with  his  teeth,  fo  was  he  wroth. 
A  fturdy  pas  doun  to  the  court  he  goth, 
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Wher  as  ther  wcned  a  man  of  gret  he 
To  whom  that  he  was  alway  confeffour  : 
This  w.orthy  man  was  lord  of  that  village^ 
This  frere  came,  as  he  were  in  a  rage. 
Wher  as  this  lord  fat  eting  at  his  bord  : 
Unnethes  might  the  frcre  1'ptkc  a  word, 
Til  atte  lafle  he  faide,  God  you  fee  ! 

This  lord  gan  loke,  and  laid,  Benedlciie  I 
What  ?  Frere  John,  what  maner  world  is  this  $ 
I  fee  wel' that  fom  thing  ther  is  amis ; 
Ye  bken  as  the  wood  were  ful  of  theves. 
Sit  doun  anon,  and  tell  me  what  your  greve  is^ 
And  it  fiial  ben  amanded  if  I  may. 

I  have,  quod  lie,  had  a  defpit  to  day, 
God  yelde  you,  adoun  in  your  village, 
That  in  this  world  ther  n'is  foponre  a  page, 
That  he  n'olde  have  abhominatioua 
Of  that  I  have  received  in  youre  tcun  ; 
And  yet  ne  greveth  me  nothing  fo  fore 
As  that  the  clde  cherl  with  lokkes  bcrc 
Blafphemed.  hath  oure  holy  covent  eke. 

Now  mafter,  qupd  this  lord,  I  you  bcfckc. 

No  maifter,  Sire,  quod  he,  but  fervitour, 
Though  I  have  had  in  fcole  that  honour. 
God  hketh  not  that  man  us  Rabi  call 
Neither  in  market  ne  in  your  large  hall. 

No  force,  quod  he,  but  tell  me  all  your  grefo.-  . 

Sire, quod  this  frere,  an  odious  mifchefe 
This  day  betid  is  to  min  ordre  and  me, 
And  i'ofer  confequens  to  eche  degree 
Of  holy  chirche,  God  amende  it  fone.. 

Sire,  quod  the  lord,  ye  wot  what  is  to  don. : 
Difternpre  you  not,  ye  ben  my  confeffour ; 
Ye  ben  the  fait  of  the  erthe  and  the  favour  : 
For  Goddes  love  your  patience  now  hold  ; 
Tt-lle  me  your  grefe.     And  he  anon  hurt  told 
As  ye  han  herd  before,  ye  wot  wel  what. 

The  lady  of  the  hous  ay  ftille  fat 
Til  fhe  had  herde  what  the  frere  feid. 

Ey,  Goddes  moder,quod  fhe,  blisful  maid!, 
Is  ther  ought  elles  ?  tell  me  faithfully. 
Madame,  quod  he,  how  thinkerh  you  ihcrby  ? 
How  that  me  thinketh  ?  qupd  fhe  ;  foGod  me  fpcde, 
I  fay  a  cherle  had  don  a  cherles  dede. 
What  fhuld  I  fay?  God  let  him  never  the  ; . 
His  fike  hed  is  ful  of  vanitee  : 
I  hold  him  in  a  maner  frenefie. 

Madame,  quod  he,  by  God  I  fhal  not  lie, 
But  I  in  other  wife  may  ben  awreke  ; 
I  fhal  diffame  him  over  all  ther  I  fpeke  ^ 
This  falfe  blafphemour,  that  charged  rut: 
To  parten  that  wo!  not  departed  be 
To  every  man  ylikc,  with  mefchance. 

The  lord  fat  itills  as  he  were  in 'a  trance, 
And  in  his  herte  he  rolled  up  and  dcun 
How  had  this  cherl  imagination!! 
To  fhewen  fwiche  a  probleme  to  the  frere. 
Never  erft  or  now  ne  herd  I  fwidie  mater  e  i 
I  trow  the  devil  put  it  in  his  mind. 
In  all  arfmetrike  fhal  ther  no  man  find 
Beforn  this  day  of  fwiche  a  queftion. 
Who  fhulde  make  a  denionftraticn 
That  every  man  fliuld  han  ylike  his  part 
As  of  a  foun  or  favour  of  a  fart  ? 


THE  SOMPNOURES  TALE. 


Cnlce  proude  cherl!   I  fhrewe  his  face. 
Lo,  Sires,  quod  the  lord,  with  harde  grace, 

Who  ever  herd  of  fwiche  a  thing  or  now  ? 

To  every  man  ylike  !  tell  me  how. 

It  is  an  impoffible,  it  may  not  be  : 

Ey,  nice  cherl !  God  let  him  never  the* 

The  rombling  of  a  fart,  and  every  foun, 

N'is  but  of  aire  reverberatioun, 

And  ever  it  wafteth  lite  and  lite  away ; 

Ther  n'is  no  man  can  demen,  by  my  fay, 

If  that  it  were  departed  equally. 

What  ?  lo  my  cherl,  lo  yet  how  fhrewedly 

Unto  my  confciTjur  to-day  he  fpake  ! 

I  hold  him  certain  a  demoniake. 

JNo w  etc  your  mete,  and  let  the  cherl  go  play  j 

Let  him  go  honge  himfelf  a  devil  way. 

Now  ftood  the  lordes  fquier  atte  bord 
That  carf  his  mete,  and  herde  word  by  word 
Of  all  this  thing  of  which  I  have  you  fayd. 
My  Lord,  quod  he,  be  ye  not  evil  apaid ; 

I  coude  telle  for  a  goune-cloth 
To  you,  Sire  Frere,  fo  that  ye  be  not  wroth. 
How  that  this  fart  fhulcJ  even  ydeled  be 
Amonge  your  covent,  if  it  liktd  thee. 

Tell,  quod  the  lord,  and  thou  (halt  have  anon 
,A  goune-cloth,  by  God  and  by  Seint  John. 

My  Lord,  quod  he,  whan  that  the  weder  i; 
Witb,outen  winde  or  pertourbing  of  aire,  [faire, 
l,et  bring  a  cart-whele  here  into  this  hall, 
But  loke  that  it  have  hi*  fpokes  all ; 
Twelf  fpokes  hath  a  cart-whele  communly  ; 
And  bring  me  than  twelf  freres,  wete  ye  why  ? 
for  threttene  is  a  covent  as  I  geffe  : 
"Vwr  oonfeffour  here  for  Jus  worthindTe 


Shal  parfourme  up  the  noumbre  of  his  covent. 

Than  fhull  they  knele  adoun  by  on  afient. 

And  to  every  fpokes  end  in  this  manere 

Ful  fadly  lay  his  nofe  lhal  a  frere  ; 

Your  noble  confeffour,  ther  God  him  fave, 

Shal  hold  his  nofe  upright  under  the  nave, 

Than  fhal  this  cherl,  with  bely  ftif  and  tougbx 

As  any  tabour,  hider  'ben  ybrought ; 

And  fet  him  on  the  whele  right  of  this  carl 

Upon  the  nave,  and  make  him  let  a  fart, 

And  ye  fhull  feen,  up  peril  of  my  lif, 

By  veray  preef  that  is  demonftratif, 

That  equally  the  foun  of  it  wol  wende. 

And  eke  the  ftinke,  unto  the  fpokes  ende, 
Save  that  this  worthy  man,  your  confeflour, 
(Becaufe  he  is  a  man  of  gret  honour) 

Shal  han  the  fkfte  fruit,  as  refon  is. 

The  noble  ufage  of  freres  yet  it  is 

The  worthy  men  of  hem  fhul  firft  be  ferved,  ! 

And  certainly  he  hath  it  wel  deferved  ; 

He  hath  to-day  taught  us  fo  mochel  good, 

With  preching  in  the  .pulpit  ther  he  ftood, 

That  I  -may  vouchefaf,  I  fay  for  me, 

He  hadde  the  firfte  fmel  of  fartes  three, 

And  fo  wold  all  his  brethren  hardely, 

He  bereth  him  fo  faire  and  holyly. 

The  lord,  the  lady,  and  eche  man,   fave  the 

Sayden  that  Jankin  fpake  in  this  matere       [frere, 

As  wel  as  Euclide  or  elles  Ptholomee. 

Touching  the  cherl  they  faydan,  Subtiltee 

And  highe  wit  made  him  fpeken  as  he  fpake  ; 

He  n'is  no  fool  ne  no  demoniake. 

And  Jankin  hath  ywonne  a  new  goune. 

My  Tale  is  don ;  we  ben  almoft  at  tounej 
E  iiij 
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SIRE  Clerk  of  Oxenfbrde,  our  Hofte  faid, 
Ye  ride  as  ftille  and  coy  as  doth  a  maid 
Were  nevve  fpoufed,  fitting  at  the  bord ; 
This  day  ne  herd  I  of  your  tonge  a  word. 
I  trow  ye  ftudie  abouten  fom  fophims ; 
But  Salomon  faith  that  every  thing  hath  time. 
For  Goddes  fake  as  befh  of  better  chere, 
Ji  is  no  time  for  to  ftudein  here. 
Tell  us  fom  mery  Tale  by  your  fay; 
For  what  man  that  is  entred  in  a  play 
He  nedes  moft  unto  the  play  aiTcnt. 
.But  precheth  not,  as  freres  don  in  Lent, 
To  make  us  for  our  olde  fmnes  wepe, 
Ne  that  thy  Tale  make  us  not  to  flepe. 

Tell  us  fom  mery  thing  of  aventures  ; 
Your  terme^,  your  coloures,  and  your  figures, 
Kepe  hem  in  ftore  til  fo  be  ye  endite 
Hie  ftile,  as  whan  that  men  to  kinges  write. 
Speketh  fo  plain  at  this  time,  I  you  pray, 
That  we  may  underftonden  what  ye  fay. 

This  -worthy  Clerk  benignely  anfwerde ; 
Hofte,  quod  he,  I  am  under  your  yerde, 
Ye  have  of  us  now  the  governance, 
And  therefore  wolde  I  do  you  obeyfance. 
As  fer  as  r efon  aikcth  hardely  ; 
I  wol  you  tell  a  Tale  which  that  I 
JLerned  at  Padowe  of  a  worthy  clerk, 
As  preved  by  his  wordes  and  his  werk  ; 
He  is  now  ded  and  nailed  in  his  chefle, 
I  pray  to  God  fo  yeve  his  foiile  refle. 


Fraunceis  Petrark,  the  Laureat  poete, 
Highte  this  clerk,  wbos  rethorike  fwete 
Enlumined  all  Itaille  of  poctrie, 
As  Lynyan  §  did  of  philofophie 
Or  law,  or  other  art  particulere  ;        4£ 
But  Deth  that  wol  not  fuffre  us  dwellen  here, 
But  as  it  were  a  twinkling  of  an  eye, 
Hem  both  hath  flaine,  and  alle  we  fhul  dye. 

But  forth  to  tellen  of  txis  worthy  man 
That  taughte  me  this  Tale  as  I  began, 
I  fay  that  firft  he  with  highe  ftile  enditeth 
(Or  he  the  body  of  his  Tale  writeth) 
A  proheme,  in  the  whicli  defcriveth  he 
Piemont,  and  of  Saluces  the  contree, 
And  fpeketh  of  Apennin  the  hiiles  hie, 
That  ben  the  bounces  of  weft  Limibardie, 
And  of  Mount  Vcfuius  in  fpccial, 
Wher  as  the  Poo  out  of  a  weile  fmal 
Taketh  his  firfte  fpringing  and  his  fours, 
That  eft  ward  ay  encrefcth  in  his  cours 
To  Emelie  ward,  to  Ferare  and  Venife, 
The  which  a  longe  thing  were  to  devife  ^ 
And  trewely,  as  to  my  jugcment, 
Me  thinketh  it  a  thing  impertinent, 
Save  that  he  wol,  conveyen  his  matere  : 
But  this  is  the  Tale  which  that  ye  mow  here, 

§  Or  linian.  The  perfon  roeint  was  an  eminent  lawycsl 
and  made  a  great  ache  (as  we  fay}  m  his  time. 


THE  CLERKES  TALE, 


THE  CLERKES  TALE. 


THER  is  right  at  the  weft  fide  of  Itaille, 

Doun  at  the  rote  of  Vefulus  the  cold, 

A  lufty  plain  h abundant  of  vitaille, 

Ther  many  a  toun  and  tour  thou  maift  behold, 

That  founded  were  in  time  of  fathers  old, 

And  many  another  delitable  fighte, 

And  Saluces  this  noble  contree  highte. 

A  markis  whilom  lord  was  of  that  lond, 
As  were  his  worthy  elders  him  before, 
And  obeyfant,  ay  redy  to  his  hond, 
Were  all  his  lieges  both  leffe  and  more  : 
Thus  in  delit  he  liveth,  and  hath  don  yore, 
Beloved  and  cirad,  thurgh  favour  of  Fortune, 
Both  of  his  lordes  and  of  his  commune. 

Therwith  he  was,  to  fpeken  of  linage, 
The  gentik-ft  yborne  cf  Lumbardie, 
',,£.  faire  perfon,  and  ftrong,  and  yong  of  age, 
And  ful  pi  honour  and  of  curtefie ; 
Difcret  ynough,  his  contree  for  to  gie, 
fvtiui'in  fonie  thinges  th«t  he  was  to  blame, 
And  Walter  was  thisyonge  lordes  name. 

I  blame  him  thus,  that  he  confidered  nought 
In  time  coming  what  might  him  betide, 
.But  on  his  lull  prefent  was  all  his  thought, 
And  lor  to  hauke  and  hunt  on  every  fide  ; 
Wel  neigh  all  other  cures  let  he  Hide  ; 
And  eke  he  nol'd  (and  that  was  worft  of  all) 
Wcdden  no  wif  for  ought  that  might  befall. 
>     Only  that  point  his  peple  bare  fo  fore 
That  flockmel  on  a  day  to  him  they  went, 
And  on  of  hem,  that  wifeft  was  of  lore, 
(Or  elles  that  the  lord  wold  beft  aflent 
That  he  Ihuld  tell  hem  what  the  peple  ment, 
Or  clles  co aid  he  wel  fhew  fwiche  matere) 
He  to  the  markis  faid  as  ye  {hull  here. 

O  noble  Markis,  your  humanitee 
Afiureth  us  and  yveth  us  hardineiTe, 
As  oft  as  time  is  of  neceffitee 
That  we  to  you  mow  tell  our  hevineffe  ; 
Accepteth,  Lord,  than  of  your  gentilleffe 
•  Tl.r.t  v/e  with  pitious  herte  unto  you  plaine, 
'  .And  let  your  eres  nat  my  vois  difdaine. 

Al  have  I  not  to  don  in  this  matere 
k  More  than  another  man  hath  in  this  place, 
Yet  for  as  inoch  as  ye-,  my  Lord  fo  dere, 
Han  alway  ihewcd  me  favour  and  grace, 
I  dare  the  better  afke  of  you  a  fpace 
Of  audience  to  fhewen  our requeft, 

e,  my  Lord,  tc  don  ri«ht  u;s  you  left. 


For  certes,  Lord,  fo  wel  us  liketh  you 
And  all  your  werke,  and  ever  hath  don,  that  WC 
Ne  couden  not  ourfelf  devilen  how 
We  mighten  live  in  more  felicitee, 
Save  o  thing,  Lord,  if  ii  your  wille  be 
That  for  to  be  a  wedded  man  you  left 
Than  were  your  peple  in  foverain  hertee  reft. 

Boweth  your  nekke  under  the  blifsful  yok 
Of  foveraintee,  and  not  of  fervife, 
Which  that  men  clepen  Spoufaile  or  Wedlok  : 
And  thinketh,  Lord,  among  your  thoghtes  wife. 
How  that  our  days  paffe  in  fondry  wife ; 
For  though  we  flepe,  or  wake,  or  rome,  or  ride, 
Ay  ileth  the  time,  it  wol  no  man  abide. 

And  though  your  grene  ybuthe  floure  as  yet, 
In  crepeth  age  alway  as  ftill  as  fton, 
And  deth  manafeth  every  age,  and  fmit 
In  eche  eftat,  for  ther  efcapeth  non  : 
And  al  fo  certain  as  we  knowe  eche  on 
That  we  fhul  die,  as  uncertain  we  all 
Ben  of  that  day  whan  deth  fhal  on  us  fall. 

Accepteth  than  of  us  the  trewe  entent, 
That  never  yet  refufeden  your  heft, 
And  we  wol,  Lord,  if  that  you  wol  affent, 
Chefe  you  a  wife  in  fhort  time  at  the  meft 
Borne  of  the  gentilleft  and  of  the  beft 
Of  all  this  lond,  fo  that  it  oughte  feme 
Honour  to  God  and  you  as  we  can  derne. 

Deliver  us  out  of  all  this  befy  drede, 
And  take  a  wif  for  highe  Goddes  fake  ; 
For  if  it  fo  befell,  as  God  forbede, 
That  thurgh  your  deth  your*linage  fhulde 
And  that  a  flrange  fucceffour  fhuld  take 
Your  heritage,  o  I  wo  were  us  on  live  ; 
Wherfore  we  pray  you  haftily  to  wive. 

Hir  meke  praiere  and  hir  pitous  cherc 
IVIade  the  markis  for  to  han  pitee. 
Ye  wol,  quod  he,  min  owen  peple  derc, 
I'o  that  I  never  er  thought  conftrainen  me  I- 
[  me  rejoyced  of  my  libertee, 
That  felden  time  is  found  in  manage ; 
Ther  I  was  free  I  mofte  ben  in  fervage. 

But  natheles  I  fee  your  trewe  entent, 
And  truft  upon  your  wit,  and  have  don  ay  ; 
Wherfore  of  my  free  will  I  wol  affent 
To  wedden  me  as  fone  as  ever  I  may  : 
But  ther  as  ye  han  profred  me  to-day 
To  chefen  we  a  wif,  I  you  relefe 
That  chcis,  and  pray  you  of  that  prefer  cefe\ 
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For  God  it  wot  that  children  often  ben 
Unlike  hir  worthy  eldres  hem  before  : 
Bountec  cometh  al  of  God,  not  of  the  flren 
Of  which  they  ben  ygendred  and  ybore  : 
3  truft  in  Goddes  bountee,  and  therfore 
My  mariage,  and  min  eftat  and  reft, 
1  him  betake  ;  he  may  don  as  him  left. 

Let  me  alone  in  chefing  of  my  wif; 
That  charge  upon  my  bak  I  wol  endure  : 
But.  I  you  pray  and  charge  upon  your  lif 
That  what  wif  that  I  take  ye  me  affure 
Tc  w-orfhip  hire,  while  that  hire  lif  may  dure, 
In  word  and  werkboth  here  and  elles  where, 
As  fhe  an  empcroures  dough tcr  were. 

And  fortherarorc  this  ihuln  ye  fwere,  that  yfe 
Again  my  chois  ihal  never  grutch  ne  ftrivc ; 
For  fith  I  fhal  forgo  my  libertee 
At  your  requcft,  as  ever  mote  I  thrive 
*J' her  ae  uiin  herte  is  fet  ther  wol  I  wive  : 
And  but  ye  wol  affcut  in  fwiche  manere 
I  pray  you  fpeke  no  more  of  this  matere. 

With  hertly  will  they  fworen  and  aSenten 
To  all  this  thing,  ther  faide  not  o  wight  nay, 
Befeching'himof  grace,  or  that  they  wenten, 
That  he  wold  granten  hem  a  certain  day 
Of  his  fpoufaile  as  fone  as  ever  he  may. 
For  yet  alway  the  peple  fomewhat  dre-d 
Left  that  this  markis  wolde  no  wif  wed. 

He  granted  faem  a  day,  fwiche  as  him  left, 
On  which  he  wold  be' wedded  fikerly, 
.And  faid  he  did  all  this  at;  hir  requeft  ; 
And  they  with  humble  herte  fill  buxumly, 
Kneling  upon  hir  knees  ful  reverently, 
Him  thonken  all :  and  thus  they  ban  an  en4 
Of  hir  entente,  and  home  agen  they  wend. 

And  hereupon  he  to  his  officeres 
Commandeth  for  the  fefte  te,.purvay, 
And  to  his  privee  knightes  and  fquieres 
Swiche  charge  he  yave  as  hem  lift  on  hem  lay, 
And  they  to  his  commandement  obey, 
And  eche  of  hem  doth  all  his  diligence 
To  do  unto  the  fefte  al  reverence. 

far 3  facunda* 

Nought  fer  fro  thilke  paleis  honourable, 
Wher  as  this  markis  {hope  his  mariage, 
Ther  ftood  a  thorpe,  of  iighte  deiitable, 
In  which  thu.t  poure  folk  of  that  village 
Hadden  hir  belles  and  hir  herbergage, 
And  of  hir  labour  toke  hir  fuftenance, 
After  that  the  erthe  yave  hem  habundance. 

Among  this  poure  folk  ther  dwelt  a  man 
"Which  that  was  holden  poureft  of  hem  all, 
But  highe  God  fomtirne  ienden  can 
His  grace,  unto  a  litel  oxes  ftall ; 
Janicola  men  of  that  thorpe  him  call : 
.A  doughter  had  he,  faire  ynough  to  fight, 
And  Grifildis  this  yonge  maiden  hight. 

But  for  to  fpeke  of  vertuous  beautee, 
Than  was  fhe  on  the  faireft  under  fonne. 
Ful  pourely  yfoftred  up  was  fhe  ; 
No  likerous  luft  was  in  hire  herte  yronne  : 
Wei  ofter  of  the  well  than,  of  the  tonne 
She  dranke ;  and  for  fhe  wolde  vertue  plefe 
She  knew  wel  labour  but  non  idel  efe. 


But  though  this  may  den  tcndrc  were  of  age., 
Yet  in  the  breft  of  hire  virginitee 
Ther  was  enclofed  fad  and  ripe  corage, 
And  in  gret  reverence  and  charitee 
Hire  olde  poure  fader  foftred  fhe  : 
A  feAv  fheep  fpinning  on  the  feld  fhe  kept ; 
She  wolde  not  ben  idel  til  fhe  flept. 

And  whan  fhe  horn  ward  carrie  fhe  wolde  brinj 
Wortes  and  other  herbes  times  oft, 
The  which  fhe  fhred  and  fethe  for  hire  living, 
And  made  hire  bed  ful  hard  and  nothing  fbft; 
And  ay  fhe  kept  hire  fadres  lif  on  loft 
With  every  obeifance  and  diligence 
That  child  may  don  to  fadres  reverence. 

Upon  Grifilde,  this  poure  creature, 
Ful  often  fithe  this  markis  fette  his  eye, 
As  he  on  hunting  rode  paraventure  ; 
And  whan  it  fell  that  he  might  hire  efpie, 
He  not  with  wanton  loking  of  folie 
His  eyen  caft  on  hire,  but  in  fad  wife 
Upon  hire  chere  he  wold  him  oft  avife ; 

Commending  in  his  herte  hire  womanhede, 
And  eke  hire  vertue,  paffing  any  wight 
Of  fo  yong  age  as  wel  in  chere  as  dcde  : 
For  though  the  peple  have  no  gfet  in  fight 
In  vertue,  he  confidered  ful  right 
Hire  bountee,  and  difpofed  that  he  wold 
Weddc  hire  only  if  ever  he  wedden  fhold. 

The  day  of  wedding  came,  but  no  wight  caa 
Tellen  what  woman  that  it  fhuldc  be, 
For  which  marvaille  wondred  many  a  man? 
And  faiden,  whan  they  were  in  privetee, 
Wol  not  our  lord  yet  leve  his  vanitee  ? 
Wol  he  not  wedde  ?  Alas,  alas  the  while  I 
Why  wol  he  thus  himfelf  and  us  begile  ? 

But  natheles  thrs  markis  hath  do  make 
Of  gemmes  fette  in  gold  and  in  afure 
Broches  and  ringes,  for  Grifildes  fake ; 
And  of  .hire  clothing  toke  he  the  mcfure 
Of  a  maiden  like  unto  hire  ftature, 
And  eke  of  oth,er  ornamentes  all 
That  unto  fwiche  a  wedding  fhulde  fall. 

The  time  of  uaderne  of  the  fame  day 
Approcheth  that  this  wedding  fhulde  be, 
And  all  the  paleis  put  was  in  array, 
Both  halle  and  chambres,  eche  in  his  degree, 
Houfes  of  office  ftuffed  with  plentee  ; 
Ther  mayft  thou  fee  of  deinteous  vitaille 
That  may  be  found  as  fer  as  lufteth  Itaillc. 

This  real  markis  richely  arraide, 
Lordes  and  ladies  in  his  compagnie, 
The  which  unto  the  fefte  weren  praide, 
And  of  his  retenue  the  bachelerie, 
With  many  a  foun  of  fondry  melodic^ 
Unto  the  village  of  the  which  I  told 
In  this  array  the  righte  way  they  hold. 

Grifilde  of  this  (God  wot)  ful  innocent. 
That  for  hire  fhapen  was  all  this  array, 
To  fetchen  water  at  a  welle  is  went, 
And  cometh  home  as  fone  as  ever  fhe  may;- 
For  wel  fhe  had  herd  fay  that  thilke  day 
The  markis  fhulde  wedde,  and  if  fhe  might 
She  wolde  fayn  han  feen  fom  of  that  fight. 

She  thought  I  wol  with  other  maidens  ftond,, 
That  ben  my  felawes,  in  our  dore,  and,,  fee 
The  mark^feJOfe,  and  thertq  wol  I  fpnd 
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To  don  at  home,  as  fone  as  it  may  he, 
The  labour  which  that  longeth  unto  me, 
Ai  d  than  I  may  at  leifer  hire  behold, 
li  fhe  :his  way  unto  the  Caftel  hold. 

And  as  fhe  wolde  over  the  threfwold  gou 
The  markis  came  and  gan  hire  for  to  call, 
And  fhe  fet  doun  hire  water-pot  anon 
Befidc  the  threfwold  in  an  oxes  flail, 
And  dour,  upon  hire  knees  fhe  gan  to  fall, 
And  with  fad  countenance  kneleth  ftill, 
Til  fhe  had  herd  what  was  the  lordes  will. 

This  thoughtful  markis  fpake  unto  this  ma>4 
Ful  foberly,  and  faid  in  this  manere  ; 
Wher  is  your  fader,  Grifildis  ?  he  faid. 
And  ihe  with  reverence  in  humble  chere 
Anfwered,  Lord,  he  is  al  redy  here. 
And  in  fhe  goth  withouten  longer  lette, 
And  to  the  markis  fhe  hire  fader  fette. 

He  by  the  hone!  than  toke  this  poure  man, 
And  faide  thus  whan  he  him  had  afide  ; 
Janicola,  I  neither  may  ne  can 
Lenger  the  plefauce  of  min  herte  hide; 
If  that  thou  vouchefauf,  what  fo  betide, 
Thy  doughter  wol  I  take  or  that  I  wend 
As  for  my  wif  unto  hire  lives  end, 

Thou  loveft  me,  that  wot  I  v/el  certain, 
And  art  my  faithful  liegeman  ybore, 
And  all  that  liketh  me,  I  dare  wel  fain, 
It  liketh  thee,  and  fpecinlly  therfore 
T'-ll  me  that  point  that  I. have  faid  before. 
If  that  thou  wolt  unto  this  purpos  drawe, 
To  taken  me  as  for  thy  fon  in  lawe  ? 

This  foden  cas  ."his  man  afloned  fp, 
That  red  he  v/ex,  abaift,  and  al  quaking 
He  flood  ;  unnethes  faid  he  \vordes  mo 
But  only  thus  ;  Lord,  quod  he, my  willing 
Is  as  yc  wol,  ne  ageins  your  liking 
I  wol  no  thing,  min  owcn  Lord  fo  dere  ; 
Right  as  you  lift  governcth  this  matere. 

Than  wol  I,  quod  this  markis  foftely, 
That  in  thy  chambre  I,  and  thou,  and  ihc, 
Have  a  collation  ;  and  v/ofl  thou  why  ? 
For  I  wol  afk  hire  if  it  hire  wille  be 
To  be  my  wif,  and  rcule  hire  after  me? 
And  ajl  this  fhal  be  don  in  thy  prefence  ; 
I\voi  not  fpeke  out  of  thin  audience. 

And  in  the  chambre,  while  they  were  aboutp 
The  trttee,  which  as  ye  fhul  after  here, 
The  peple  came  into  the  hous  withoutc, 
And  wondred  hem  in  how  honefl  manere 
Ententifly  fhe  kept  hire  fader  dere  : 
But  utterly  Griiildis  wonder  might, 
For  never  erft  ne  faw  fhe  fvviche  a  fight. 

No  wonder  is  though  that  fhe  be  aftcned 
To  fee  fo  gret  n  geft  come  in  that  place, 
She  iujver  was  to  non  fv/ichc  gefles  woned, 
For  which  fhe  loked  with  ful  pale  face. 
But  fhortly  forth  this  matere  for  to  chace, 
T:.ife  am  the  v/ordcs  that  the  markis  faid 
To  this  benigne  veray  faithful  maid. 

Grifilde,  he  faid,  ye  fhuln  wel  underflond 
It  liketh  to  your  fader  and  to  me  •••   « 

That  I  you  wedde,  and  eke  it  may  fo  ftond, 
As  I  fuppofe,  ye  wol  that  it  fo  be  : 
B,ut  thife  demaundes  afke  !  firit  (tjticd  be) 


That  fin  it  fhall  be  don  in  hafty  wife, 
Wol  ye  aflentjor  elies  you  avife  ? 

I  fay  this,  be  ye  redy  with  good  herte 
To  all  my  luft,  and  that  I  freely  may, 
As  me'befl  thinketh,  do  you  laugh  or  fmerte, 
And  never  yc  to  grutchen,  night  ne  day, 
And  eke  whan  I  fay  Ya  ye  fay  Nay, 
Neither  by  wprd  ne  frouning  countenance  ? 
Swere  this,  and  here  I  fwere  our  alliance. 

Wondring  upon  this  thing,  quaking  for  drc-dc. 
She  faide,  Lorde,  indigne  and  unworthy 
Am  I  to  thilke  honour  that  ye  me  bede, 
But  as  ye  wol  your fe If,  right  fo  wol  I  : 
And  here  I  fwere  that  never  willingly 
In  werk  ne  thought  I  n'ill  you  difobeie 
For  to  be  ded. ,  though  me  were  loth  to  dele. 

This  is  ynough,  Grifilde  min,  quod  he. 
And  forth  he  goth  with  a  ful  fobre  chere 
Out  at  the  dore,  and  after  than  came  fhe, 
And  to  the  peple  he  faid  in  this  manere  ; 
This  is  my  wif,  quod  he,  that  flondeth  here  ^ 
Honour eth  her,  and  loveth  hire,  I  pray, 
Who  fo  me  loveth  ;  ther  n'is  no  more  to  fay. 

And  .for  that  nothing  of  hire  olde  gere 
She  fliulde  bring  info  his  hous,  he  bad 
That  women  fhuld  defpoilen  hire  right  there, 
Of  whjch  thife  ladies  weren  nothing  glad 
To  handle  hire  clothes  wherin  fhe  was  clad  i 
But  natheles  this  maiden  bright  of  hew 
Fro  foot  to  hed  they  clothed  han  all  new. 

Hire  heres  han  they  kempt,  that  lay  untrcfTed 
Ful  rudely,  and  with  hir  fingres  fmal 
A  corouue  on  hire  hed  they  han  ydrefTed, 
And  fette  hire  ful  of  nouclies  gret  and  final. 
Of  hire  array  .what  fhuld  I  make  a  tale  ? 
Uuneth  the-peple  hire  knew  for  hire  fairneffc 
Whan  fhe  tranfmewed  was  in  fvviche  richeffe. 

This  markis  hath  hire  fpoufed  with  a  ring 
Brought  for  the  fame  caufe,  and  than  hire  fette 
Upon  an  hors  fnow-white  and  wel  ambling, 
And  to  'his  paleis,  or  be  lenger  lette, 
(With joyful  pcple  that  hire  lad  and  mette) 
Conveyed  hire  ;  and  thus  the  day  they  fpende 
In  revel  til  the  fonne  gan  defce^de. 

And  fhortly  forth  this  tale  for  to  chace, 
I  fay  that  to  this  new  murkifefte 
God  hath  fvviche  favour  fent  hire  of  his  grate, 
That  it  ne  femeth  not  by  likclinefle 
f  That  fhe  was  borne  and  fed  in  rudcneffe, 
As  in  a  cote  or  in  an  oxes  ftall, 
'But  nourifhed  in  an  eniperoures  hall. 

To  every  wight  fhe  waxen  is  fo  dere 
And  worfnipful,  that  folk  ther  file  was  bore"; 
And  fro  hire  birthe  knew  hire  yere  by  yeret 
Unneth.es  trdwcd  they,  but  dorft  han  fwore. 
That  to  Janicle,  of  which  I  fpake  before, 
She  doughter  n'as ;  for  as  by  conjecture 
Hem  thorghte  fhe  was  another  creature. 

For  though  that  ever  vcrtuous  was  flie, 
She  was  encrefed  in  fwiche  excellence 
Of  thewes  good,  yfet  in  high  bountee, 
And  fo  difcrete,  and  faire  of  eloquence, 
So  benigne,  and  fo  digne  of  reverence, 
And  coude  fo  the  peples  herte  embrace, 
Tliat  eche  hire  loveth  that  iolceth  on  hire  face. 
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Not  only  of  Saluces  In  the  toun 
Publifhed  was  the  bountee  of  hire  name, 
But  eke  befide  in  many  a  regioun ; 
If  on  faith  wel,  another  faith  the  fame  : 
So  fpredeth  of  hire  hie  bountee  the  fame, 
That  men  and  women,  yong  as  wel  as  old, 
Gon  to  Saluces  upon  hire  to  behold. 

Thus  Walter  lowly,  nay  but  really, 
Wedded  with  fortunat  honeftee; 
In  Goddes  pees  liveth  ful  efily 
At  home,  and  grace  ynough  outward  had  he  : 
And  for  he  faw  that  under  low  degree 
Was  honeft  vertu  hid,  the  peple  him  held 
A  prudent  man,  and  that  is  feen  ful  feld. 

Not  only  this  Grifildis  thurgh  hire  wit 
Coude  all  the  fete  of  wifly  homlinefie  ; 
But  eke  whan  that  the  cas  required  it, 
The  comune  profit  coude  fhe  redrefle  : 
Thcr  u'as  difcord,  rancour,  ne  hevineffe, 
In  all  the  lond  that  flie  ne  coude  appefe, 
And  wifely  bring  hem  all  in  hertes  efe. 

Though  that  hire  hufbond  abfent  were  or  non 
If  gentilmen  or  other  of  that  contree 
Were  wroth,  Ihe  wolde  bringen  hem  at  on. 
So  wife  and  ripe  wordes  hadde  {he, 
And  jugement  of  fo  grete  equitee, 
That  fhe  from  heven  fent  was,  as  men  wend, 
Peple  to  fave,  and  every  wrong  to  amend. 

Not  longe  time  after  that  this  Grifilde 
Was  wedded,  fhe  a  doughter  hath  ybore, 
All  had  hire  lever  han  borne  a  knave  childe  : 
Glad  was  the  markis  and  his  folk  therfore  ; 
For  though  a  maiden  childe  come  all  before, 
She  may  unto  a  knave  child  atteine, 
By  likelyhed,  fin  fhe  n'is  not  barreine. 

Pars  tertia. 

Ther  fell,  as  it  befalleth  times  mo, 
Whan  that  this  childe  had  fouked  but  a  throwr, 
This  markis  in  his  herte  longed  fo 
To  tempt  his  wif,  hire  fadnefTe  for  to  knowe, 
That  he  ne  might  out  of  his  herte  throwc 
This  marveillous  defir  his  wif  to  allay  : 
Nedlees,  God  wot,  he  thought  hire  to  affray. 

He  had  affaied  hire  ynough  before, 
And  found  hire  ever  good  :  what  needeth  it 
Hire  for  to  tempt,  and  alway  more  and  more  ? 
Though  fome  men  praife  it  for  a  fubtil  wit ; 
But  as  for  me,  I  fay  that  evil  it  fit 
To  aflay  a  wife  whan  that  it  is  no  nede, 
And  putten  hire  in  anguifh  and  in  drede. 

For  which  this  markis  wrought  in  this  manere  : 
He  came  a-night  alone  ther  as  fhe  lay 
With  ftern  face  and  with  full  trouble  chere, 
And  fayde  thus,  Gf  ifilde,  (quod  he)  that  day 
That  I  you  toke  out  of  your  poure  array, 
And  put  you  in  eftat  of  high  noblefle, 
Ye  han  it  not  forgetten,  as  I  gefle  ; 

I  fay,  Grifilde,  this  preient  dignitee, 
In  which  that  I  have  put  you,  as  I  trow, 
Maketh  you  not  forgetful  for  to  be 
That  I  you  toke  in  poure  eflat  ful  low, 
For  ony  wele  ye  mete  yourfelven  know, 
Take  hede  of  every  word  that  1  you  fay, 
^her  is  ne  wight  that  hereth  it  but  we  tway. 


Ye  wote  yourfelf  wel  how  that  ye  came  here 
Into  this  hous,  it  is  not  long  ago  ; 
And  though  to  me  ye  be  right  lefs  and  dere, 
Unto  my  gentils  ye  be  nothing  fo  : 
They  fay  to  hem  it  is  gret  fhame  and  wo 
For  to  be  fuggetes  and  ben  in  iervage 
To  thee,  that  borne  art  of  a  fmal  linage. 

And  namely  fin  thy  doughter  was  ybore, 
Thife  wordes  hen  they  fpoken  douteles ; 
But  I  defire,  as  I  have  done  before, 
To  live  my  lif  with  hem  in  reft  and  pees  : 
I  may  not  in  this  cas  be  recheles  : 
I  mote  do  with  thy  doughter  for  the  beft, 
Not  as  I  wold,  but  as  my  gentils  left. 

And  yet,  God  wote,  this  is  ful  loath  to  me  ; 
But  natheles  withouten  your  weting 
I  wol  nought  do  ;  but  thus  vvol  I  (quod  he) 
That  ye  to  me  affenten  in  this  thing ; 
Shew  now  your  patience  in  your  werking 
That  ye  me  hight  and  fwore  in  your  village 
The  day  that  maked  was  our  manage. 

Whan  fhe  had  herd  all  this,  fhe  not  ameved 
Neyther  in  word,  in  chere,  ne  countenance, 
(For  as  it  femed,  fhe  was  not  agreved) 
She  fayde,  Lord,  all  lith  in  your  pleafance  ; 
My  child  and  F  with  hertely  obeifance 
Ben  .youres  all,  and  ye  may  fave  or  fpill 
Your  owen  thing  :   werketh  after  your  will. 

Ther  may  no  thing,  fo  God  my  foule  fave,, 
Like  unto  you  that  may  difplefen  me-j 
Ne  I  defire  nothing  for  to  have, 
Ne  drede  for  to  lefe,  fauf  only  ye  : 
This  will  is  in  myn  herte,  and  ay  fhall  be, 
No  length  of  time  or  deth  may  this  deface, 
Ne  change  my  courage  to  an  other  place. 

Glad  was  this  markis  for  hire  anfwering, 
But  yet  he  feined  as  he  were  not  fo  ; 
Al  drery  was  his  chere  and  his  loking, 
Whan  that  he  fhuld  out  of  the  chamber  go. 
Sone  after  this,  a  furlong  way  or  two, 
He  prively  hath  told  aii  his  entent 
Unto  a  man,  and  to  his  wif  him  fent. 

A  maner  fergeant  was  this  prive  man, 
The  which  he  faithful  often  founden  had 
In  things  gret,  and  eke  fwiche  folk  wel  can 
Don  execution  on  things  bad ; 
The  lord  knew  wel  that  he  him  loved  and  drad. 
An-d  whan  this  fergeant  wift  his  lordes  will, 
.Into  the  chambre  he  ftalked  him  ful  ftill. 

Madame,  he  fayd,  ye  mote  foryeve  it  me, 
Though  I  do  thing  to  which  1  am  conftreined; 
Ye  ben  fo  wife,  that  right  wel  knowen  ye 
That  lordes  heftes  may  not  ben  yfeined ; 
They  may  wel  be  bewailed  and  complained, 
But  men  mote  nedes  to  hir  luft  obey, 
And  fo  wol  I ;  ther  n'is  no  more  to  fay. 

The  child  I  am  commanded  for  to  take — 
And  fpake  no  more,  but  out  the  child  he  hens 
Difpitoufly,  and  gan  a  chere  to  make, 
As  though  he  wold  haveflain  it  or  he  went, 
Grifildis  mtift  al  fuffer  and  al  confent ; 
And  as  a  lambe  fhe  fitteth  meke  and  ftill, 
And  let  this  cruel  fergeant  do  his  will. 


THE   CLERKES  TALE. 


Sufpecious  "was  the  cliffime  of  this  man, 
>Sufpe<5l  his  face,  fufpe<5l  his  word  alfo, 
Sufpecl  the  time  in  which  he  this  began  : 
Alas  !  hire  doughter,  that  fhe  loved  fo 
She  wende  he  \void  han  flaien  it  right  tho ; 
But  natheles  fhe  neither  wept  ne  fiked, 
Conforming  hire  to  that  the  markis  liked. 

But  at  the  laft  to  fpeken  fhe  hegan, 
And  mekely  fhe  to  the  fergeant  praid 
(So  as  he  was  a  worthie  gentilman) 
That  fhe  might  kiffe  hire  child  or  that  it  deid; 
And  in  hire  barme  this  litel  child  fhe  leid; 
With  ful  fad  face,  and  gan  the  child  to  blifle, 
And  lulled  it,  and  after  gan  it  kiffe. 

And  thus  fhe  fayd  in  hire  benigne  vois ; 
Farewel,  my  child,  1  fhal  the  never  Tee, 
But  fin  I  ha,ve  thee  marked  with  the  crois, 
Of  thiike  fader  ybleffed  mote  thou  be 
That  for  us  died  upon  a  crois  of  tree, 
Thy  foule,  litel  child,  I  him  betake, 
For  this  night  fhalt  thou  dien  for  my  fake. 

I  trow  that  to  a  norice  in  this  cas 
It  had  been  hard  this  ronthe  for  to  fee ; 
Wei  might  a  moder  than  han  cried  Alas. r 
But  natheles  fo  fad  ftedfaft  was  fhe, 
That  fhe  endured  all  adverfitee. 
And  to  the  fergeant  mekely  fhe  fayde, 
Have  here  agen  your  litel  yonge  mayde. 

Goth  now  (quod  fhe)  and  doth  my  lordes  heft  : 
And  o  thjng  wold  I  pray  you  of  your  grace, 
But  if  my  lord  forbade  you  at  the  left, 
Burieth  this  litel  body  in  fom  place 
Th:-.t  beftes  ne  no  briddes  it  to-race. 
But  he  no  word  to  that  purpos  wold  fay, 
But  toke  the  child,  and  went  upon  his  way. 

This  fergeant  came  unto  his  lord  again, 
And  of  Grifildes  wordes  and  hire  chere 
He  told  him  point  for  point,  in  fhort  and  plain, 
And  him  prefented  with  his  doughter  dere. 
Somwhat  this  lord  hath  routhe  in  his  manere, 
But  natheles  his  purpos  held  he  ftill, 
As  lordes  don  whan  they  wol  have  hir  will  j 

And  bad  this  fergeant  that  he  prively 
Shulcle  this  child  ful  fofte  -wind  and  wrappe, 
With  alle  circumftances  tendrely, 
And  carry  it  in  a  cofre  or  in  a  lappe  ; 
But  upon  peine  his  hed  of  for  to  fwappe 
That  no  man  fhulde  know  of  his  entent, 
Ne  vvhens  he  came  ne  whidcr  that  he  went  ^ 

But  at  Boloigne,  unto  his  fufter  dere, 
That  thiike  time  of  Pavie  was  Counteffe, 
He  fhuld  it  take  and  fhew  hire  this  matere, 
Befeching  hire  to  don  hire  befmeffe, 
This  child  to  foftren  in  all  gentilleffe  ; 
And  whofe  child  that  it  was  he  bade  hire  hide 
From  every  wight,  for  ought  that  may  betide. 

The  fergeaut  goth,and  hath  fulfilde  this  thing. 
But  to  this  marquis  now  retorne  we; 
For  now  goth  he  ful  faft,  imagining 
It  by  his  wives  chere  he  mighte  fee, 
Or  by  hire  wordes  appcrceive,  that  fhe 
Were  charged  ;  but  he  never  could  hire  finds 
But  ever  in  ou  ylike  fad  and  kinde. 

As  gl-.d,  a$  humble,  as  bcfy  in  fer.yjcc 


And  eke  in  love,  as  fhe  was  front' to  be, 

Was  fhe  to  him  in  every  manner  wife  ; 

Ne  of  hire  doughter  not  a  word  fpake  ihe  : 

Non  accident  for  non  adverfitee 

Was  feen  in  hire,  ne  never  hire  doughters  name 

Ne  nevened  fhe  for  erneft  ne  for  game. 

Pars  quarta* 

In  this  eftat  ther  paffed  ben  foure  yere 
Er  fhe  with  childe  was,  but  as  God  wold, 
A  knave  childe  JRia  bare  by  this  Waltere 
Ful  gracious,  and  fair  for  to  behold  ; 
And  whan  that  folk  it  to  his  fader  told, 
Not  only  he  but  all  his  contree  uiery 
Was  for  this  childe,  and  God  they  thonk  and  hery » 

Whan  it  was  two  ycre  old,  arid  from  the  brelt 
Departed  of  his  norice,  on  a  day 
This  markis  caughte  yet  another  left 
To  tempte  his  wif  yet  ofter,  if  he  may. 

0  !  nedeles  was  fhe  tempted  in  affay  : 
But  wedded  men  ne  connen  no  mefure 
Whan  that  they  finde  a  patient  creature. 

Wif,  quod  this  markis,  ye  han  herd  or  this 
My  peple  fikely  beren  our  manage, 
And  namely  .fin  my  fone  yboren  is, 
Now  is  it  werfe  than  ever  in  al  our  age  ; 
The  murmur  fleth  myn  herte  and  my  corage. 
For  to  myn  eres  cometh  the  vois  fo  fmerte, 
That  it  wel  nie  deftroyed  hath  myn  herte. 

Now  fay  they  thus ;  Whan  Walter  is  agon, 
Than  ftiall  the  blood  of  Janicle  fuccede, 
And  ben  our  lord,,  for  other  han  we  non. 
Swiche  wordes  fayn  my  peple,  it  is  no  drcde  j 
Wel  ought  I  of  fwiche  murmur  taken  hede, 
For  certainly  I  drede  al  fwiche  fentence, 
Though  they  not  plainen  in  myn  audience. 

I  worde  live  in  pees  if  that  I  might ; 
Wherefore  I  am  difpofed  utterly, 
As  I  his  fufter  ferved  er  by  night, 
Right  fo  thinke  I  to  ferve  him  prively. 
This  warne  I  you,  that  ye  not  ibdenly 
Out  of  yourfelf  for  no  wo  fhuld  outraie  ; 
Beth  patient,  and  therof  I  you  praie. 

I  have,  quod  fhe,  fayd  thus,  and  ever  fhal, 

1  wol  no  thing,  ne  n'iltne  thing  certain, 
But  as  you  lift  :  not  greveth  me  at  al 
Though  that  my  doughter  and  my  fone  be  flain 
At  your  commandement  :  that  is  to  fain, 

I  have  not  had  no  part  of  children  twein 
But  firft  fikeneffe  and  after  wo  and  peine. 

Ye  ben  my  lord,  doth  with  your  owen  thing 
Right  as  you  lift  :  afketh  no  rede  of  me  ; 
For  as  I  left  at  home  al  my  clothing 
Whan  I  came  firft  to  you,  right  £6  (quod  fhe) 
Left  I  my  will  and  all  my  libertee, 
And  toke  your  clothing  ;  wherefore  I  you  prey 
Doth  y/mr  plefance,  1  wol  youre  luft  obey. 

And  certes,  if  I  hadde  prefcince 
Your  will  to  know  er  ye  your  luft  me  told, 
I  wold  it  do  withouten  negligence  : 
But  now  1  wote  your  luft,  and  what  ye  wold, 
All  your  plefance  ferine  and  ftable  I  hold<.; 
For  wift  I  that  my  deth  might  do  you  efe  < 
Right  gladely  wold  I  dien  you  to  plefe. 


THE  -CLERKE  S    TAL& 


Beth  may  not  maker:  no  comparifoun 
Unto  your  love.  And  whan  this  markis  fay 
The  conftance  of  his  wif,  he  cafl  adoun 
His  eyen  two,  and  wondreth  how  fhe  may 
In  patience  fuffer  al  this  array  ; 
And  forth  he  goth  with  drery  ccntenance. 
But  to  his  herte  it  was  ful  gret  plefance. 

This  ugly  fergeant  in  the  fame  wife 
That  he  hire  doughter  caughte,  right  fo  he 
(Or  werfe,  if  men  can  any  werfe  devils) 
Hath  hent  hire  fone,  that  ful  was  of  beautee  : 
A'nd  ever  in  on  fo  patient  was  flic 
That  fhe  no  chere  made  of  hevineffe, 
But  kift  hire  fone,  and  after  gan  it  bleffe. 

Save  this  fne  praied  him,  if  that  he  might, 
Hire  litel  fone  he  wold  in  erthe  grave, 
His  tendre  limmes,  delicat  to  fight, 
Fro  foules  and  fro  beftes  for  to  fave. 
But  flie  non  anfwer  of  him  mighte  have  : 
He  wen  his  way  as  him  no  thing  ne  rought, 
But  to  Boloigne  he  tenderly  it  brought. 

This  markis  wondereth  ever  lenger  the  more 
Upon  hire  patience  ;  and  if  that  he 
Ne  hadde  fothely  knowen  ther  before 
That  parfitly  hire  children  loved  fhe, 
He  wold  han  wend  that  of  fom  fubtiltee 
And  of  malice,  cr  for  cruel  corage, 
That  fhe  had  fuffred  this  with  fad  vifage. 

But  wel  he  knew  that  next  himfelf  certain, 
She  loved  hire  children  beft  in  every  wife. 
But  now  of  women  wold  I  afken  fayn, 
If  thife  affuies  mighten  not  fuffife  ? 
Whatcoud  a  fturdy  hufbond  more  devife 
To  preve  hire  wifhocd  and  hire  ftedfaftnefic, 
And  he  continuing  ever  in  fturdineffe  ? 

But  ther  ben  folk  of  fwiche  condition, 
That  whan  they  han  a  certain  purpos  take, 
They  cannot  ftint  of  hir  entcntion, 
But  right  as  they  \vcre  bounden  to  a  ftake, 
They  wol  not  of  hir  firfte  purpos  flake  : 
Right  fo  this  markis  fully  hath  purpofed 
To  tempt  his  wif  as  he  wes  firft  difpofed. 

He  waiteth  if  by  word  or  contenance 
That  fhe  to  him  was  changed  of  corage ; 
But  never  coud  he  finden  varience ; 
She  was  aye  on  in  herte  and  in  vifage ; 
And  aye  the  further  ihe  was  in  age, 
The  more  trewe  (if  that  it  were  poffible) 
She  was  to  him  in  love,  and  penible. 

For  which  it  femed  thus,  that  of  hem  two 
Ther  was  but  o  will  ;  for  as  Walter  left, 
The  fame  luft  was  hire  plefance  alfo  ; 
And  God  be  thanked,  all  fell  for  the  beft, 
She  fhewed  wel  for  nc  wordly  unreft 
A  wif,  as  of  hirefelf,  no  thing  ne  fliolde 
Willa  in  effect  but  as  hire  hufbond  wolde. 

The  fclandre  of  Walter  wonder  wide  fpradde, 
That  of  a  cruel  herte  he  wikkedly, 
For  he  a  pourc  woman  wedded  hadde, 
Hath  murdred  both  his  children  prively  : 
Swich  murmur  was  among  hem  comunly. 
No  wonder  is,  for  to  the  peples  ere 
•i'her  <Ji)«e  no  word  but  that  they  rr.r.rdrcd  were. 


For  which  ther  as  his  peple  therbefore 
Had  loved  him  wel,  the  fclandre  of  his  diffamff 
Made  hem  that  they  him  hateden  therefore  : 
To  ben  a  mudrour  is  an  hateful  name. 
But  nathclea  for  erneft  ne  for  game 
He  of  his  cruel  purpos  n'olde  ftente  i 
To  tempt  his  wif  was  fette  all  his  entente. 

Whan  that  his  doughter  twelf  yere  was  of  ag". 
He  to  the  court  of  Rome,  in  fubtil  wife 
Enformed  of  his  will,  fent  his  mefTage, 
Commanding  him  fwiche  bilies  to  devife 
As  to  his  cruel  purpos  may  fuffife, 
How  that  tiie  Pope,  as  for  his  peples  reft, 
Bade  him  to  wed  another  if  him  left. 

I  fay  he  bade  they  fhulden  contrefete 
The  Popes  bulles,  making  mention 
That  he  hath  leve  his  Grfte  wif  to  lete^ 
As  by  the  Popes  difpenfation 
To  ftinten  rancour  and  diiTention 
Betwix  his  pcple  and  him.  Thus  fpake  the  bully 
The  which  they  han  publisflied  at  the  fulL 

The  rude  peple,  as  no  wonder  is, 
Wenden  ful  wel  that  it  had  ben  right  fo  ; 
But  whan  thife  tidings  came  to  Grifildis, 
I  deme  that  hire  herte  was  ful  of  wo ; 
But  flic  ylike  fad  for  ever  mo 
Difpofed  was,  this  humble  creature, 
The  adverfitee  of  fortune  al  to  endure  £ 

Abiding  ever  his  luft  and  his  plefance 
To  whom  that  fhe  was  yeven  herte  and  a** 
As  to  hire  veray  worldly  fuffifance.  .•«  ^  )l 

But  fhortly  if  this  ftofie  tell  I  fhal, 
This  markis  writen  hath  in  fpecial       ..:.. 
A  lettre,  in  which  he  fheweth  his  entente, 
And  fecretly  he  to  Boloigne  it  fente ' 

To  the  Erl  of  Pavie,  which  that  hadde  thd 
Wedded  his  fufter,  prayed  he  fpecially 
To  bringen  home  agein  his  children  two 
In  honourable  eftat  al  openly ; 
But  o  thing  he  him  prayed  utterly, 
That  he  to  no  wight,  though  men  wold  enquere*  I 
Shulde  not  tell  whos  children  that  they  were./ 

But  fay  the  maiden  fliuld  ywedded  be 
Unto  the  Markis  of  Saluces  anon. 
And  as  this  erl  was  prayed,  fo  did  he ; 
For  at  day  fette  he  on  his  way  is  gon     .  f  * : .  . 
Toward  Saluces,  and  lordes  many  on 
In  rich  arraie,  this  maiden  for  to  gide, 
Hire  yonge  brother  riding  hire  beiide. 

Arraied  was  toward  hire  manage 
This  fresfhe  maiden,  ful  of  gemnies  clere, 
Hire  brother,  which  that  feven  yere  was  of  ag^ 
Arraied  eke  ful  frefh  in  his  manere  : 
And  thus  in  gret  noblefTe  and  with  glad  chere 
Toward  Saluces  fnaping  hir  journay 
Fro  day  to  day  they  riden  in  hir  way. 

Pars  qulnta. 

Among  al  his,  after  this  wicked  ufage^ 
This  markis  yet  his  wif  to  tempten  more 
To  the  utterefte  prefe  of  hire  corage, 
Fully  to  have  experience  and  lore 
If  that  fhe  were  as  itcdefiiH  as  before* 


THE 

fie  on  a  day  in  open  audience 

Ful  boiftoufly  hath  faid  hire  this  fentence  t 

Certes,  Grifilde,  I  had  ynough  plefance 
To  ban  you  to  my  wif  for  your  goodneffe, 
And  for  your  trouthe  and  for  your  obeyfance, 
Not  for  your  linage  ne  for  your  richefle  ; 
But  now  know  I  in  very  fothfaftnefle 
That  in  gret  lordfhip,  If  I  me  wel  avife, 
Ther  is  gret  fervitude  in  fondry  wife. 

I  may  not  don  as  every  ploughman  may  ; 
My  peple  me  conftreineth  for  to  take 
Another  wif,  and  crien  day  by  day  j 
And  eke  the  Pope,  rancour  for  to-  flake, 
Confenteth  it,  that  dare  I  undertake  : 
And  trewely  thus  mochel  wol  y^u  fay, 
My  newe  wif  is  coming  by  the  way, 

Be  ftrong  of  herte,  and  void  anon  hire  place, 
And  thilke  dower  that  ye  broughten  me 
Take  it  agen  ;  I  grant  it  of  my  grace. 
Returneth  to  your  fadres  hous,  (quod  he) 
No  man  may  alway  have  profperitee. 
With  even  herte  I  rede  you  to  endure 
The  ftroke  of  Fortune  or  of  aventure. 

And  fhe  agen  anfwerd  in  patience  ; 
My  Lord,  quod  fhe,  I  wote  and  wift  alway 
How  that  betwixen  your  magnificence 
And  my  poverte  no  wight  ne  can  ne  may 
Maken  comparifen  ;  it  is  no  nay  : 
I  ne  held  me  never  digni:  in  no  manere 
To  be  your  wif,  ne  yet  your  chamberere. 

And  in  this  hous  ther  ye  me  lady  made 
(The  highe  God  take  I  for  my  witnefle, 
And  all  fo  wifly  he  my  foule  glad) 
f  never  held  ne  lady  me  maiftrefle, 
But  humble  feryant  to  your  worthinefle, 
And  ever  fhal,  while  that  my  life  may  dure, 
Aboven  every  wordly  creature. 

That  ye  fo  longe  of  your  benignitcc 
Han  holden  me  in  honour  and  nobley, 
Wheras  I  was  uot  worthy  for  to  be, 
Tb.it  thanke  1  God  and  you,  to  whom  I  prey 
Foryelde  it  you  ;  ther  is  no  more  to  fey. 
Unto  my  fader  gladly  wol  I  wende, 
And  with  him  dwell  unto  my  lives  ende. 

Ther  I  was  foftred  of  a  childe  ful  fmal ; 
til  I  be  ded,  my  lif  ther  wol  I  lede, 
A  widew  clene  in  body,  herte,  and  al  t 
For  fith  I  yave  to  you  my  maidenhede, 
And  am  your  trewe  IT  if,  it  is  H9  drede, 
.1  fhild'e  fwiche  a  lordes  wif  to  take 

other  man  to  hufbond  or  to  make. 

And  of  your  neve  wif  God  of  his  grace 
o  graunte  you  wele  and  prcfperite, 
For  I  wol  gladly  yelden  hire  my  place, 
In  which  that  I  was  blifsful  wont  to  be  : 
For  fith  it  liketh  you,  my  Lord,  (quod  fhe) 
That  whilom  Wcre.n  all  myn  hertes  reft, 
That  I  fhal  gon,  I  wol  go  whan  you  left. 

But  ther  as  ye  me  profre  fwiche  dowaire 
i    As  I  firft  brough,  it  is  wel  in  my  mind 
It  were  my  wretched  clothes,  nothing  faire, 
The  which  to  me  were  hard  now  for  to  find, 
0  gcode  God  !  how  gentil  and  how  kind 
Ye  femed  by  your  fpeche  and  your  vifage 
The  day  that  maked  was  cure  marriage  ! 


But  foth  is  faid,  afgate  I  find  it  trctW, 
For  in  effect  it  preved  is  on  me, 
Love  is  not  old  as  whan  that  it  is  newe. 
But  certes,  Lord,  for  non  adver-ltee 
To  dein  in  this  cas,  it  ihal  not  be 
That  ever  in  word  or  werke  I-  ihal  repent 
That  I  you  yave  min  herte  in  hole  content, 

My  Lord,  ye  wotc  that  in  my  fadres  placr 
Ye  did  me  flripe  out  of  my  poure  wede, 
Andrichely  ye  clad  me  of  your  grace; 
To  you  brought  I  nought  dies  out  of  drcde 
But  faith,  and  nakedneffc,  and  maidenhcdj  %, 
And  here  agen  your  clothing  I  reftore, 
And  dee  your  wedding  ring,  for  evermore. 

The  remenant  ®f  your  j ewe ks^redy  be 
Within  your  chambre,  I  dare  it  fafly  faiq, 
Naked  out  of  my  fadres  hous  (quocl  fhe)-1 
I  came,  and  naked  I  mote  turne  again. 
All  your  pleiance  wolde  I  folwe  fain  ; 
But  yet  I  hope  it  be  not  your  entent 
That  I  fmokles  out  of  your  paleis  went, 

Ye  coude  not  do  fo  diihonefi  a  thingv 
That  thilke  wombe,  in  which  your  children  la"*; 
Shulde  before  the  peple  in  my  walking 
Be  feen  al  bare  ;  wherefore  }••  you  prey 
Let  me  not  like  a  worme  go  by  th-e  >v:iy  : 
Rcmembre  you,  min  ov/cn  Lord  fo  dcre, 
I  was  your  wif,  though  I  unworthy  were* 

Wherfore  rn  guerdon-  of  my  maidenhede^ 
Which  that  I  brought  and  not  agen  I  here, 
As  vouchefauf  to  yeve  me  to  my  mede 
But  fwiche  a  fmok  as  I  was  wont  to  were, 
That  I  therwith  may  wrie  the-  wombe  of  hire 
That  was  your  wif.     And  here  f  take  my  levc 
Of  you,  min  owen  Lord,  left  I  you  grove. 

The  fmok,  quod  he,  that  thou  haft  on  thy  bafo? 
Let  it  be  ftill,  and  bere  it  forth  with  thee. 
But  wel  unnethes  thilke  word  he  fpalce, 
But  went  his  way  for  routhe  and  for  pi'tec. 
Before  the  folk  hirefelven  ftripeth  fhe, 
And  in  hire  fmofc,  with  foot  and  hed  all  br.re,-' 
Toward  hire  fadres  hous  forth  is  file  fare. 

The  folk  hire  folwen  weping  in  hit  wey, 
And  Fortune  ay  they  curfen  as  they  gon  ; 
But  Ihe  fro  weping  kept  hire  eyen  drey, 
Ne  in  this  time  word  ne  fpak  fhe  non. 
Hire  fader,  that  this  tiding  herd  anon, 
Curfeth  the  day  and  time  that  Nature 
Shope  him  to  ben  a  lives  creature. 

For  out  of  doute  this  old  poure  man- 
Was  ever  in  fufpeft  of  hire  mariage ; 
For  ever  he  demed,  fin  it  firft  began, 
That  whan  the  lord  fulfilled  had  his  ccragej. 
Him  wolde  thinke  it  were  a  difparage 
To  his  eftat  fo  lowe  for  to  alight, 
And  voiden  hire  as  fone  as  ever  he  might. 

Agein  his  doughter  haftily  goth  he, 
(For  he  by  noife  of  folk  knew  hire  coming) 
And  with  hire  olde  cote,  as  it  might  be, 
He  covereth  hire,  ful  forwefully  weping 
But  on  hire  body  might  he  it  not  bring, 
For  rude  was  the  cloth,  and  more  of  age 
By  daiesfele  than  at  hire  mariage. 

Thus  with  hire  fader  for  a  certain  fpacfc 
Dwclleth  this  flour  of  wifly  ja'aeace,. 
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That  nother  by  hire  wor  Jcs  n'c  hire  face, 
Beforn  the  folk,  ne  eke  inhir  abfence, 
Ne  {hewed, {he  that  hire  was  don  offence, 

•  Ne  of  hire  high  eftat  no  remembrance 
Ne  hadde  fl;e  as  by  hire  contenance. 

No  wander  is,  for  in  hire  grct  eftat 
Hire  goft  was  ^ver  in  pleine  humilitee; 
No  tendre  mouth,  no  herte  delicat, 
No  pompe,  no  femblant  of  realtee, 
But  ful  of  patient  benignitee, 
Difcrete,  and  prideles,  ay  honourable, 
And  to  hire  hufbond  ever  meke  and  ftable. 

Men  fpeke  of  Job,  and  moft  for  his  humblefle, 
As  clerkes  whan  hem  lift  can  wel  endite, 
Namely  of  men,  but  as  in  fothfaftnefle, 
Though  clerkes  preifen  women  but  a  lite, 
Ther  can  no  man  in  humblefle  him  acquite 
As  woman  cam,  ne  can  be  half  fo  trewe 
As  women  ben,  but  it  be  falle  of  newe. 

Pairsjexta. 

Fro  Boloigne  is  this  Earl  of  Pavie  come, 
Of  which  the  fame  up  fprang  to  more  and  leffe  : 

•  And  to  the  peples  eres  all  and  fome 
Was  couth  eke  that  a  newe  markJfeffe 

He  with  him  brought  in  fwiche  pomp  and  richeffe, 
That  never  was  ther  feen  with  marines  eye 
So  noble  array  in  al  Weft  Lumbardie. 

The  markis,  which  that  {hope  and  knew'all  this, 
Er  that  this  erl  was  come  fent  his  meffage 
For  thilke  poure  fely  Grifildis, 
And  me  with  humble  herte  and  glad  vifage, 
Not  with  no  fwollen  thought  in  hire  corage, 
Came  at  Jus  heft,  and  on  hire  knees  hire  fette, 
And  reverently  and  wifely  me  him  grette. 

Grifilde,  (quod  he)  my  will  is  utterly 
This  maiden  that  fhal  wedded  be  to  me 
Received  be  to-morwe  as  really 
As  it  poffible  is  in  myn  hous  to  be ; 
And  eke  that  every  wight  in  his  degree 
Have  his  eftat  in  fitting  and  lervice, 
And  high  plefance,  as  \  can  beft  devife. 

I  have  no  woman  fuffifant  certain 
The  cha'mbres  for  to  array  in  ordipance 
x  After  my  luft,  and  therfore  wolde  I  fain 
That  thin  were  all  fwiche  manere  governance  ; 
Thou  knoweft  e£e  of\old  all  my  plefance  : 
Though  thin  array  be  bad,  and  evil  :befey, 
Do  thou  thy  devoir  at  the  k-fte  wey. 

Not  only,  Lord,  that  I  am  glad  (quoth  fhe) 
To  don  your  luft,  but  I  defire  alfo 
You  for  to  ferve  and  plefe  inrtny  degree 
Withouten  fainting,  and  fhaS  evermo  : 
Ne  never  for  no  wele  ne  for  no  wo 
Ne  fhal  the  goft  within  myn  herte  ftente 
To  love  you  beft  with  all  my  trewe  entente. 

And  with  that  word  fhe  gan  the  hous  to  dight, 
And  tables  for  to  fette,  and  beddes  make, 
And  peined  her  to  don  all  that  fhe  might, 
Praying  the  chambcreres  for  GoddesYake 
To  haften  hem,  and  fafte  fwepe  and  make'; 
And  fhe,  the  mofte  ferviceable  of  all, 
Hath  every  chambre  arraied  and  his  hall. 


Abouten  undern  gan  this  erl  aligliL' 
That  with  him  brought  thife  noble  children  twe}V 
For  which  the  peple  ran  to  fee  the  light 
Of  hir  array,  fo  richely  befcy  ; 
And  that  at  erft  amonges  hem  they  fey 
That  Walter  was  no  fool,  though  that  him  left 
To  change  his  wif,  for  it  was  for  the  beft. 

For  me  is  fairer,  as  they  derhen  all, 
Than  his  Grifilde,  and  more  tendre  of  age, 
Ahd  fairer  fruit  bc'cwene  hem  fhuldc  fall, 
j  And  more  plefant,  for  hire  high  linage  i 
Hire  brother  eke  fo  faire  was  of  vifage 
That  hem 'to  feeii  the  peple  hath  caught  plefance/ 
Commending  now  the  rnarkis  governance. 

O  ftormy  psple,  unfad  and  ever  uatre\v, 
|  And  undifcrete  and  changing  as  a  fane,' 
:   Delighting  ever  in  rombel  that  is  newe, 
For  like'the  mone  waxen  ye  and  wane  : 
A  ful  of  clapping^  dere  ynough  a  j?-ne, 
j  Your  dome  is  fais,  your  conltance  evil  prcveth, 
Ay  ful  gr*et  fool  is  he  that  on  you  leveth ! 

Thus  faiden  fade  folk  in  that  citce 
1  Whan  that  the  peple  galed  tip  and  doun, 
For  they  were  glad  right  for  the  noveltee 
'  To  have  a  new  lady  of  hir  toun. 
No  more  of  this  make  I  now  mentioun, 
But  to  GrHildc  agen  I  wol  me  dreffe. 
And  tell  hire  conftance  and  hire  befmeffe. 

Ful  befy  was  Grifilde  in  every  thing 
That  to  the  fefte  was  appertinent ; 
;  Right  naught  was  me  abaift  of  hire  clothing, 
Though  it  wer£  rude,  and  lomdel  eke  to-rent*' 
But  with  glade  chere  to  the  yate  is  went, 
With  other  folk,  to  grete  the  marklfeffe, 
And  after  that  doth  forth  hire  befmeffe. 

With  fo  glad  chere  mYgeftes  ibe  receiveth* 
And  conningly  everich  in  his  degree, 
That  no  defaut  no  man  apperceiveth, 
But  ay  they  wondrtn  what  fhe  mighte  be 
That  in  fo  poure  array  was  for  to  fee, 
And  coude  fwiche  honour  and  reverence, 
And  worthily  they  preifen  hire  prudence.' 

In  all  this  meiie  while  fhe  ne  ftent  - 
This  maide  and  eke  hire  brother  to  commcnd3 
With  all  hire  herte  in  ful  benigne  entent, 
So  wel  that  no  man  coud  hire  preife  amend  ; 
But  at  the  laft  whan  that  thife  lordes  wend 
To  fitten  doun  to  mete,  hj:  began  to  call 
Grifilde,  as  fhe  was  befy  in  the  hall, 

Grifilde,  (quod  he,  as  it  were  in  his  play) 
How  liketh  thee  my  wif  and  hire  beautee? 
Right  wel,  my  Lord,  quod  fhe,  for  in  good  fay 
A  fairer  faw  I  never  non  than  me  ; 
I  pray  to  God  yeve  you  profperitee, 
And  fo  I  hope  that  he  wol  to  you  fend 
Piefance  ynough  unto  your  lives  end. 

O  thing  beleech  I  you  and  warne  alfo^ 
I  That  ye  ne  prikke  with  no  turmentiag 
i  This  tendre  maiden  as  ye  han-do  me. 
!  For  flic  is  fcilred  in  hire  nouriilvng 
!  More  tendrely,  and  to  my  fuppoiing 
She  mighte  not  ndverfitec  endure 
As  coudc  a  poure  foftrcd  creature. 
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And  whan  this  Walter  fa-.v  hire  patience, 
Hire  glad  ch'ere,  and  no  malice  at  all, 
And  he  fo  often  hadde  hire  don  offence, 
And  fhe  ay  fade  and  conflant  as  a  wall, 
Continuing  ever  hire  innocence  over  all, 
This  flurdy  markis  gan  his  herte  dreffe 
To  rewe  upon  hire  wifly  ftedefaftneffe. 

This  is  ynongh,  Grifilde  min,  quod  he, 
Be  now  no  more  agaft  ne'evil  apaid; 
I  have  thy  faith  and  thy  benignitee, 
As  wel  as  ever  woman  was,  aiTaid, 
In  gret  eftat  and  pouerelich  arraid  : 
Now  know  I,  dere  wif,  thy  fL-defaftneffe  5 
And  hire  in  armes  toke,  and  gan  to  kefie. 

And  flie  for  wonder  toke  of  it  no  kepe  ; 
She  herde  not  what  thing  he  to  hire  faid ; 
She  ferde  as  fhe  had  ftert  out  of  a  flepe, 
Til  fhe  out  of  hire  mafedneffe  abraid. 
Grifilde,  quod  he,  by  God  that  for  us  deid, 
Thou  art  my  wif;  non  other  I  ne  have 
.  Ne  never  had,  as  God  my  foufc  fave. 

This  is  thy  daughter  which  thou  haft  fuppofed 
To  be  my  wif;  that  other  faithfully 
Shal  be  min  heir,  as  I  have  ay  difpofed  j 
Thou  bare  hem  of  thy  body  trewely ; 
At  Boloigne  have  I  kept  hem  prively  : 
Take  hem  agen,  for  now  maift  thou  not  fay 
That  thou  hail  lorn  non  of  thy  children  tway. 
i    And  folk  thai  otherwife  han  faid  of  me, 
I  warne  hem  wel  that  I  have  don  this  dede 
For  no  maiice  ne  for  no  crueltec, 
But  for  to  affay  in  thee  thy  womanhede, 
And  not  to  flee  my  children  (God  forbcde) 
But  for  to  kepe  hem  prively  and  ftill 
Til  I  thy  purpos  knew  and  all  thy  will. 

Whan  fhe  this  herd,  afwoune  doun  fhe  falleth 
.For  pitous  joye;  and  after  hircfwouning 
She  both  hire  yongc  children  to  hire  called^ 
And  in  hire  armes,  pitoufly  weping, 
ffimbraceth  hem,  and  tendrely  kifiyig 
Ful  like  a  moder,  with  hire  fake  teres 
She  bathed  both  hir  vifage  and  hir  heres. 

O,  fvvkhe  a  pitous  thing  it  was  to  fee 
Hire  fwouning,  and  hire  humble  vois  to  here ! 
Grand  metcy  !  Lord,  God  thank  it  you  (quod  fhe) 
That  ye  han  faved  me  my  childten  dere : 
NOW  rekke  I  never  to  be  ded  right  here, 
Sin  I  ilond  in  your  love  and  in  your  grace, 
No  force  of  dcth,  ne  whan  my  fpiirit  pace. 

.O  ter.dre,  o  dere,  o  yonge,  children  mine  ! 
Your  woful  mother  wened  ftedfaftly 
That  cruel  houncles  or  fom  foul  mrmine 
Had  eten  you  ;  but  God  of  his  mepfcy 
And  your  benigne  fader  tendrely 
Hath  non  yon  kepe  :  and  in  that  fame  ftound 
Al  fouenly  fhe  fwapt  adoun  to  ground. 

-And  in  hire  fwough  fo  fadly  holdeth  fhe 
Hire  children  two,  whan  fhe  gan  hem  embrace, 
That  with  gret  fleight  and  gret  difficultee 
The  children  from  hire  arm  they  gan  arrace. 
3 !  ma;;y  a  ters  on  many  a  pitous  face 
Doun  ran  of  hem  that  ftoden  hire  befide  ; 
TInnethe  abouten  hire  might  they  abide. 

Walter  hire  gladeth,  and  hire  ibrwe  flaketh  ; 
She  rifeth  up  abufhed  from  hire  trance, 
Vo; ,  I, 


And  every  wight  hire  joye'  and  ft-tle"  maketh 
Til  fhe  hath  caught  agen  hire  contenance. 
Walter  hire  doth  fo  faithfully  plefance, 
That  it  was  deintee  for  to  feen  the  chere 
Betwixt  hem  two  fin  they  ben  met  in  fere. 

Thife  ladies,  whan  that  they  hir  time  fey, 
Han  taken  hire,  and  into  chambre  gon, 
And  ftripen  hire  out  of  hire  rude  arrey, 
And  in  a  cloth  of  gold  that  brighte  fhone, 
With*  coroune  of  many  a  riche  ftone 
Upon  hire  hed,  they  int6  hall  hire  brought;', 
And  ther  fhe  was  honoured  as  hire  ought. 

Thus  hath  this  pitous  day  a  blisful  end, 
For  every  man  and  woman  doth  his  might 
This  day  in  mirth  and  revel  to  difpend, 
Til  on  the  welkin  ihone  the  fterres  bright  j 
For  more  folempne  in  every  mannes  fight 
This  fefce  was,  and  greter  of  cottage, 
Than  was  the  revel  of  hire  mariage. 

Ful  many  a  yere  in  high  profperitec 
Liven  thife  two  in  concord  and  in  reft, 
And  richely  his  doughter  maried  he 
Unto  a  lord,  on  of  the  worthieft 
Of  all  Itaille,  and  than  in  pees  and  reft 
His  wives  fader  in  his  court  he  kepeth 
Til  that  the  foule  out  of  his  body  crepcth. 

His  fone  fuccedeth  in  his  heritage, 
In  reft  and  pees,  after  his  fadres  day, 
.And  fortunat  was  tke  in  mariage, 
Al  put  he  not  his  wif  in  gret  affay  : 
This  world  is  not  fo  ftrorg,  it  is  ijp  nay, 
As  it  hath  ben  in  olde  times  yore, 
And  hcrkneth  what  this  audour  faith  therfor-e. 

This  ftory  is  faid,  not  for  that  wives  fhuld 
Fohve  Grifilde  as  in  humilitee, 
For  it  were  importable  tho  they  wold, 
But  for  that  every  wight  in  his  degree 
Shulde  be  conftant  in  -adverfitee 
As  was  Grifilde,  therfore  Petrark  writeth 
This  ftorie,  which  wkh  high  ftile  he  enditeth, 

For  fith  a  woman  was  fo  patient 
Unto  a  mortal  man,  wel  more  we  oup'ht 
Receiven  all  in  gree  that  God  us  fent. 
For  gret  fkill  is  he  preve  that  he  wrought ; 
But  he  ne  tempteth  no  man  that  he  bought^ 
As  faith  Seint  Jume,  if  ye  his  piftell  rede ; 
He  preveth  fcik  al  day,  it  is  no  drede ; 

And  fuffreth  us,  as  for  our  exercifr, 
With  fharpe  fcourges  of  adverfitee 
Ful  often  to  be  bete  in  fondry  wife, 
Not  for  to  know  our  will,  for  certes  he, 
,  Or  we  were  borne,  knew  all  our  freeletee,        '# 
And  for  our  beft  is  all  his  governance  ; 
Let  us  than  live  in  vertuous  furfrancc. 

But  o  word,  Lordings,  herkneth  or  I  go  : 
It  were  ful  hard  to  finden  now  adayes 
In  all  a  toun  Grifildes  three  or  two  ; 
For  if  that  they  were  pot  to  fwiche  aflayes 
The  gold  of  hem  hath  now  fo  bad  alayes 
With  bras,  that  though  the  coine  be  faire  at  eys 
It  wokie  rather  braft  atwo  than  plie. 

For  which  here,  for  the  Wives  love  of  Bathe, 
Whas  Lif  and  al  hire  fecte  God  maintene 
In  high  ruaiflrie,  and  elks  were  it  icathe^ 


s 
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I  wol  with  lufty  herte  fresflie  arid  grene 
Say  you  a  fong  to  gladen  you  I  wene, 
And  let  us  ftint  of  erneftful  matere. 
Jlerkneth  my  fong,  that  faith  in  this  manere  : 

Grifilde  is  ded,  and  eke  hire  patience, 
And  both  at  ones  buried  in  Itaille, 
For  which  I  crie  in  open  audience, 
No  wedded  man  fo  hardy  be  to  affaille 
His  wives  patience,  in  truft  to  find 
Grifildes,  for  in  certain  he  fhal  faille. 

O  noble  wives  !  ful  of  high  prudence, 
Let  non  humilitee  your  tonges  naile, 
Ne  let  no  clerk  have  caufe  or  diligence 
To  write  pf  you  a  ftorie  of  fwiche  mervaille 
As  of  Grifildis,  patient  and  kinde, 
Left  Chichevache  you  fwalwe  in  hire  entraille. 

Folweth  Ecco,  that  holdeth  no  filence, 
But  ever  anfwereth  at  the  countretaille  : 
Beth  not  bedaffcd  for  your  innocence, 
But  {harply  taketh  on  you  the  governaille  : 
Emprenteth  >vel  this  leffon  in  your  rn;nde 


For  cornun  profit,  fith  it  may  svaille. 

Ye  archewives  !  ftondeth  ay  at  defence, 
Sin  ye  be  ftrong  as  is  a  gret  camaille, 
Ne  fuffreth  not  that  men  do  you  offence. 
And  fclendre  wives,  feble  as  in  bataille, 
Beth  egre  as  is  a  tigre  yond  in  Inde; 
Ay  clappeth  as  a  mill  I  you  counfaille. 

Ne  drede  hem  not,  doth  hem  no  reverence, 
For  though  thin  hulbond  armed  be  in  maille, 
The  arwes  of  thy  crabbed  eloquence 
Shal  perce  his  breft  and  eke  his  aventaille  : 
In  jaloufie  I  rede  eke  thou  him  binde,  * 
And  thou  fhalt  make  him  couche  as  doth  a  quaille. 

If  thou  be  faire,  ther  folk  ben  in  prefencc 
Shew  thou  thy  vifage  and  thiri  aparaille ; 
If  thou  be  foule,  be  free  of  thy  difpence ; 
To  get  thee  frerides  ay  do  thy  travaille  : 
Be  ay  of  chere  as  light  as  lefe  on  linde, 
And  let  him  care,  and  wepe,  and  wrjnge,  ani 
waiile. 
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WCPING  and  wailing,  care,  and  other  forwe, 
1  have  ynough  cm  even  and  on  morwe, 
<Quod  the  Marchant,  and  fo  have  other  mo 
That  wedded  ben-  I  trowe  that  it  be  fo, 
For  wel  I  wot  it  fareth  fo  by  me. 
I  have  a  wif  the  werfte  that  may  be, 
Por  though  the  fend  to  hire  ycoupled  were, 
She  wolde  him  overmatche,  I  dare  wel  fwere. 
What  fhulde  I  you  reherfe  in  fpecial 
Hire  high  malice  ?  fte  is  a  fhrew  at  al. 
Ther  is  a  long  and  a  large  difference 
Betwix  Griiildes  grete  patience 
And  of  my  wife  the  paffing  crueltee. 
Were  I  unbounden,  all  fo  mote  I  the, 
I  wolde  never  eft  comen  in  the  fnare. 
We  wedded  men  live  in  forwe  and  care  j 


Aflay  it  who  fo  wo!,  and  he  lhal  finde 
That  I  fay  foth,  by  Seint  Thomas  of  Inde, 
As  for  the  more  part,  I  fay  not  alle  ; 
God  fhilde  that  it  fliulde  fo  befalle. 

A,  good  Sire  Hofte,  I  tave  ywedded  be 
Thife  monethes  two,  and  more  not  parde ; 
And  yet  I  trowe  that  he  that  all  his  lif 
Wifles  hath  ben,  though  that  men  wolde  him  rife 
Into  the  herte,  ne  coude  in  no  manere 
Tellen  fo  much  forwe  as  I  you  here 
Coud  tellen  of  my  wives  curfednefle.          [bleffe, 

Now,  quod  our  Hofte,  Marchant,  fo  God  you' 
Sin  ye  fo  mochel  knowen  of  that  art, 
Ful  hertely  I  pray  you  tell  us  part. 

Gladly,  quod  he,  but  of  min  owen  fore, 
For  fory  herte  I  tellen  may  np  more, 
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rnjtoM  ther  was  dwelling  in  Lumbardie 
A  worthy  knight,  that  born  was  at  Pavie, 
In  which  he  lived  in  gret  profperitee  ; 
nd  {ixty  yere  a  wiiles  man  was  he, 
ind  folwed  ay  his  bodily  delit 
>n  women  ther  as  was  his  appetit, 

;  don  thife  fooles  that  ben  feculere. 
Lnd  whan  that  he  was  paffed  fixty  yere, 

it  for  holineiTe  or  for  dotage 
cannot  fain,  but  fvviche  a  gret  corage 
Ide  this  knight  to  ben  a  wedded  man, 
it  day  and  night  he  doth  all  that  he  can 
To  efpien  wher  that  he  might  wedded  be, 
raying  our  Lord  to  granten  him  that  hg 
[ighte  ones  knowen  of  that  blisful  lif 
at  is  betwix  an  hufbond  and  his  wif, 


*  Old  January  marrieth  younjj  May,  and  for  his  unc- 
Imatcl)  received  a  fool  reward,    f'rry. 


And  for  to  Jive  under  that  holy  bond 

With  which  God  firfte  man  and  woman  bond* 

Non  other  lif  (faid  he)  is  worth  a  bene  ; 

For  wedlok  is  fo  efy  and  fo  clene 

That  in  this  world  it  is  a  paradife. 

Thus  faith  this  olde  knight  that  was  fb  wife. 

And  certainly,  as  foth  as  God  is  king, 
To  take  a  wif  it  is  a  glorious  thing  ; 
And  namely  whan  a  man  is  old  and  hore, 
Than  is  a  wif  the  fruit  of  his  trefore  ; 
Than  ihuld  he  take  a  yong  wif  and  a  faire, 
On  which  he  might  engendren  him  an  heire, 
And  lede  his  lif  in  joye  and  in  folas^ 
Wheras  thife  bachelers  fingen  alas ! 
Whan  that  they  finde  any  adverfitee 
In  love,  which  n'is  but  childilh  vanitee. 
And  trewely  it  fit  wel  to  be  fo 
That  bachelers  have  often  peine  and  wo : 
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On  brotej  ground  they  bilde,  and  brotelncfie 

They  finden  whan  they  wenen  fikerneffe  : 

They  live  but  as  a  bird  or  as  a  befte, 

In  libertee  and  under  non  arefte, 

Ther  as  a  wedded  man  in  his  eflat 

Liveth  a  lif  biisful  and  prdinat, 

Under  the'  yoke  cf  mariage'  ybo'und ; 

"Wei  may  his  herte  in  joye  and  bliffe  abound  : 

For  who  can  be  fo  buxom  as  a  wif? 

"Who  is  fo  trewe  and  eke  fo  ententif 

To  kepe  him,  Tike  and  hole,  as  is  his  make  ? 

For  wele  or  wo  fhe  ri'ill  him  not  forfake  ; 

She  n'is'  not  wery  him  to  love  and  ferve, 

Though  that  he  lie  bedrede  til  that  he  fterve. 

And  yet  fom  clerkcs  fain  it  is  notib, 
Of  which  he  Theop'hraft  is  on  of  tho. 
What  force  though  Theophraft  lift  fcf  to  lie  ? 

Ne  tak  no  wif,  quod  he,  for  hufbondrie, 
As  for  to  fpare  in  houfhold  thy  difpence  : 
A  trewe  fcrvant'  doth  m<#e  diligence 
Thy  good  tokepe",  than  doth  thin  owen  wif, 
Tor  flie  wol  claimen'half  part  al  hire  lif. 
And  if  that  thou  be  fike,  fo  God  me  fave, 
Thy  veray  frendes  or  a  trewe  knave 
Wol  ktpe  thee  bet  than  fhe,  that  waiteth  ay 
After  thy  good,  and 'hath  don  many  a  day. 

'  This  feritence,  and  an  hundred  thinges  werfe, 
Writeth  this  man,  ther  God  his  bones  cnrfe.     . 
But  take  no  kepe  of  all  fwiche  vanitee  ; 
DenethTheophraft,  and  herkeneth  me. 

A  wif  is  Goddes  yefte  veraily } 
All  other  maner  yeftes  hardely, 
A.$  londes,  rentes,  pafiure,  or  commune, 
Or  mebles,  all  ben  yeftes  cf  Fortune, 
That  pafien  as  a  fhadow  on  the  wall : 
But  drede  thou  not  if  plainly  fpeke  I  fhal; 
A  wif  wol  laft  and  in  thin  hous  endure 
\Kel  lenger  than  thee  lift  pajraventure. 

Mariage  is  a  ful  grete  facrament ; 
He  which  that  hath  no  wif  I  hold  him  fhent; 
He  liveth  helples  and  all  defolat : 
(I  fpeke  of  folk  in  fecular  eftat) 
And  herkneth'why,  I  fay  not  this  for  nought, 
That  woman  is  for  maaries  help's  y wrought :  : 
Tbe  higbe  God,  whan  he  had  Adam  maked, 
And  faw  him  al  alone  belly  naked, 
God  of  his  grete  goodneffe  faide  than, 
Let  us  riovv  make  ari' help' e  unto  this  man 
JLilie'WhimfeiF,"  and  tha'r:  he  made  him  Eve. 

Here  may  ye  fee,  and  hereby  'may  ye  preve, 
That  a  wif  is  manries  helpe  and  his  comfort, 
His  paradis  terreflre,  'and  his  difport : '  '    '   ' 
So  buxom  and  fa  vertuous  is  fhe, 
They  moften  nedes  live' in  imitee  :( 
O  flclh  they  ben,'  and  o  flbih,  as  I  geffe, 
Hath  but  on  herte  in  wele'  and  iri  diftrefle. 

A  wif?  a!  Seint'e  Mane,  leneJiitte  / 
How  might  a  man  have  any  adveffite 
That  ha^^'wit?  c'ertcs  I  cannot  feye. 
The  blifl'c  fhd  \vhich  that  is  betwix  hem  tweye 
Ther  may  no  tonge  telle  of  herte  thinke. '  ',    ' 
Tf  he  be  poure,  fhe  helpefh  him  to  fwinke ; 
She  kepctK  his  good,  aiid  wafieth  never  a  del; 
All  that  hire  hufbond  doth,  hire  liketh  wcl  : 


She  faith  not  ones,  Nay,  whan  he  faith,  Vfc;.. 
Do  this,  faith  he  ;  Al  redy,  Sire,  faith  fhe. 

O  blifsful  ordre,  o  wedlok  precious! 
Thou  art  fo  mery  and  eke  fo  vertuous, 
And  fo  commended  and  approved  eke, 
That  every  man  that  holt  him  worth  a  Icke^ 
Upon  his  bare  knees  ought  all  his  lif 
Thanken  his  God  that  him  hath  fent  a  wif, 
Or  elles  pray  to  God  him  for  to  fend 
A  wif  to  laft  unto  his  lives  end  ; 
For  than  his  lif  is  fet  in  fikerneffe, 
He  may  hot  be  deceived,  as  I  gefle, 
So  tha'  he  werche  after  his  wives  rede  ; 
Than  may  he  boldly  beren  up  his  hede, 
They  ben  fo  trewe,  and  therwithal  fo  wife  ; 
For  which,  if  thou  wilt  werchen  as  the  wife, 
Do  alway  fo  as  women  wol  thee  rede. 

Lo  how  that  Jacob,  as  thife  clerkes  rede, 
By  good  confeil  of  his  mother  Rebekke 
Bounde  the  kiddes  {kin  about  his  nekke, 
For  which  his  fedres  benifon  he  wan. 

Lo  Judith,  as  the  florie  eke  tell  can, 
By  good  confeil  fhe  Goddes  peple  kept, 
And  flow  him  Holofernes  while  he  flept. 

Lo  Abigail,  by  good  confeil  how  fhe 
Saved  hire  hufbond  Uabal,  whan  that  he 
Shuld  ban  be  flain.     And  loke,  Hefter  alfo 
By  good  confeil  delivered  out  of  wo 
The  peple  of  God,  and  made  him  Mardochee 
Of  Affuere  enhaafed  for  to  be. 

Ther  n'is  no  thing  in  gree  fuperlatif 
(As  faith  Senek)  above  an  humble  wif. 
Suffer  thy  wives  tonge,  as  Caton  bit ; 
She  fhal  command  and  thou  fhaltfuffrcn  ir.^ 
And  yet  fhe  wol  obey  of  curtefie. 

A  wif  is  keper  of  thin  hufbondrie  : 
Wei  may  the  fike  man  bewaile  and  wepe 
Ther  as  ther  is  no  wif  the  hous  to  kepe. 
I  warne  thee,  if  wifely  thou  wilt  xverche, 
Love  wel  thy  wif,  as  Crifl  loveth  his  cherchc  : 
If  thou  lovefl  thyfelf,  love  thou  thy  wif. 
No  man  hateth  his  flefh,  but  in  his  lif 
He  foftreth  ;t,  and  therlpre  bid  I  thee 
Cherifh  thy  wif,  or  thou'  fhalt  never  the. 
Hufbond  and  wif,  what  fo  men  jape  or  play, 
Of  worldly  folk  holden  the  fiker  way  : 
They  ben  fo  knit  ther  may  non  harm  betide. 
And  namely  upon  the  wives  fide". 

For  which  this  January,  of  whom  I  tolda 
Confidered  hath  within  his  dayes  old 
The  lufty  lif,  the  vertuous  quiete, 
That  is  in  mariage  heney-fvvete, 
And  for  his  frendes  on  a  day  he  fent 
To  tellen  hem  th'  effect  of  his  entent. 

With  face  fad  his  tale  he  hath  hem  told  : 
He  fayde,  Frendes,  I  am  bore  and  old, 
And  almoft  (God  wot)  on  my  pittes  brinke. 
Upon  my  foule  fomwhat  moft  I  thinke. 
I  have  my  body  folily  difpended, 
Bieffed  be  God  that  it  fhall  ben  amended  1 
For  I  wol  ben  certain  a  wedded  man, 
And  that  anon  in  all  the  haft  I  can. 
Unto  fom  maiden,  faire  and  tendre  of  agCj 
I  pray  you  fhapeth  for  my  mariage 
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All  fo.c!enly,  For  I  wol  riot  abide; 
And  I  wol  fonde  to  efpien  on  my  fide 
To  whom  I  may  be  wedded  haftily. 
But  for  as  nioche  as  ye  ben  more  than  I, 
Ye  fhullen  rather  fwiche  a  thinge  efpien 
Than  I,  and  wher  me  befte  were  to  allien, 

But  o  thing  warn  I  you,  my  frendes  dere, 
J  wol  non  olde  wif  han  in  no  manere  ; 
She  fhal  not  paflen  twenty  yere  certain  : 
Old  fifh  and  yonge  flefh  wold  I  have  fain. 
Bet  is  (quod  he)  a  pike  than  a  pikcrel, 
And  bet  than  old  beef  is  the  tenure  veel. 
I  wol  no  .woman  thirty  yere  of  age  ; 
It  is  but  beneilraw  and  gret  forage. 
And  eke  thife  olde  widewes  (God  it  wote) 
They  connen  fo  moch  craft  on  Wades  bote, 
So  mochel  broken  harm  whan  that  hem  kit  j 
That  with  hem  fhuld  I  never  live  in  reft. 
For  fondry  fcoles  maken  fubtil  clerkes ; 
Woman  of  many  fcoles,  half  a  clerk  is. 
it  certainly  a  yong  thing  men  may  giej 
Light  as  men  may  warm  wax  with  haades  plie  ; 
fhcrfore  I  fay  you  plainly  in  a  claufe 
wol  non  old  wif  han  right  for  this  caufe. 
For  if  fo  were  I  hadde  fwiche  mefchance, 
iat  I  in  hire  ne  coude  have  no  plefance, 
lan  fhuld  I  lede  my  lif  in  avoutrie, 
id  fo  ftreight  to  the  devil  whan  I  die. 

children  fhuld  I  non  upon  hire  geten  ; 
fet  were  me  lever  houndcs  had  me  eten 

that  min  heritage  fhulde  fall 
;  ilraunge  hondes ;  and  this  I  tell  you  all. 
dote  not,  I  wot  the  caufe  why 
[en  fhulden  wedde  ;  arid  furthermore  wot  I 

fpeketh  many  a  man  of  manage 
it  wot  no  more  of  it  than  wot  my  page 
which  caufe s  a  man  fhuld  take  a  wif. 
he  may  not  liven  chaft  his 'lif, 
Take  him  a  wif  with  gret  devotion^ 

caufe  of  leful  procreation 
)f  children,  to  the  honour  of  God  above,' 
id  not  only  for  paramour  or  love, 
id  for  they  fhulden  lecheric  efchue,  t-tJi., 

und  yield  hir  dette  whan  that  it  is  due, 
for  that  eche  of  hem  fhuld  helpen  other 
mefchefe,  as'a  fufter  fhal  the  brother, 
id  live  in  chaftitee  ful  holily. 
But,  Sires,  (by  your  leve)  than  am  not  I, 
?or,  God  be  thanked,  I  dare  make  avaunt, 
'.  fele  my  limmes  flark  and  fufnfant 
o  don  all  that  a  man  belongeth  to  : 
fot  myfelven  belt  what  I  may  do. 
"hough  I  be  hoor,  I  fare  as  doth  a  tre 
'hat  blofmeth  er  the  fruit  ywoxen  be  ; 
le  blofmy  tre  n'is  neither  drie  ne  ded  : 
fele  me  ho  wher  hoor  but  on  my  hed  : 
lin  herte  and  all  my  limmes  ben  as  grene 
b  laurer  thurgh  the  yere  is  for  to  fcne. 
md  fin  that  ye  han  herd  all  min  entent, 
I  pray  you  to  my  will  ye  wolde  affent. 

DIverfe  men  diverfely  him  told 
>f  manage  many  enfamples  old  ; 
Jm  blamed  it,  fom  praifed  it  certain  ; 
Jt  atte  lafte,  fhortly  for  to  fain, 


(As  all  day  falleth  altercation 
Between  frendes  and  difputifon) 
Ther  fell  a  ftrif  betwix  his  brethren  two$ 
Of  which  that  on  was  ckped  Placebo^.  - 
JuiiinCs  fothly  called  was  that  other. 

Placebo  fayd,  O  January  I  brother, 
Ful  htel  nede  han  ye,  my  lord  fo  dere, 
Confeil  to  afke  of  any  that  ishere, 
But  that  ye  ben  fo  ful  of  fapience 
That  you  ne  liketh  for  your  high  prudence 
To  weiven  fro  ths  word  of  Salomon ; 
This  word,  fayd  he,  unto  us  everich  on, 
Werke  alle  thing  by.  confeil,  thus  fayd  he, 
And  than  ne  {halt  thou  not  repenten  thee. 
But  though  that  Salomon  fpake  fwiche 
Min  owen  dere  brother  apd  niy  lord, 
So  wifly  God  my  foule  bringe  at  reft^ 
I  hold  your  owen  confeil  is  the  belt. 

For,  brother  min,  take  of  me  this  motif, 
1  have  now  ben  a  court-man  all  my  lif, 
And  God  it  wot,  though  I  unworthy  bej 
I  have'flonden  in  ful  gret  degree 
Abouten  lordes  of  ful  high  eilat, 
Yet  had  I  never  with  noa  of  hem  debat ; 
I  never  hem  contraried  trewely. 
I  wot  wel  that  my  lord  can  more  than  I ;  . 
What  that  he  faith  I  holde  it  firme  and  ftablc  j 
I  fay  the  fame,  or  eiles  thing  femblablc. 
A  ful  gret  fool  is  any  confeiliour, 
That  ferveth  any  lord  of  high  honour, 
That  dare  prefume,  or  ones  thinken  it, 
That  his  confeil  fhuld  paffe  his  loriles  wit  J 
Nay,  lordes  be  no  fooles  by  my  fay.          « „  ' 
Yt:  han  yourlelven  fhewed  here  to-day 
So  high  fentence,  fo  holily,  and  wel, 
That  I  confent,  and  confirme  every  del 
Your  wordes  all,  and  your  opinioun. 
By  God  ther  n'is  no  man  in  all  this  toun, 
Ne  in  Itaille,  coud  bet  han  yfayd  : 
Crift  holt  him  of  this  confeil  wel  appaid. 
And  trewely  it  is  an  high  corage 
Of  any  man  that  ftopen  is  in  age 
To  take  a  young  wif :  by  my  fader  kiri 
Your  herte  hongeth  on  a  joly  pin. 

Doth  now. in  this  niatere. right  as  you  left, 
For  finally  I  hold  it  for  the  beft, 

Jultinus,  that  ay  ftille  fat  and  herd, 
Right  in  this  wife  he  to  Placebo  anfvvcrd  : 
Now,  brother  min,  be  patient  I  pray, 
Sin  ye  han  laid,  and  herkneth  what  I  fay. 

Senek,  among  his  other  wordes  wife, 
Saith  that  a  man  ought  him  right  wel  avif# 
To  whom  he  yeveth  his  lond  or  his  catel : 
And  fith  I  ought  avifen  me  right  wel 
To  wh.  m  I  yeve  my  good  away  fro  me, 
Wel  more  I  ought  avifen  me,  parde, 
To  whom  I  yeve  my  body  ;  for  alway 
I  wara&you  wel  it  is  no  childes  play 
To  take  a  wif  without  avifcmcnt. 
Men  muft  cnqueren  (this,  is  min  affent) 
Whcder  (He  be  wife  and  fobre  or  oronkelewej 
Or  proud,  or  ellcs  ether  vvaics  a  flirow, 
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A  chidefter,  <Sr  a  waftour  of  thy  good, 

Or  riche  or  poure,  or  elles  a  man  is  wcoi  : 

Al  be  it  fo  that  no  man  finden  fhal 

Non  in  this  world  that  trotteth  hoi  in  al,     , 

Ne  manSne  befte,  fwiche  as  men  can  deviK, 

But  natheles  it  ought  ynough  fufiice 

With  any  wif,  if  fo  were  that  fhe  had 

Mo  good  thewes  than  hire  vices  bad  : 

And  all  this  axeth  leifure  to  enquere ; 

For  God  it  wot  I  have  wept  many  a  tere 

Ful  prively  fin  that  I  had  a  wif. 

Praife  who  fo  wol  a  wedded  mannes  Hf, 

Certain  I  find  in  it  but  coft  and  care, 

And  obfervances  of  alle  bliffes  bare ; 

And  yet,  God  wot,  my  neighebours  aboutc, 

And  namely  of  women  many  a  route, 

Sain-  that  I  have  the  mofte  ftedefaft  wif, 

And  e.ke  the  mekeft  on,  that  bereth  fif : 

But  I  wot  beft  wher  wringeth  me  my  fho. 

Ye  may  for  me  fight  as  you  Hketh  do. 

Avifeth  you,  ye  ben  a  man  of  age, 

How  that  ye  entren  into  manage, 

And  namely  with  a  yong  wif  and  a  faire. 

By  him  that  made  water,  fire,  erth,  and  aire, 

The  yongeft  man  that  is  in  all  this  route 

Is  befy  ynow  to  bringen  it  aboute 

To  han  his  wif  alone,  trufteth  me  : 

Ye  fhul  not  plefen  hire  fully  yeres  three  j 

This  is  to  fain,  to  don  hire  ful  plefance  : 

A  wif  axeth  ful  many  an  obfervance. 

I  pray  you  that  ye  be  not  evil  appaid. 

Wei,  quod  this  January,  and  haft  thou  faide  ? 
Straw  for  Senek,  and  ftraw  for  thy  proverbes ; 
1  counte  not  a  panier  ful  of  herbes 
Of  fcole  termcs  :  wifer  men  than  thou, 
As  thou  haft  herd,  affented  here  right  now 
To  my  purpos.  Placebo,  what  faye  ye  ? 

I  faye'it  is  a  curfed  man-,  quod  he, 
That  letteth  matrimoine  fikerly. 
And  with  that  word  they  rifen  fodenly, 
And  ben  afiented  fully  that  he  iholde 
Be  wedded  whan  him  lift  and  wher  he  wolde. 

High  fantafie  and  curious  befinefTe 
Fro  day  to  day  gan  in  the  fcule  emprefle 
Of  January  about  his  mariage  : 
Many  a  faire  lhap  and  many  a  faire  vifage 
Ther  pafleth  thurgh  his  herte  night  by  night. 
As  who  fo  toke  a  mirrour  polifhed  bright, 
And  fet  it  in  a  comune  market  place, 
Then  fhuld  he  fee  many  a  figure  pace 
By  his  mirrour,  and  in  the  fame  wife 
Gan  January  in  with  his  thought  devife 
Of  maidens  which  that  dwelten  him  befide  ; 
He  wifte  not  wher  that  he  might  abide ; 
For  if  that  on  have  beautee  in  hire  face, 
Another  ftont  fo  in  the  peples  grace, 
For  hire  fadnefle  and  hire  bcnignitee, 
That  of  the  peple  the  greteft  vois  hath  flie  r 
And  fom  were  riche  and  hadden  a  bad  name ; 
But  natheks,  betwix  erneft  and  game, 
lie  at  the  laft  appointed  him  on  on, 
And  let  all  other  from  his  herte  gon, 
And  chees  hire  of  his  owen  aucloritee, 
F«r  lov«  is  blind  all  day  and  mjiy  not  fee. 


And  whan  that  he  was  in  his  bed  ybrodghfy 
He  purtreied  in  his  herte  and  in  his  thought 
Hire  frefhe  beautee  and  hire  age  tendre, 
Hire  middel  fmal,  hire  armes  long  and  fclendrCj, 
Hire  wife  governance,  hire  gentilleffe, 
Hire  womanly  bering,  and  hire  fadnefie. 

And  whan  that  he  on  hire  was  condefeended, 
Him  thought  his  chois  it  might  not  ben  amended 
For  whan  that  he  himfeif  concluded  had, 
Him  thought  eche  other  mannes  wit  fo  bad^ 
That  impoffible  it  were  to  replie 
Again  his  chois  :  this  was  his  fantafie. 

His  frendes  fent  he  to,  at  his  inftance, 
And  praied  hem  to  don  him  that  plefance 
That  haftily  they  wolden  to  him  come  ; 
He  wolde  abregge  hir  labour  all  and  fomc  : 
Neded  no  more  to  hem  to  go  ne  ride, 
He  was  appointed  ther  he  wolde  abide. 

Placebo  came,  and  eke  his  frendes  fone, 
And  alderfirft  he  bade  hem  all  a  bone, 
That  non  of  hem  non  argumentes  make 
Again  the  purpos  that  he  hath  ytake  ; 
Which  purpos  was  plefant  to  God  (faid  he)  ; 
And  veray  ground  of  his  profperitee. 

He  faid  ther  was  a  maiden  in  the  toun 
Which  that  of  beautee  hadde-gret  renoun, 
Al  were  it  fo  fhe  were  of  fmal  degree ; 
Sufficeth  him  hire  youth  and  hire  beautee  j 
Which  maid  (he  faid)  he  wold  han  to  his  wif, 
To  lede  in  efe  and  holineffe  his  life ; 
And  thanked  God  that  he  might  han  hire  alk 
That  no  wight  with  his  bliffe  parten  fhall ; 
And  praied  hem  to  labour  in  this  nede, 
And  fhapen  that  he  faille  not  to  fpede  : 
For  than,  he  fayd,  his  fpirit  was  at  efe  ; 
Than  is  (quod  he)  nothing  may  me  difplefey 
Save  o  thing  pricketh  in  my  confcience, 
The  which  I  wol  reharfe  in  your  prefence. 

I  have  (quod  he)  herd  faid  ful  yore  ago, 
Ther  may  no  man  han  parfite  bliffes  two, 
This  is  to  fay,  in  erthe  and  eke  in  heven  ; 
For  though  he  kepe  him  fro  the  finnes  fev^ij, 
And  eke  from  every  branch  of  thilke  tree, 
Yet  is  ther  fo  parfit  felicitee, 
And  fo  grete  efe  and  luft,  in  mariage, 
That  ever  I  am  agafl,  now  in  min  age, 
That  I  fhal  leden  now  fo  mcry  a  Hf, 
So  delicat,  withouten  wo  or  ftrif, 
That  I  Ihal  han  min  heven  in  erthe  here  ; 
For  fin  that  veray  heven  is  bought  fo  dere, 
With  tribulation  and  gret  penance, 
How  fhuld  I  than,  living  in  fwiche  plefance 
As  alle  wedded  men  don  witlt  hir  wives, 
Come  to  the  bliffe  ther  Crifl  eterne  on  live  is  f 
This  is  my  drede,  and  ye,  my  brethren  tweie,, 
Affoileth  me  this  queftion  I  preie. 

JuiHnus,  which  that  hated  his  folie, 
Anfwerd  anon  right  in  his  japerie, 
And  for  he  wold'  his  long  tale  abrege, 
He  wolde  non  au<ftoritee  allege, 
But  fayde,  Sire,  fo  ther  be  non  obftacle 
Other  than  this,  God  of  his  hie  miracle, 
And  of  his  mercy,  may  fo  for  you  werche, 
That  er  ye  hare  your  rights  of  holy  chercJigs 
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Te  may  repent  of  wedded  marines  lif, 
In  which  ye  fain  ther  is  no  wo  ne  ftrif ; 
And  elles  God  forbede  but  if  he  fent 
A  wedded  man  his  grace  him  to  repent 
Wei  often,  rather  than  a  fingle  man  : 
And  therefore,  Sire,  the  belt  rede  that  I  can, 
Defpeire  you  not,  but  haveth  in  memorie 
Paraventure  fhe  may  be  your  Purgatorie ; 
She  may  be  Goddes  mene  and  Goddes  whippe, 
Than  fhal  your  foule  up  unto  heven  Ikippe 
Swifter  than  doth  an  arow  of  a  bow. 
I  hope  to  God  hereafter  ye  fhal  know 
That  ther  n'is  non  fo  gret  felicitee 
In  mariagc,  ne  never  more  fhall  bet 
That  you  fhal  let  of  your  falvation, 
So  that  ye  ufe,  as  flcill  is  and  refon, 
The  luftes  of  your  wif  attemprely, 
And  that  ye  plefe  hire  nat  to  amorouflyj 
And  that  ye  kepe  you  eke  from  other  finne. 
My  Tale  is  don,  for  my  wit  is  but  thinne. 
Beth  not  agaft  hereof,  my  brother  dere, 
But  let  us  waden  out  of  this  matere. 
The  Wif  of  Bathe,  if  ye  han  underftond, 
Of  manage,  which  ye  now  han  in  hond, 
Declared  hath  ful  wel  in  litel  fpace. 
Farethnow  wel,  God  have  you  in  his  grace  ! 

And  with  this  word  this  Juftine  and  his  brother 
Han  take  hir  leve,  and  eche  of  hem  of  other. 
And  whan  they  faw  that  it  muft  nedes  be, 
They  wroughten  fo  by  fleighte  and  wife  tretee 
That  fhe  this  maiden,  which  that  Maius  hight, 
As  haftily  as  ever  that  fhe  might, 
Shal  wedded  be  unto  this  January. 
I  trow  it  were  to  longe  you  to  tary, 
If  I  you  told  of  every  fcript  and  bond 
By  which  that  fhe  was  feoffed  in  this  lond, 
Or  for  to  rekken  of  hire  rich  array. 
But,  finally,  yeomen  is  the  day 
That  f.o  the  chirche  both  ben  they  went 
For  to  receive  the  holy  facrament. 
Forth  cometh  the  preeft,  with  ftole  about  his  nekke, 
And  bade  hire  be  like  Sara  and  Rebekke 
In  wifdbme  and  in  trouthe  of  mariage  ; 
And  fayd  his  orifons,  as  is  ufage, 
And  crouched  hem,  and  bade  God  fhuld  hem  bleffe, 
And  made  all  fiker  ynow  with  holinefle. 

Thus  ben  they  wedded  with  folempnitee  ; 
And  at  the  fefte  fitteth  he  and  fhe, 
With  other  worthy  folk,  upon  the  dels. 
Al  ful  of  joye  and  bliffe  is  the  paleis, 
And  ful  of  inftruments,  and  of  vitaille 
The  mofte  deinteous  of  all  Itaille, 
Beforn  hem  ftood  fwiche  inftruments  of  foun 
That  Orpheus,  ne  of  Thebes  Amphion, 
Ne  maden  never  fwiche  a  melodic  : 
At  every  cours  in  came  loud  minftralcie, 
That  never  Joab  tromped  for  to  here, 
Ne  he  Theodomas  yet  half  fo  clef-e 
At  Thebes  whan  the  citee  was  in  doute. 
Bacchus  the  win  him  fkinketh  all  aboute, 
And  Venus  laugheth  upon  every  wight, 
(For  January  was  become  hire  knight, 
And  wolde  both  aflaien  his  corage 
In  libertee  and -eke  in  mariage) 


And  with  hire  firebrond  in  hire  hond  aboute 
Danceth  before  the  bride  and  all  the  route* 
And  certainly  I  dare  right  wel  fay  this, 
Ymeneus,  that  god  of  Wedding  is, 
Saw  never  his  lif  fo  mery  a  wedded  man. 

Hold  thou  thy  pees,  thou  poet  Marcian, 
That  writeft  us  that  ilke  wedding* mery 
Of  hire  Philologie  and  him  Mercurie, 
And  of  the  fonges  that  the  Mufes  ionge ; 
To  fmal  is  both  thy  pen  and  eke  thy  tonge 
For  to  defcriven  of  this  mariage. 
Whan  teridre  Youth  hath  wedded  ftouping  Age, 
Ther  is  fwiche  mirth  that  it  may  not  be  writen  : 
Affaieth  it  yourfelf,  than  may  ye  when 
If  that  I  lie  or  non  in  this  matere. 

Maius,  that  fit  with  fo  benigne  a  chere, 
Hire  to  behold  it  femed  Faerie. 
Quene  Hefter  loked  never  with  fwiche  an  eye 
On  Affuere,  fo  meke  a  look  hath  fhe. 
I  may  you  not  devife  all  hire  beautee  ; 
But  this  moch  of  hire  beautee  tell  I  may, 
That  fhe  was  like  the  brighte  morwe  of  Maya 
Fulfilled  of  all  beautee  and  plefance. 

This  January  is  ravifhed  in  a  trance 
At  every  time  he  loketh  in  hire  face  $ 
But  in  his  herte  he  gan  hire  to  manace 
That  he  that  night  in  armes  wold  hire  flreine 
Harder  than  ever  Paris  did  Haleine. 
But  natheles  yet  had  he  gret  pitee 
That  thilke  night  offenden  hire  muft  he$ 
And  thought,  alas!  o  tendre  creature  ! 
Now  wolde  God  ye  mighten  wel  endure 
All  my  corage ;   it  is  fo  ftjarpe  and  kene 
I  am  agaft  ye  fhal  it  nat  fuftene  ! 
But  God  forbede  that  I  did  all  my  might  f 
Now  wolde  God  that  it  were  waxen  night, 
And  that  the  night  wold  laften  ever  mo  I 
I  wold  that  all  this  peple  were  ago  ! 
And,  finally,  he  doth  all  his  labour, 
As  he  beft  mighte,  faving  his  honour, 
To  hefte  him  fro  the  mete  in  fubtil  wife. 

The  time  came  that  refon  was  to  rife, 
And  after  that  men  dance  and  drinken  faft, 
And  fpices  all  about  the  hous  they  caft, 
And  ful  of  joye  and  blHTe  »9  every  man, 
All  but  afquier  that  highte  Damian, 
Which  carf  beforn  the  knight  ful  many  a  day  s 
He  was  fo  ravifht  on  his  Lady  May, 
That  for  the  veray  peine  he  was  nie  wood  ; 
Almoft  he  fwelt,  and  fwouned  ther  he  ftood  : 
So  fore  hath  .Venus  hurt  him  with  hire  brond 
As  that  fhe  bare  it  dancing  in  hire  hond ; 
And  to  his  bed  he  went  him  haftily  : 
No  more  of  him  as  at  this  time  fpeke  I, 
But  ther  I  let  him  wepe  ynow  and  plaine, 
Til  frefhe  May  wol  rewen  on  his  peine. 

O  perilous  fire  that  in  the  bedftraW  bredetfi ! 
0  famuler  fo  that  his  fervice  bedeth  ! 
0  fervant  traitor,  falfe  of  holy  hewe, 
Like  to  the  nedder  in  bofom  flie  untrewe, 
God  fhelde  us  alle  from  your  acquaintance! 
O  January  !  dronken  in  plefance 
Of  mariage,  fee  how  thy  Damian, 
Thin  owen  fcjuier  and  thy  boren  man, 
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r ntendcih'  fc'r  to  do  thce  vilanie  : 
God  grant  thee  thin  homly  fo  to  efpie, 
For  in  this  world  n'is  werfe  peftilence 
Than  homly  fo  all  day  in  thy  prefence. 

Parformed  hath  the  fonne  his  arke  diurne, 
No  longer  may  the  body  of  him  fojourne 
On  the  crifont,  as  in  that  latitude  ; 
Night,  with  his  mantel  that  is  derke  and  rude, 
Gan  overfprcde  the  hemifperie  aboute, 
For  which  .departed  is  this  lufty  route 
Fro  January,  with  thank  on  e.very  fide. 
Home  to  hir  houfes  lufuly  they  ride,, 
T  her  as  they  don  hir  thinges  as  hem  left, 
And  whan  they  faw  hir  time  gon  to  reft. 

Sone  after  thai  this  haftif  January 
Wol  go  Jo  bed,  he  wol  no  longer  tary. 
He  drinketh  Ipocras,  clarre,  and  Vernage, 
Of  fpice&.hot,  to  encrefen  his  corage  ; 
And  many  a,  ietuarie  had  he  ful  fine, 
Swiche  as  the  curfed  monk  Dan  Conftantinc 
Hath  written  in  his  book  De  Coitu  ; 
To  ,ete  hem  all  he  wolde  nothing  efchue  : 
And  to  his  privee  frecdes  tlms  fayd  he  : 

For  Godd>es  love,  as  fone  as  it  may  be, 
"Let  voiden  all  this  hous  in  curteis  wife. 
And  they  han  don  right  as  he  wol  devife. 

Men  drinken,and  the  tr avers  drawe  anon  ; 
The  bride  is  brought  a-b-ed  as  ftill  as  fton  : 
And  whan  the  bed  was  with  the  preeft  ybleffed 
Out  of  the  chambre  halh  every  wight  him  dreffed, 
And  January  hath  fafi  in  armes  take 
His  frefhe  May,  his  paradis,  his  make. 
He  lulU'th  hire,  he  kiffeth  hire  ful  oft ; 
With  thicke  briftles  of  his  berd  unfoft, 
Like  to  the  Ikin  of  houndfifh,  {harp  as  brere, 
(For  he  was  fhave  al  newe  in  his  manere) 
He  rubbeth  hire  upon  hire  tendre  face, 
And  fayde  thus ;  Alas !  I  mote  trefpace 
To  you  my  fpoufe,  and  you  gretly  offend, 
Or  time  come  that  I  wol  doun  dtfcend  r 
But  natheles  confidereth  this,  (quod  he) 
Ther  n'is  no  werkman,  whatfoever  he  be, 
That  may  both  werken  wel  and  haftily  : 
This  wol  be  don  at  leifer  parfitly. 
It  is  no  force  how  longe  that  we  play; 
In  trewe  wedlock  coupled  be  we  tway  ; 
Aijd  bleffed  be  the  yoke  that  we  ben  inne, 
For  in  our  adles  may  ther  be  no  finne. 
A  man  may  do  no  finne  with  his  wif, 
Ne  hurt  himfelven  with  his  owen  knif, 
For^we  have  leve  to  play  us  by  the  h.we. 

Thus  laboureth  he  til  that  the  day  gan  da  we, 
And  than  he  taketh  a  fop  in  fine  clarre, 
And  upright  in  his  bed  than  fitteth  he. 
And  after  that  he  fang  ful  loud  and  clere, 
And  kift  his  wif,  and  raaketh  wanton  chere.. 
H$  tvas  al  coltilh,  ful  of  ragerie, 
And  ful  of  jergon  as  a  fiecked  pie. 
The-ilacke  fkin  about  his  necke  ihaketh 
While  that  he  fang,  fo  chanteth  he  and  craketh. 
But  God  wot  what  that  May  thought  in  hire  hcrte 
Whan  fhe  him  faw  up  fitting  in  his  fherte, 
In  his  night  cap,  and  with  his  necke  lene  : 
£he  j-raifet^not  his  playing  worth  a  bcnc. 
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Than  fayd  he  thus  ;  My  refte  wol  1  taltcv 

Now  day  is  come,  I  may  no  longer  wake ; 

And  doun  he  layd  his  hed  and  flept  til  prime". 

And  afterward,  whan  that  he  faw  his  time, 

Up  rifeth  January,  but  frefhe  May 

Held  hire  in  chambre  til  the  fourth  day, 

As  ufage  is  of  wives  for  the  befte  ; 

For  every  labour  fomtime  mofte  han  refle, 

Or  elles  longe  may  he  not  endure  ; 

This  is  to  fay,  no  lives  creature, 

Be  it  of  filh,  or  brid,  or  belt,  or  man. 

Now  wol  I  fpeke  of  woful  Damian, 
That  langureth  for  love,  as  ye  fhul  here, 
Therefore  I  i'peke  to  him  in  this  manere. 
I  fay,  O  fely  Damian,  ala& ! 
Anfwer  to  this  demand  as  in  thiscas; 
How  fnalt  thou  to  thy  lady  frefhe  May 
Tcllen  thy  wo  ?  fhe  wol  alway  fay  nay  ; 
Eke  if.  thou  fpeke  fhe  wol  thy  wo  bewrein  ^ 
God  be  thin  help  !  I  can  no  better  fein. 

This  fike  Damian  in  Venus  fire 
So  brenneth  that  he  dieth  for  defire, 
For  which  he  put  his  lif  in  aventure, 
No  lenger,  might  he  in  this  wife  endure, 
But  prively  a  penner  gan  he  borwe, 
And  in  a  Icttre  wrote  he  all  his  forwcr 
In  manere  of  a  complaint  or  a  lay, 
Unto.his  faire  frefhe  Lady  May, 
And  in  a  purfe  of  filk  heng  on  his  fherte 
He  hath  it  pat,  and  layd  it  at  his  herte. 

The  mone  that  at  none  was  thilke  day 
That  January  hath  wedded  freflie  May, 
In  ten  of  Taure  was  into  Cancer  gliden, 
So  long  hath  Maius  in  hire  chambre  abidcitj 
As  cuftome  is  unto  thife  nobles  -alle. 
A  bride  fhal  not  eten  in  the  halle 
Til  dayes  four,  or  three  days  at  the  lefte, 
Ypaffed  ben,  than  let  hire  go  to  fefte. 
The  fourthe  day  complete  fro  none  to  none^ 
Whan  that  the  highe  meffe  was  ydone, 
In  halle  fat  this  January  and  May, 
As  frefh  as  is  the  brighte  fomcrs  day  ; 
And  fo  befel  how  that  this  goode  man 
Remembred  him  upon  this  Damian, 
And  fayde,  Seinte  Marie,  how  may  it  be 
That  Damian  entendeth  not  to  me  ? 
Is  he  ay  fike  ?  or  how  may  this  betide  * 

His  fquiers,  which  that  ftoden  ther  befide,, 
Excufed  him  becanfe  of  his  fiknefle, 
Which  letted  him  to  den  his  befineffe  ; 
Non  other  caufe  mighte  make  him  tary. 

That  me  forthinketh,  quod  this  January  ; 
He  i»  a  gentil  fquier  by  my  trouthe, 
If  that  he  died,  it  were  gret  harme  and  rou  the 
He  is  as  wife,  difcret,  and  as  fecree, 
As  any  man  1  wote  of  his  degree, 
And  therto  manly  and  eke  fervifablc, 
And  for  to  ben  a  thrifty  man  right  able. 
But  after  mete,  as  fone  as  ever  I  may, 
I  wol  myfelfe  vifite  him,  and  eke  May, 
To  don  him  all  the  comfort  that  I  can. 
And  for  that  word  him  bleffed  every  ma«» 
That  of  his  botmtee  and  his  gentilleifc 
He  wolde  fo  comforten  in  fikiicflc 
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His  fquier,  for  it  was  a  gentil  dede, 

Dame,  quod  this  January,  take  good  hede 
At  after  mete  ye  with  your  women  alle, 
(Whan  that  ye  ben  in  chambre  out  of  this  hallo) 
That  all  ye  gon  to  fee  this  D:unian  ; 
Doth  him  diiport,  he  is  a.  gentil  man, 
Aridteileth  him  that  I  wcl  him  rifite, 
Have  I  no  thing  but  refted  me  a  lite  : 
And  fpede  you  fafte,  for  I  wol  abide 
Til  that  ye  iiepen  fafte  by  my  fide. 
And  with  that  word  he  gan  unto  him  calle 
A  fquier  that  was  marflial  of  his  halle, 
And  told  him  certain  thinges  that  he  wolde. 

Thisfrefne  May  hath  ftreight  hire  way  yhold, 
Wifh  all  hire  women,  unto  Damian : 
Doun  by  his  beddes  fide  fit  fhe  than, 
Comforting  him  as  goodly  as  fhe  may. 

This  Damian,  whan  that  his  time  he  fay, 
In  fecree  wife  his  purfe  and  eke  his  bill, 
In  which  that  he  ywritten  had  his  will, 
Huth  put  into  hire  hond  withouten  more, 
Save  that  he  fiked  wonder  depe  and  fore, 
And  foftely  to  hire  right  thu»  fayd  he; 
Mercie,  and  that  ye  nat  difcover  me, 
For  I  am  ded  if  that  this  thing  be  kid. 

This  purfe  hath  fhe  in  with  hire  bofome  hid, 
And  went  hire  way  :  ye  get  no  more  of  me  : 
But  unto  January  ycome  is  me, 
That  on  his  beddes  fide  fate  ful  foft. 
He  taketh  hire  and  kifleth  hire  ful  oft, 
And  luyd  him  doun  to  flepe,  and  that  anon. 
She  feinedhire  as  that  fhe  mufte  gen 
Ther  as  ye  wote  that  every  wight  mot  nede; 
And  whan  flie  of  this  bill  hath  taken  hede, 
She  rent  it  ail  to  cloutes  at  the  laft, 
And  in  the  privee  foftely  it  caft. 

Who  ftudieth  now  but  faire  frefhe  May  ? 
Adoun  by  olde  January  fhe  lay, 
That  flepte  til  the  cough  had  him  awaked. 
Anon  he  prayd  hire  ftripen  hire  al  naked, 
He  wolde  of  hire,  he  faid,  have  fom  plefance, 
And  faid  hire  clothes  did  him  encombrance. 
And  fhe  obeieth  him, !  •  hire  lefe  or  loth. 
But  left  that  precious  folk  be  with  me  wroth, 
How  that  he  wrought  I 'dare  nat  to  you  tell, 
Or  wheder  hire  thought  it  paradis  or  hell : 
But  thcr  I  let  hem  werken  in  hir  wife 
Til  eveefong  rang,  and  that  they  muft  arife. 

Were  it  by  deftinee  or  aventure, 
Wfre  it  by  influence  or  by  nature, 
Or  confLellation,  that  in  fwiche  eftat 
The  heven  flood  at  that  time  fortunat, 
As  for  to  put  a  bill  of  Venus  werkes 
(For  alle  thing  hath  time,  as  fayn  thife  clerkes) 
To  any  .woman  for  to  get  hire  love, 
I  cannot  fay  but  grete  God  above, 
That  knoweth  that  non  acl  is  caufeles, 
He  deme  of  all,  for  I  wol  hold  my  pees. 
But  foth  is  this,  how  that  this  frefhe  May 
Hath  taken  fwiche  impreffion  that  day 
Of  pitee  on  this  fike  Damian, 
That  fro  hire  herte  me  ne  driven  can 
The  remembrance  for  to  don  him  efe. 
itertain  (thought  flie)  whom  that  this  thing  difplefe 


I  rekkc  not,  for  here  I  him  allure 
To  love  him  belt  of  any  creature, 
Though  he  no  more  hadde  than 

Lo,  pitee  renneth  fone  in  gentil  herte  : 
Here  may  ye  feen  how  excellent  fra:ichiie 
In  women  is  whan  they  hem  narwe  iivifc. 
Som  tyraunt  is,  as  ther  ben  many  on, 
That  hath  an  herte  as  hard  as  any  lion, 
Which  w^ld  han  lette  him  fterveu  in  the  place 
Wei  rather  than  han  granted  him  hire  gr.'..c. 
And  hem  rejoycen  in  hir  cruel  pride, 
And  rekken  not  to  ben  an  homicide. 

This  gentil  May,  fuihlled  of  pitee, 
Pvight  of  hire  hond  a  lettre  maketh  fhe, 
In  which  {he  granteth  him  hire  veray  grace  : 
Ther  lacked  nought  but  only  day  and  pkcs 
Wher  that  fhe  might  unto  his  lull  fuffice ; 
For  it  fhal  be  right  as  he  wol  devife. 

And  whan  fhe  faw  hire  time  upon  a  day 
To  vifiten  this  Damian  goth  this  May, 
And  fotilly  this  lettre  doun  fhe  threft 
Under  his.pilwe,  rede  it  if  him  left. 
She  taketh  him  by  the  hond,  ami  hard  him 
So  fecretly  that  no  wight  of  it  wift, 
And  bade  him  ben  all  hoi;  and  forth  {he  went 
To  January  whan  he  for  hire  fent. 

Up  rifeth  Damian  the  nexte  morwe, 
Al  paffed  was  his  fiknefle  and  his  forwe, 
He  kembeth  him, -he  proineth  him  and  piketh,. 
He  doth  all  that  his  lady  luft  and  liketh  ; 
And  eke  to  January  he  goth  as  lowe 
As  ever  did  a  dogge  for  the  bov/e. 
He  is  fo  plefant  unto  every  man, 
(For  cr.aft  is  all,  who  fo  that  don  it  can) 
That  every  wight  is  fain  to  fpcke  him  good  ; 
And  fully  in  his  ladies  grace  he  Hood. 

Thus  let  I  Damian  about. his  nede, 
And  in  ray  Tale  forth  I  wol  procede. 

Some  clerkes  holden  that  felicitee 
Stant  in  dclit,  and  therefore  certain  he, 
This  noble  January,  \vkh  all  his  might, 
In  honeft  wile  as  longeth  to  a  knight, 
Shope  him  to  liven  ful  delicioufly. 
Hishoufing,  his  array,  as  honeftly 
To  his  degree  was  maked  as  a  kinges. 
Amonges  other  of  his  honeft  thinges 
He  had  a  gardin  walled  all  with  fton, 
So  fayre  a  gardin  wot  I  no  wher  non  ; 
For  out  of  doute  I  veraily  fuppofe 
That  he  that  wrote  the  Roman t  of  the  Rofc 
Ne  coude  of  it  the  beaatee  wel  devife  ; 
Ne  Priapus  ne  mighte  not  fuffife, 
Though  he  be  God  of  Gardins,for  to  tell 
The  beautee  of  the  gardin,  and  the  well. 
That  ftood  under  a  laurer  alway  grene  : 
Ful  often  tirne  he  Pluto  and  his  queue 
Proferpina  and  alle  hir  Faerie, 
Difporten  hem  and  rnaken  melodic 
Aboute  that  well,  and  daunced,  as  men  told. 

This  noble  knight,  this  January  the  old, 
Swiche  deintee  hath  in  it  to  walke  and  pley, 
That  he  wol  fuffre  no  wight  here  the  key 
Sauf  he  himfclf,  for  cf  the  final  wiket 
He  bare  alway  of  filver  a  cliketj 
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With  which  whan  that  him  lift  he  it  unfhette; 
And  whan  that  he  wold  pay  his  wives  dette 
In  fomer  fefon  thider  wold  he  go, 
And  May  his  wif,  and  no  wight  but  they  two; 
And  thinges  which  that  were  not  don  a-bedde 
He  in  the  gardin  parfourmed  hem,  and  fpedde. 

And  in  this  wife  many  a  mery  day 
Lived  this  January  and  freihe  May  : 
But  worldly  joye  may  not  alway  endure 
To  January  ne  to  no  creature. 

O  fockn  hap,  o  thou  Fortune  unftable  ! 
Like  to  the  fcorpion  fo  deceivable, 
That  flatreft  with  thy  hed  whan  thou  wolt  fting ; 
The  tayl  is  deth  thurgh  thin  eveniming. 
O  brotel  joye  !  o  fwetc  poyfon  queinte  ! 
O  monftre  !  that  fo  fotilly  canft  peinte 
Thy  giftes  under  hewe  of  ftedfaftneffe, 
That  thou  deceived  bothe  more  and  leffe, 
Why  haft  thou  January  thus  deceived, 
That  haddeft  him  for  thy  ful  frend  received  ? 
And  now  thcu  haft  beraft  him  both  his  eyen, 
For  forwe  of  which  defireth  he  to  dyen. 

Alas  !  this  nohle  January  free., 
Amidde  his  luft  and  his  profperitee, 
Is  waxen  blind,  and  that  al  fodenly. 
He  wepeth  and  he  waileth  pitoufly, 
And  therwithall  the  fire  of  jaloufie 
(Left  that  his  wif  fhuld  fall  in  fom  folie) 
So  brent  his  herte  that  he  wolu-e  fain 
That  fom  man  had  both  him  and  hire  yflain  ; 
For  nother  after  his  deth  ne  in  his  lif 
Ne  wold  he  that  ftie  were  no  love  ne  wif, 
But  ever  live  as  a  widewe  in  clothes  blake, 
,§ole  as  the  turtle  that  hath  loft  hire  make.  . 
But  at  the  laft,  after  a  moneth  or  tvray, 
His  forwe  gan  afTwagen,  foth  to  fay ; 
For  whan  he  wift  it  might  non  other  be, 
He  patiently  toke  his  adveriitee  ; 
Save  out  of  doute  he  ne  may  nat  forgon 
That  he  n'as  jalous  ever  more  in  on  ; 
Which  jaloufie  it  was  fo  outrageous, 
That  neither  in  halle,  ne  in  non  other  hous, 
Ne  in  non  other  place  never  the  mo, 
He  n'olde  fuffre  hire  for  to  ride  or  go 
But  if  that  he  had  honde  on  hire  alway ; 
I7or  which  ful  often  wepeth  frefhe  May, 
That  loveth  Damian  fo  brenningly, 
That  {he  mofte  either  dien  fodenly 
Or  elles  fhe  mofte  han  him  as  hire  left  : 
She  waited  whan  hire  herte  wold  to»bre{L 

Upon  that  other  fide  Damian 
Becomen  is  the  forwefulleft  man 
That  ever  was,  for  neither  night  ne  day 
Ne  might  he  fpeke  a  word  to  frefhe  May, 
As  to  his  purpos,  of  no  fwiche  matere, 
But  if  that  January  muft  it  here, 
That  had  an  hand  upon  hire  evermo  ; 
But  natheles  by  writing  to  and  fro, 
And  privee  fignes,  wift  he  what  fhe  ment, 
And  ihe  knew  eke  the  fin  of  his  entent. 

O  January  !  what  might  it  thee  availe 
Though  thou  might  feen  as  fer  as'fhippes  faile  ? 
For  as  good  as  blind  to  deceived  be 
As  be  deceived  whan  a  man  may  fss, 


Lo  Argus,  which  that  had  an  hundrc-i  eye;// 
For  all  tlu-.t  ever  he  coude  pore  or  prien, 
Yet  was  he  blent,  and,  God  wot,  fo  ben  mo,'    I 
That  wenen  wifly  that  it  be  not  fo. 
PaiTe  over  is  an  efe  ;  I  fay  no  more. 

This  frefhe  May,  of  which  1  fpake  of  yorey 
In  warm  wex  hath  enprented  the  cliket 
That  January  bare  of  the  final  wiket, 
By  which  into  his  gardin  oft  he  went, 
And  Dnrnian,  that  knew  all  hire  entent, 
The  cliket  contrefeted  prively  : 
Ther  n'is  no  more  to  fay,  but  haftily 
Som  wonder  by  this  cliket  fhal  betide, 
Which  ye  fnul  hcren  if  ye  wol  abide. 

O  noble  Ovide!  foth  fay  eft  thoUj  God  wotc, 
What  Height  is  it,  if  Love  be  long  and  hote, 
That  he  n'ill  find  it  out  in  fom  manere  ? 
By  Pyramus  and  Thifbe  may  men  lere ; 
Though  they  were  kept  ful  long  and  ftreit  over  all^ 
They  ben  accorded,  rowning  thurgh  a  wall, 
Ther  no  wight  coude  han  founden  fwiche  a  fleighte..' 
But  now  to  purpos.  Er  that  daies  eighte 
Were  paffed  of  the  month  of  Juil,  befill 
That  January  hath  caught  fo  gret  a  will, 
Thurgh  egging  of  his  wif,  him  for  to  play 
In  his  gardin,  and  no  wight  but  they  tway, 
That  in  a  morwe  unto  this  May  faid  he, 
Rife  up,  my  wif,  my  love,  my  lady  free  ! 
The  turtles  vois  is  herd,  myn  owen  fwete  ! 
The  winter  is  gon,  with  all  hisraines  wete. 
Come  forth  now  with  thin  eyen  columbine  j 
Wei  fairer  ben  thy  brefts  than  ony  wine. 
The  gardin  is  enclofed  all  aboute  ; 
Come  forth,  my  white  fpoufe,  for  out  of  doute 
Thou  haft  me  wounded  in  myn  herte,  o  w'if  I 
No  fpot  in  thee  n'as  never  in  all  thy  lif. 
Come  forth,  and  let  us  taken  our  difport  j 
I  chefe  thee  for  my  w'if  and  my  comfort. 

Swiche  olde  lewed  wordes  uied  he. 
On  Damian  a  figne  made  fhe, 
That  he  ihuld  go  before  with  his  cliket. 
This  Damian  hath  opened  the  wiket, 
And  in  he  ftert,  and  that  :.n  fwiche  manere 
That  no  wight  might  him  fee  neyth'er  yhere, 
And  ftill  he  fit  under  a  bufh.    Anon 
This  January,  as  blind  as  is  a  fton, 
With  Maius  in  his  hand,  and  no  wight  mo,' 
Into  this  frefhe  gardin  is  ago, 
And  clappet  to  the  wiket  fodenly. 

Now  wif,  quod  he,  hero  n'is  but  thou  and  t} 
That  art  the  creature  that  I  beft  love  ; 
For  by  that  Lord  that  fit  in  heven  above 
I  hadde  lever  dien  on  a  Unif 
Than  thee  offenden,  dere  trewe  wif, 
For  Geddes  fake  thinke  how  I  thee  chees, 
Not  for  no  covetife  douteles, 
But  only  for  the  love  I  had  to  thee. 
And  though  that  I  be  old  and  may  not  fee, 
Beth  to  me  trewe,  and  I  wol  tell  you  why ; . 
Certes  three  thinges  fhal  ye  win  therby  j     • 
Firft  love  of  Crift,  and  to  yourfelf  honour, 
And  all  mSn  heritage,  toun  and  tour  ; 
I  yeve  it  you,  maketh  chartres  as  you  left  ;• 
This  fhal  be  (Ion  to-morwe  er  frame  reft. 
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So  wifty  God  rny  foule  bring  to  bliffe  : 
I  pray  you  on  this  covenant  ye  me  kiffe. 
And  though  that  I  be  jalou*  wite  me  nought ; 
Ye  ben  fo  depe  enprented  in  my  thought, 
That  whan  that  I  confider  your  beautee, 
And  therwithall  the  unlikely  elde  of  me, 
I  may  not  certes,  though  I  fhulde  die, 
Forbere  to  ben  out  of  your  compagnie 
For  veray  love ;  this  is  withouten  doute  : 
Now  kifle  me,  wif,  and  let  us  rome  aboute. 

This  frefhe  May,  whan  fhe  thife  wordes  herd, 
Benignely  to  January  anfwerd, 
But  firft  and  forward  fhe  began  to  wepe  : 
I  have,  quod  fhe,  a  foule  for  to  kepe 
As  wel  as  ye,  and  alfo  min  honour, 
And  of  my  wif  hood,  thilkc  tendre  flour 
Which  that  I  have  affured  in  your  hond, 
Whan  that  the  preeft  to  you  my  body  bond, 
Wherfore  I  wol  anfwere  in  this  manere, 
With  leve  of  you,  myn  owen  lord  fo  dere. 

I  pray  to  God  that  never  daw  that  day 
That  I  ne  ftarve,  as  foule  as  woman  may, 
If  ever  I  do  unto  my  kin  that  fhame, 
Or  elles  I  empeire  fo  my  name 
That  I  be  falfe ;  and  if  I  do  that  lakke, 
Do  ftripen  me  and  put  me  in  a  fakke, 
And  in  the  nexte  river  do  me  drenche  : 
I  am  a  gentil  woman  and  no  wenche. 
Why  fpeke  ye  thus  ?  but  men  ben  ever  untrewe, 
And  women  han  reprefe  of  you  ay  newe. 
Ye  con  non  other  daliance,  I  leve, 
But  fpeke  to  us  as  of  untruft  and  repreve. 

And  with  that  word  fhe  faw  wher  Damian 
Sat  in  the  bum,  and  coughen  fhe  began ; 
And  with  hire  finger  a  figne  made  fhe 
That  Damian  fhulde"  climb  up  on  a  tre 
That  charged  was  with  fruit,  and  up  he  went; 
For  veraily  he  knew  all  hire  entent, 
And  every  figne  that  fhe  coude  make, 
Wel  bet  than  January  her  own  make; 
For  in  a  lettre  ihe  had  told  him  all 
Of  this  matere,  how  that  he  werkeu  fhall. 
And  thus  I  let  him  fitting  in  the  pery, 
And  January  and  May  roming  ful  mery. 

Bright  was  the  day,  and  blew  the  firmament  j 
Phebus  of  gold  his  ftremes  doun  hath  fent 
To  gladcn  every  flour  with  his  warmneffe  ; 
He  was  that  time  in  Geminis  I  geffe, 
But  litel  fro  his  declination 
Of  Cancer,  Joves  exaltation. 
And  fo  befell  in  that  bright  morwe  tide, 
That  in  the  gardin,  on  the  ferther  fide, 
Pluto  that  is  the  King  of  Faerie, 
And  many  a  ladie  in  his  compagnie 
Folwing  his  wif,  the  Quene  Proferpina, 
Which  that  he  ravisfhed  out  of  Ethna, 
While  that  fhe  gadred  floures  in  the  mede, 
(In  Claudian  ye  may  the  ftory  rede, 
How  that  hire  in  his  grifely  carte  he  fette) 
This  King  of  Faerie  adoun  him  fette 
Upon  a  benche  of  turves  frefhe  and  grene, 
And  right  anon  thus  faid  he  to  his  quene  : 

My  wif,  quod  he,  ther  may  no  wight  fay  nay, 
The  experience  fo  preveth  it  every  day, 


The  trefon  which  that  woman  doth  to  man  : 
Ten  hundred  thoufand  ftories  tell  I  can 
Notable  of  your  untrouth  and  brotelncffe* 

O  Salomon !  richeft  of  all  richeffe, 
Fulfilled  of  fapience  and  wordly  glorie, 
Ful  worthy  ben  thy  wordes  to  memoria 
To  every  wight  that  wit  and  refon  can, 
Thus  praifeth  he  the  bounteo  yet  of  man ; 
Among  a  thoufand  men  yet  fond  I  on, 
But  of  all  women  fond  I  never  nan. 
Thus  faith  this  king,thatkneweyour  wikkedaeffe : 
And  Jefus,j£/*Vf  Sirach,  as  I  gefle, 
He  fpeketh  of  you  but  feldcn  reverence, 
A  wilde  fire,  a  corrupt  peftilence, 
So  fall  upo.n  your  bodies  yet  to-night. 
Ne  fee  ye  not  this,  honourable  knight  ? 
Becaufe,  alas!  that  he  is  blind  and  old 
His  owen  man  fhal  make  him  coke  wold  : 
Lo  wher  he  fit,  the  lechour,  in  the  tree. 
Now  wol  I  graunten  of  my  majeftee 
Unto  this  olde  blinde  worthy  knight, 
That  he  fhal  have  again  his  eyen  fight 
Whan  that  his  wif  wol  don  him  vilanie, 
Than  fhal  he  knowen  all  hire  harlotrie, 
Both  in  reprefe  of  hire  and  other  mo. 

Ye,  Sire,  quod  Proferpine,  and  wol  ye  fo  t 
Now  by  my  modre  Ceres  foule  I  fwere 
That  I  fhal  yeve  hire  fuffifant  anfwere, 
And  alle  women  after  for  hire  fake, 
That  though  they  ben  in  any  gilt  ytake, 
With  face  bold  they  fhul  hemfelve  excufe, 
And  bere  hem  doun  that  wolden  ham  accufe  r 
For  lacke  of  anfwere  non  of  us  fhul  dien. 
Al  had  ye  feen  a  thing  with  both  your  eyen. 
Yet  fhul  we  fo  vifage  it  hardely, 
And'wepe,  and  fwere,  and  chiden,  fubtilly, 
That  ye  fhul  ben  aalewed  as  ben  gees. 

What  rekketh  me  of  your  audloritees  ? 
I  wote  wel  that  this  Jewe,  this  Salomon, 
Fond  of  us  women  fooles  many  on  : 
But  though  that  ha  ne  fond  no  good  woman,, 
Ther  hath  yfonden  many  an  other  man 
Women  ful  good,  and  trewe  and  vertuous, 
Witntffe  on  hem  that  dwclte  in  Criftes  hous  j 
With  martyrdom  they  preved  hir  conftanco- 
The  Roman  geftes  maken  remembrance 
Of  many  a  veray  trewe  wif  alfo,     ,  /• 
But,  Sire,  ne  be  not  wroth  al  be*if  To,      , ,  .  . 
Though  that  he  faid  he  fond  no  good  woman  j, 
I  pray  you  take  the  fentence  of  the  man  : 
He  ment  thus,  that  in  foverein  bountee 
N'is  non  but  God,  no,  nouther  he  ne  Ske. 

Ey,  for  the  veray  God  that  n'is  but  on, 
What  maken  ye  fo  moche  of  Salomon  ? 
What  though  he  made  a  temple,  Goddcs  hous  f 
What  though  he  were  riche  and  glorious  ? 
So  made  he  eke  a  temple  of  falfe  goddcs ; 
How  might  he  don. a  thing  that  more  forbode  is  f 
Parde  as  faire  as  ye  his  name  emplaftre, 
He  wag  a  lechour  and  an  idolaftre, 
And  in  his  elde  he  veray  God'forfokc  ; 
And  if  that  God  ne  hadde  (as  faithe  the  boke). 
Spared  him  for  his  fathers  fake,  he  fholdc 
Han  loft  his  regffe  rather  than  he  vrolde. 
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I  fete  nat'  of  all  the  vilanie 
That  he  of  women  wrote  a  boterflie. 
I  am  a  woman  ;  nedes  mofte  INfpcke, 
Or  fwell  unto  that  time  min  herte  brekc  : 
For  fin  he  faid  that  we  ben  janglerefies, 
As  ever  mote  I  brouken  hole  my  treffes, 
I  fhal  nat  fparen  for  no  curtefie 
To  fpeke  him  harm  that  fayth  us  vilanie. 

Dame,  quod  this  Pluto,  be  no  lenger  wroth, 
I  yeve  it  up  :  but  fin  I  fworemin  oth, 
That  I  wold  graunten  him  his  fight  again, 
My  word  fhal  ftand,  that  warne  I  you  certain  : 
I  am  a  king,  it  fit  me  not  to  lie. 
And  I,  quod  fhe,  am  Q^ene  of  Faerie. 
Hire  anfwere  fhe  fhal  han  I  undertake ; 
Let  us  no  more  wordes  of  it  make. 
Forfoth,  quod  he,  I  wol  you  not  contrary. 

Now  let  us  turn  again  to  January, 
That  in  the  gardin  with  his  faire  May 
Singeth  wel  merier  than  the  popingay  ; 
You  love  I  beft,  and  fhal,  and  other  non. 

So  long  about  the  alleyes  is  he  gon, 
Til  he  was  comen  again  to  thilke  pery 
"Wher  as  this  Damian  fitteth  ful  mery 
On  high,  among  the  frefhe  leves  grene. 

Thisfrefhe  May,  that  is  fo  bright  and  fhene, 
Gan  for  to,fike,  and  faid,  Alas,  my  fide  ! 
Now,  Sire,  quod  fhe,  for  ought  that  may  betide, 
I  mofte  have  of  the  peres  that  I  fee, 
Or  I  mofte  die,  fo  fore  longeth  me 
To  eten  of  the  fmale  peres  grene ; 
Help  for  hire  love  that  is  of  heven  quene. 
I  tell  you  wel  a  woman  in  my  plit 
May  have  to  fruit  fo  gret  an  appetit, 
That  fhe  may  dien  but  fhe  of  it  have. 

Alas  !  qnod  he,  that  I  n'adde  here  a  knave 
That  coude  climbe  :  alas  !  alas !  (quod  he) 
For  I  am  blinde.     Ye>  Sire,  no  force,  quod  fhe  ; 
But  wold  ye  vouchefauf,  for  Goddes  fake, 
The  pery  in  with  your  armes  for  to  take, 
(For. wel  I  wot  that  ye  miftruften  me) 
Than  wold  I  climben  wel  ynough,  (quod  fhe) 
So  1  my  fote  might  fetten  on  your  back. 

Gertes,  faid  he,  therin  fhal  be  no  lack,    r 
Might  I  you  helpen  with  min  herte  blood. 

He  ftoupeth  doun,  and  on  his  back^  fhe  flood, 
And  caught  hire  by  a  twift ;  and  up  fhe  goth. 
(Ladies,  I  pray  you  that  ye  be  not  wroth  ; 
I  can  nat  glofe  ;  I  am  a  rude  man  :) 
And  fodenly  anon  this  Damian 
Gan  pullen  up  the  fmock,  and  in  he  throng.. 

And. whan  that  Pluto  faw  this  grete  wrong, 
To  January  he  yaf  again  his  fight, 
And  made  him  fee  as  wel  as  ever  he  might ; 
And  whan  he  thus  had  caught  his  fight  again 
Ne  was  ther  never  man  of  thing  fo  fain  : 
But  on  his  wif  his  thought  was  ever  mo. 

Up  tp  the  tree  he  caft.  his  eyen  two» 


And  faw  how  Damian  his  wife  had  dreffe<J 

Infvviche  manere  it  may  not  ben  expreffcd, 

But  if  I  wolde  fpeke  uncurteifly  ; 

And  up  he  yaf  a  roring  and  a  cry, 

As  doth  the  mother  whan.the  child  fhal  die  i 

Out !  hclpe  !  alas  !  harow  !  he  gan  to  cry"; 

0  ftronge  lady  ftore,  what  doeft  thou  ? 
And  fhe  anfwered,  Sire,  what  aileth  you  ? 
Have  patience  and  refon  in  your  minde, 

1  have  you  holpen  on  both  your  eyen  blinde. 
Up  peril  of  my  foule,  I  fhal  nat  lien, 

As  me  was  taught  to  helprn  with  your  eyen 
Was  nothing  better  for  to  make  /ou  fee 
Than  ftrogle  with  a  man  upon  a  tree  : 
God  wot,  I  did  it  in  ful  good  entent. 

Strogle  !  quod  he  ;  ye,  algate  in  it  went, 
Gode  yeve  you  both  on  fhames  deth  to  dien  ; 
He  fwived  thee,  I  faw  it  with  min  eyen, 
And  elles  be  I  honged  by  the  haife. 

Than  is,  qucd  fhe,  my  medicine  al  falfe; 
For  certainly  if  that  ye  mighten  fee, 
Ye  wold  not  fay  thife  wordes  unto  me. 
Ye  have  fom  glimfing,  and  no  parfit  fight. 

I  fee,  quod  he,  as  wel  as  ever  I  might 
(Thanked  be  God)  with  both  min  eyen  two. 
And  by  my  feith  me  thought  he  did  thee  fo. 

Ye  mafe,  ye  mafen,  good  Sire,  quod  fhe ; 
This  thank  have  I  for  I  have  made  you  fee  : 
Alas  !  quod  fhe,  that  ever  I  was  fo  kind. 

Now  Dame,  quod  he,  let  al  paffe  out  of  mind  i 
Come  doun,  my  lefe,  and  if  I  have  miffaid, 
God  helpe  me  fo  as  I  am  evil  appaid  : 
But  by  my  fadres  foule  I  wende  have  feia 
How  that  this  Damian  had  by  thee  lein, 
And  that  thy  fmock  had  lein  upon  his  breft. 

Ye,  Sire,  quod  fhe,  ye  may  wene  as  you  lefts. 
But,  Sire,  a  man  that  wcketh  of  his  flepe, 
He  may  not  fodenly  wel  taken  kepe 
Upon  a  thing,  ne  feen  it  parfitly, 
Til  that  he  be  udawed  veraily  : 
Right  fo  a  man  that  lang  hath  blind  ybe, 
He  may  not  fodenly  fo  wel  yfee, 
Firft  whan  his  fight  is  newe  comen  ageint     v' 
As  he  that  hath  a  day  or  two  yfein. 
Til  that  your  fight  yfateled  be  a  while, 
Ther  may  ful  many  a  fighte  you  begile. 
Beware,  I  pray  you,  tor  by  heven  King 
Ful  many  a  man  weneth  to  fee  a  thing, 
And  it  is  all  another  than  it  femeth  : 
He  which  that  mifconceiveth  oft  mifdemeth. 

And  with  that  word  fhe  lep  doun  fro  the  tree. 
This  January  who  is  glad  but  he  ? 
He  kiffeth  hire  and  clippeth  hire  ful  oft, 
And  on  hire  wombe  he  ftrokcth  hire  ful  foft, 
And  to  his  paleis  home  he  hath  hire  lad. 
Now,  goode  men,   I  pray  you  to  be  glad. 

Thus  endeth  here  my  Tale  of  Januarie  ; 
God  bleffe  us,  and  his  moder  Seinte  Majie  £ 
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BY  Goddes  mercy,  fayde  cure  Hofte  tho, 
Now  fwiche  a  wii  1  preie  God  kepe  me  fro. 
Lo,  fwiche  fleightcs  and  fubtilitees 
In  worn  en  ben ;  for  ay  as  befy  as  bees 
Ben  they  us  fely  men  for  to  deceive, 
And  from  a  fothe  wol  they  ever  weive  : 
By  this  Marchantes  Tale  it  preveth  wel. 
But  rjatheles,  as  trewe  as  any  ftele 
I  have  a  wif,  though  that  fhe  poure  be, 
But  of  hire  tonge  a  Jabbing  fhrewe  is  fhe  ; 
And  yet  fhe  hath  an  hepe  of  vices  mo. 
Therof  no  force  ;  let  all  fwiche  thihges  go. 
But  wete  ye  what  ?  in  confeil  be  it  feyde, 
Me  reweth  fore  I  am  unto  hire  teyde  ; 
For  and  I  fhulde  rekene  every  vice 
\Vhich  that  fhe  hath,  ywls  I  were  to  nicej 


And  caufc  why,  it  fhulde  reported  be 
And  told  to  hire  of  fom  of  this  compagnley 
(Of  whom  it  nedetli-not  for  to  declare?, 
Sin  women  connen  utter  fwiche  chaffare} 
And  eke  my  wit  fufficeth  not  therto 
To  tellen  all ;  wherfore  my  Tale  is  do. 

Squier,  come  ner,  if  it  youre  wille  be, 
And  fay  fomwhat  of  love,  for  certes  ye 
Connen  theron  as  moche  as  any  man. 
Nay,  Sire,  quod  he,  but  fwiche  thing  as  I  can 
With  hertly  wille,  for  I  wol  not  rebelle 
Agein  your  luft,  a  Tale  wol  I  telle. 
Have  me  excufed  if  I  fpeke  amis  : 
My  wille  is  good ;  and  lo,  my  Tale  is  this. 
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A-T  Sarra,  in  the  lond  of  Tartaric, 
Ther  dwelt  a  king  that  werreied  Ruffle, 
fThurgh'  which  ther  died  many  a  doughty  man. 
This  noble  king  was  cleped  Cambufcun, 
5Vhich  in  his  time  was  of  fo  gret  renoun, 
^That  ther  n'as  no  wher  in  no  regioun 


*  The  King  of  Araba  fendith  to  Cambufcan  K:n^;  of  Sar 
ra  a  horfe  and  a  fword  of  rate  qualitc,  and  to  his  daughter 
Canace  a  glafs  and  a  ring,  by  die  virtue  whereof  the  ur.- 
Aerrtatuicth  the  language  of  all  fowles.  Much  of  this 
Tale  is  either  lolt  or  eife  never  tiniihed  by  Oliaucer. 
fry. 


So  excellent  alorde  in  allc  thing  ^ 

Him  lacked  nought  that  longeth  to  a  king, 

As  of  the  ferfte  of  which  that  he  was  borne, 

He  kept  his  lay  to  which  he  was  yfworne, 

And  therto  he  was  hardy,  wife,  and  riche, 

And  pitous  and  juft,  and  alway  yliche, 

Trewe  of  his  word,  benigne  and  honourable, 

Of  his  corage  as  any  centre  ftable, 

Yong,  frefli,  and  ftrong,  in  armes  dcfirous, 

As  any  bacheler  of  all  his  hous. 

A  faire  perfon  he  was  and  fortunatej 

And  kept  alway  fo  wel  real  eftat, 
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That  ther  n'as  no  wher  fwiche  another  man. 

This  noble  king,  this  Tartre  Cambufcan, 
Hadde  two  fones  by  Elfeta  his  wif, 
Of  which  the  eldeft  fone  highte  Algarfif, 
That  other  was  ycleped  Camballo. 

A  doughter  had  this  worthy  king  alfo, 
That  yongeft  was,  and  highte  Canace  : 
But  for  to  tellen  you  all  hire  beautee 
It  lith  not  in  my  tonge  ne  in  my  conning ; 
I  dare  not  undertake  fo  high  a  thing  : 
Min  Englifh  eke  is  infufficient ; 
It  mufte  ben  a  rethor  excellent, 
That  coude  his  colours  longing  for  that  art, 
If  he  fhuld  hire  defcriven  ony  part : 
I  am  non  fwiche  ;  I  mote  fpeke  as  I  can. 

And  fo  befel  that  whan  this  Cambufcan 
Hath  twenty  winter  borne  his  diademe, 
As  he  was  wont  fro  yere  to  yere  I  deme, 
He  let  the  fefte  of  his  nativitee 
Don  crien  thurghout  Sarra  his  citee 
The  laft  idus  of  March  after  the  yere. 

Phebus  the  fonne  ful  jolif  was  and  clere, 
Fer  he  was  nigh  his  exaltation 
In  Martes  face,  and  in  his  manfion 
In  Aries,  the  colerike  hote  figne  : 
Ful  lufty  was  the  wether  and  benigne, 
For  which  the  foules  again  the  fonne  fhene  : 
What  for  the  fcfon  and  the  yonge  grene 
Ful  londe  fongen  hir  affections  : 
Hem  fcmed  han  getten  hem  protections 
Again  the  fwerd  of  winter  kene  and  cold. 

This  Cambufcan,  of  which  I  have  you  told, 
In  real  veftiments,  fit  on  his  dels 
With  diademe,  ful  high  in  pale  is, 
And  holt  his  fefte  fo  folempne  and  fo  riche, 
That  in  this  world  ne  was  ther  non  it  liche, 
Of  which  if  I  (hall  tellen  all  the  array, 
Than  wold  it  occupie  a  fomers  day ; 
And  eke  it  as^fith  *ot  for  to  devife 
At  every  cours  the  order  of  hir  fervice  : 
I  wol  not  tellen  of  hir  ftrange  fewes, 
Ne  of  hir  fwannes  ne  hir  heronfewes  : 
Eke  in  that  lond,  as  tellen  knightes  old, 
Ther  is  fom  mete  that  is  ful  deintee  hold, 
That  in  his  lond  men  recche  of  it  ful  fmal : 
Ther  n'is  no  man  that  may  reporten  al. 
I  wol  not  tarien  you,  for  it  is  prime, 
And  for  it  is  no  fruit,  but  loffe  of  time  ; 
Unto  my  purpos  I  wol  have  recours. 

And  fo  befelle,  that  after  the  thridde  cours, 
While  that  this  king  fit  thus  in  his  nobley, 
Herking  his  miniftralle's  hir  thinges  pley, 
Beforne  him  at  his  bord  delicioufly, 
In  at  the  halle  dore  al  fodenly 
Ther  came  a  knight  upon  a  ftede  of  bras, 
And  in  his  honda  brod  mirrour  of  glas; 
Upon  his  thombe  he  had  of  gold  a  ring, 
And  by  his  fide  a  naked  fwerd  hanging  ; 
And  up  he  rideth  to  the  highe  bord. 
Jn  all  the  halle  ne  was  ther  fpoke  a  word 
JFor  mervaille  of  this  knight ;  him  to  behold 
Ful  befily  they  waiten  yong  and  old. 

This  ftrange  knight  that  come  this  fodenly, 
Al  armed  fave  his  hed  ful  richely? 
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Salucth  king  and  quene,  and  lordes  all?, 
By  order  as  they  faten  in  the  halle> 
With  fo  high  reverence  and  obfervance, 
As  wel  in  fpeche  as  in  his  contenance, 
That  Gawain  with  his  olde  curtefie, 
Though  he  were  come  agen  out  of  Faerie, 
Ne  coude  him  not  amenden  with  a  word  : 
And  after  this  beforn  the  highe  bord 
He  with  a  manly  vois  fayd  his  mefiage, 
After  the  forms  ufed  in  his  langage, 
Withouten  vice  of  fillable  or  of  letter : 
And  for  his  tale  fhulde  feme  the  better, 
Accordant  to  his  wordes  was  his  chere, 
As  tccheth  art  of  fpeche  hem  that  it  lerc. 
Al  be  it  that  I  cannot  foune  his  {Hie, 
Ne  cannot  climben  over  fo  high  a  ftile, 
Yet  fay  I  this,  as  to  comun  entent, 
Thus  much  amount  eth  all  that  ever  he  meat, 
If  it  fo  be  that  I  have  it  in  mind. 

He  fayd,  The  King  of  Arabic  and  of  Inde, 
My  liege  Lord,  on  this  folempne  day, 
Salueth  you  as  he  beft  can  and  may, 
And  fendeth  you,  in  honour  of  your  fefte, 
By  me,  that  am  al  redy  at  your  hefte, 
This  ftede  of  bras,  that  efily  aftd  wel 
Can  in  the  fpace  of  a  day  naturel 
(This  is  to  fayn,  in  four-and-twenty  houres) 
Wher  fo  you  lift,  in  drought  or  elles  fhoures, 
Beren  your  body  into  every  place 
To  which  your  herte  willeth  for  to  pace, 
Withouten  wemme  of  you  thurgh  f  6ule  or  fairc  ; 
Or  if  you  lift  to  fleen  as  high  in  the  aire 
As  doth  an  egle,  whan  him  lift, 
This  fame  ftede  dial  bere  you  evermore, 
Withouten  harme,  till  ye  be  ther  you  left, 
(Though  that  ye  flepen  on  his  back  or  reft) 
And  turne  again  with  writhing  of  a  pin ; 
He  that  it  wrought  he  coude  many  a  gin  ; 
He  waited  many  a  conftellation 
Or  he  had  don  this  operation, 
And  knew  ful  many  a  fele  and  many  a  bond. 

This  mirrour  eke  that  I  have  in  min  hond 
Hath  fwiche  a  might  that  men  may  in  it  feq 
Whan  ther  fhal  falle  ony  adverfitee 
Unto  your  regne  or  to  yourfelf  alfo, 
And  openly  who  is  your  friend  or  fo  ; 
And  over  all  this,  if  any  lady  bright 
Hath  fet  hire  herte  on  any  mancr  wight, 
If  he  be  falfe,  fhe  fhall  his  trefon  fee, 
His  newe  love,  and  all  his  fubtiltee, 
So  openly,  that  ther  fhal  nothing  hide. 

Wherfore  again  this  lufty  fomer  tide 
This  mirrour  and  this  ring,  that  ye  may  fe, 
He  hath  fent  to  my  Lady  Cailace, 
Your  excellente  doughter  that  is  here. 

The  vertue  of  this  ring,  if  ye  wol  here, 
Is  this,  that  if  hire  lift  it  for  to  were 
Upon  hire  thombe,  or  in  hire  purfe  it  bere, 
Ther  is  no  foule  that  fleeth  under  heven 
That  fhe  ne  fhal  wel  underftond  his  fteven. 
And  know  his  mening  openly  and  plaine, 
And  anfwere  him  in  his  langage  again  ; 
And  every  gras  that  groweth  upon  rote 
She  fhal  eke  know,  and  whom  it  wol  do  boCo, 
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All  *be  'his  woundes  never  To  depe  and  wide. 

This  naked  fwerd,  that  hangeth  by  my  fide, 
.Swiche  vertue  hath,  that  what  man  that  it  finite, 
Thurghout  his  armure  it  wol  kerve  and  bite, 
Were  it  as  thicke  .as  is  a  braunched  oke  ; 
And  what  man  that  is  wounded  with  the  ftrol^e 
Shal  never  be  hole,  til  that  you  lilt  of  grace 
To  llroken  him  with  the  platte  in  thilke  place 
Ther  he  is  hurt ;  this  is  as  much  to  fain 
Ye  moten  with  the  platte  fwerd  again    • 
Stroken  him  in  the  wound  and  it  wol  clofe. 
This  is  the  veray  foth  withouten  glofe  : 
It  failletii  not  while  it  is  in  your  hold. 

And  whan  this  knight  hath  thus  his  tale  told 
He  ridcth  out  of  halle,  and  doun  he  light. 
His  ftede,  which  that  ihone  as  forme  bright, 
Stant  in  the  court  as  ftille  as  any  fton. 
This  knight  is  to  his  chambre  ladde  anon, 
And  is  unarmed,  and  to  .the  mete  yfette. 
Thife  prefents  ben  ful  richelich  yfette, 
This  is  to  fain,  the  fwerd  and  the  mirrour, 
And  borne  anon  into  the  highe  tour 
With  certain  officers  ordained  therfore  ; 
And  unto  Canace  the  ring  is  bore 
Solempnely,  ther  (he  fat  at  the  table. 
But  fikerly,  \vithoutcn  any  fable, 
The  hors  of  bras,  that  may  not  be  remued, 
It  ftant  as  it  were  to  the  ground  yglued  : 
Ther  may  no  man  out  of  the  place  it  drive 
For  non  engine  of  windas  or  polive  : 
And  caufe  why,  for  they  con  not  the  craft, 
And  therfore  in  the  place  they  han  it  laft 
Til  that  the  knight  hath  taught  hem  the  manere 
To  yoiden  him,  as  ye  flial  after  here. 

Gret  was  the  prees  that  fwarmed  to  and  fro 
To  gauren  on  this  hors  that  ftondeth  fo  ; 
.For  it  fo  high  was,  and  fo  brod  and  long, 
So  wel  proportioned  for  to  be  ftrong, 
Right  as  it  were  a  ftede  of  Lumhardie, 
Therwith  fo  horfly  and  fo  quick  of  eye 
As  it  a  gentil  Poileib  courfer  were ; 
For  certes  fro  his  tayl  unto  his  ere 
Nature  ne  art  ne  coud  him  not  amend 
In  no  degree,  as  all  the  peple  wend. 

But  evermore  hir  mofte  wonder  was 
How  that  it  coude  gon  and  was  of  bras  : 
It  was  of  Faerie,  as  the  peple  femed  : 
Diverfe  folk  diverfely  han  denied  : 
As  many  heds  as  many  wittesben. 
They  murmured  as  doth  a  fvvarme  of  been, 
And  maden  flcilles  after  hir  fantafies, 
Reherfmg  of  the  olde  poetries, 
And  fayd  it  was  ylike  the  Pegafee, 
The  hors  that  hadde  winges  for  to  flee, 
Pr  ellcs  it  was  the  Grekes  hors  Sinon, 
That  broughte  Troye  to  deftrudicn, 
As  men  moun  in  thife  olde  geftes  rede. 

Min  herte  (quod  on)  is  evermore  in  drede  ; 
I,  trow  foni  men  of  armes  ben  therin, 
That  fhapen  hem  this  citee  for  to  win  : 
It  were  right  good  that  al  fwiche  thing  were  know 
Another  rowned  to  his  felaw  low, 
And  fayd,  He  lielhrfor  it  is  rather  like 
\  An  apparence  ymade  by  foxn  raagike,     . 


As  jogelours  plaien  at  thife  feftcs  gretc. 

Of  fondry  doutes  thus  they  jangle  and  trcte, 

As  lewed  peple  demen  comunly 

Of  thinges  that  ben  made  more  fubtilly 

Than  they  can  in  hir  lewedneffe  comprehende  : 

They  demen  gladly  to  the  baddcr  ende. 

And  fom  of  hem  wondred  oft  the  mirrour 
That  born  was  up  in  to  the  maifter  tour, 
How  men  mighte  in  it  fwiche  thinges  fee. 

Another  anfwered  and  fayd,  It  might  wel  be 
Naturelly  by  compofitions 
Of  angirs  and  flie  reflections; 
And  faide  that  in  Rome  was  fwiche  on. 
They  fpeke  of  Alhazen  and  Vitellon, 
And  Ariftotle,  that  writen  in  hir  lives 
Of  queinte  mirrours  and  of  profpectives, 
As  knowen  they  that  han  hir  bookes  herd. 

And  other  folk  han  wondred  on  the  fwerd 
That  wolde  percen  thurghout  every  thing ; 
And  fell  in  fpeche  of  Telephus  the  king, 
And  of  Achilles  for  his  queinte  fpere, 
For  he  coude  with  it  bothe  helc  and  dere, 
Right  in  fwiche  wife  as  men  may  with  the  fwerd 
Of  which  right  now  ye  have  yourfelven  herd* 
They  fpeken  of  fondry  harding  of  metall, 
And  fpeken  of  medicines  therwithall, 
And  how  and  whan  it  fhuld  yharded  be, 
Which  is  unknow  algates  unto  me. 

Tho  fpeken  they  of  Canacees  ring, 
And  faiden  all  that  fwiche  a  wonder  thing 
Of  craft  of  ringes  herd  they  never  non, 
Save  that  he  Moifes  and  King  Salomon 
Hadden  a  name  of  conning  in  fwiche  art. 
Thus  fain  the  peple,  and  drawen  hem  apart. 

But  natheles  fom  faiden  that  it  was 
Wonder  to  maken  of  feme  aftien  glas, 
And  yet  is  glas  nought  like  afhen  of  feme  ; 
But  for  they  han  yknowen  it  fo  ferae, 
Therfore  cefeth  hir  jangling  and  hir  wonder, 
As  fore  wondren  fom  on  caufe  of  thonder, 
On  ebbe  and  floud,  on  goffomer  and  on  mift, 
And  on  all  thing  til  that  the  caufe  is  wift. 

Thus  janglen  they,  and  demen  and  devlfet 
Til  that  the  king  gan  fro  his  bord  arife. 

Phebus  hath  »:ft  the  angle  meridional, 
And  yet  afcending  was  the  befte  real, 
The  gentil  Leon,  with  his  Aldrian, 
Whan  that  this  Tartre  king,  this  Cambufcan, 
Rofe  from  his  bord,  ther  as  he  fat  ful  hie  : 
Beforne  him  goth  the  loude  minftralcie, 
Til  he  come  to  his  chambre  of  p'arements, 
Ther  as  they  founderi  divers  inftruments, 
That  it  is  like  an  heven  for  to  here. 

Now'  dauncen  lufty  Venus  children  dere, 
For  in  the  Filh  hir  lady  fat  ful  hie, 
And  loketh  on  hem  with  a  frendly  eye. 
This  noble  king  is  fet  upon  his  trone, 
This  ftraunge  knight  is  fet  to  him  ful  fonr. 
And  on  the  daunce  he  goth  with  Canace. 

Here  is  the  rcvell  and  the  jolitee 
That  is  not  able  a  dull  man  to  devife  : 
He  muft  han  knowen  Love  and  his  fcrvifi^ 
And  ben  a  feftlich  man,  as  frefh  as  May, 
That  fhulde  you  devife n  fsyiche  array. 
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Who  coude  tellen  you  the  forme  of  daunces 
So  uncouth,  and  fo  frefhe  contenaunce?, 
Swiche  fubtil  lokings  and  diffimulings, 
For  dred  of  jalous  mennes  apperceivings? 
No  ,man  hut  Launcelot,  and  he  is  ded  ; 
Therfore  I  paffe  over  all  this  luftyhed ; 
I  fay  110  more,  hut  in  this  jolineffe 
I  lete  hem  til  men  to  the  fouper  hem  dreffe. 

The  fteward  hit  the  fpict-e  for  to  hie, 
And  eke  the  win,  in  ail  this  melodic ; 
The  ufhers  and  the  fquierie  bengon, 
The  fpices  and  the  \vin  is  come  anon  : 
They  cte  and  drinte,  and  whan  thir,  had  an  end 
Unto  the  temple,  as  refon  was,  they  wend  : 
The  fervice  don,  they  foupen  all  by  day. 

What  nedeth  you  reh.fr  fen  hir  array  ? 
Eche  man  wot  wel  that  at  a  kinges  fell 
Is.plentee  to  the  moft  and  to  the  left, 
And  deintees  mo  than  ben  in  my  kr owing. 

At  after  fouper  goth  this  noble  king 
To  feen  this  hors  of  bras,  with  all  a  route 
Of  lordes  and  of  ladies  him  aboute. 
Swkhe  wondring  was  ther  on  this  hors  of  bras, 
That  fin  the  gret  affege  of  Troye  was 
Ther  as  men  wondred  on  an  hors  alfo, 
Ne  was  ther  fwiche  a  wondring  as  was  tho. 
Bnt,  finally,  the  king  afketh  the  knight 
The  vertue  of  this  courier  and  the  might, 
And  praied  him  to  tell  his  governaunce. 

This  hors  anon  gan  for  to  trip  and  daunce. 
Whan  that  the  knight  laid  hond  up  on  his  rein, 
And  faide,  Sire,  ther  n'is  no  more  to  fain, 
But  whan  ycu  lift  to  riden  any  where 
Ye  meten  trill  a  pin  ftar.t  in  his  ere, 
Which 'I  fhal  tellen  you  betwixt  us  two, 
>Te  moten  nempne  him  to  what  place  alfo, 
Or  to  what  contree  that  you  lift  to  ride. 

And  whan  ye  come  ther  as  you  lift  abide,. 
Bid  him  defcend,  and  trill  another  pin, 
(For  therin  lieth  the  effect  of  all  the  gin) 
And  he  wol  doun  defcend  and  don  your  will, 
And  in  that  place  he  wol  abiden  ftill ; 
Though  all  the  world  had  the  contrary  fvvore, 
He  fhal  not  thennes  be  drawe  ne  be  bore  : 
Or  if  ycu  lift  to  bid  him  thennes  «;on, 
Trille  this  pin,  and  he  wol  vanifli  anon 
Out  of  the  fight  of  every  rraner  wight, 
And.  come  agen,  he^it  by  day  or  night, 
Whan  that  you  lift  to  clepen  him  again 
In  fwiche  a  guife  as  I  fhal  to  you  fain 
Betwixen  you  and  me,  aud  that  ful  fone. 
Ride  whan  you  lift,  ther  n'is  no  more  to  done. 

Enfourmcd  whan  the  king  was  of  the  knight, 
And  hath  conceived  in  his  wit  aright 
The  maner  and  the  forme  of  all  this  thing, 
Ful  glad  and  blith  this  noble  doughty  king 
Repuircrh  to  his  revel  as  beforne. 
The  hridel  is  in  to  the  tour  yborne, 
And  kept  among  his  jewels  lefc  and  dere  : 
The  hors  vanilht,  I  n'ot  in  what  mancre, 
Out  of  hir  fight,  ye  get  no  more  of  me  : 
But  thus  I  lete  in  luft  and  jolitee 
This  Cambufcan  his  lordes  feftcying 
1'il  that  wcl  nigh  the  day  began  to  fpring. 
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The  nonce  of  digeftion,  the  flepe, 
Gan  on  hem  winke,  and  bad  hem  taken  kepc 
That  mochel  drinke  and  labour  wol  have  reitj 
And  with  a  galping  mouth  hem  all  he  keft, 
And  faid,  that  it  was  time  to  lie  adoun, 
For  blood  was  in  his  dominatioun  : 
Cherifheth  blood,  natures  frend,  quod  he. 

They  thanken  him  galping,  by  two,  by  three : 
And  every  wight  gan  drawe  him  to  his  reft, 
As  flepe  hem  bade ;  they  t  eke  it  for  the  heft. 

Hir  dremes  fhal  not  now  be  told  for  m-.  ; 
Ful  were  hir  hcdcs  of  ftimoh'tee, 
That  caufeth  dreme,  of  which  ther  is  no  charge 
They  flepen  till  that  it  was  prime  large, 
The  mofte  part,  but  it  were  Canace  ; 
She  was  ful  mefurable,  as  women  be ; 
For  of  hire  father  had  fhe  take  hire  leve 
To  gon  to  reft  fone  after  it  was  eve  ; 
Here  lifte  not  appalled  for  to  be, 
Nor  on  the  niorwe  unfeftliche  for  to  fee, 
And  flept  hire  firfte  flepe,  and  than  awoke  : 
For  fwiche  a  joy  fhe  in  hire  herte  tcke 
Both  of  hire  queinte  ring  and  of  hire  mirrour, 
That  twenty  time  fhe  chaunged  hire  colour. 
And  in  hire  flepe  right  for  the  impreflion 
Of  hire  mirrour  fhe  had  a  vifion  ; 
Wherfore  or  that  the  fonne  gan  up  glide 
She  clepeth  upon  hire  maiftreffe  hire  befide, 
And  faide  that  hire  lufte  for  to  ariie. 

Thife  olde  women  that  ben  gladly  wife, 
As  is  hire  maiftreffe,  anfvverd  hire  anon, 
And  faid,  Madam,  whider  wol  ye  gon 
Thus  erly  ?  for  the  folk  ben  all  in  reft. 

I  wol,  quod  fhe,  arifen  (for  me  left 
No  longer  for  to  flepe)  and  walken  aboute. 

Hire  maiftreffe  clepeth  women  a  gret  route^ 
And  up  they  rifen  wel  a  ten  or  twelve  ; 
{  Up  rifeth  frefhe  Canace  hirefelve, 
[  As  rody  and  bright  as  the  yonge  fonne 
I  That  in  the  Ram  is  foure  degrees  yronne  ; 
No  higher  was  he  whan  fhe  redy  WM  ; 
And  forth  flic  walketh  efily  a  pas, 
Arrayed  after  the  lufty  fefon  fote 
Lightely  for  to  playe,  and  waiken  on  fote. 
Nought  but  with  five  or  Cxe  of  hire  meinic, 
And  in  a  trenche  forth  in  the  park  goth  foe. 

The  vapour  which  that  fro  the  erthe  giodc 
Maketh  the  fcnne  to  feme  rody  and  brode ; 
But  natheles.  it  was  fo  faire  a  light 
That  it  made  all  hir  hejtes  for  to  light, 
Wlaat  for  the  fefon  and  the  morwening, 
And  for  the  foules  that  fhe  herde  fing, 
For  right  anon  fhe  wifte  what  they  ment 
Right  by  hir  fong,  and  knew  al  hir  entent. 

The  knotte  why  that  every  tale  is  tolde, 
If  it  be  taried  til  the  luft  be  colde 
Of  hem  that  han  it  herkened  after  yore, 
The  favour  paffeth  ever  lenger  the  more 
For  fr.lfumneffe  of  the  prolixitee  ; 
And  by  that  fame  refon  thinketh  me 
I  fhuld  unto  the  knotte  condefcende, 
And  makcn  pf  hire  walking  fone  an.  ende^ 
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Anildde  a  tree  for-dry,  as  white  as  chalkj  Til  Canace  hath  in  hire  lappe  hire  take 


As  Canace  was  playing  in  hire  walk, 
Ther  fat  a  faucon  over  hire  hed  ful  hie 
That  with  a  pitous  vois  fo  gan  to  crie, 
That  all  the  wood  refouned  of  hire  cry, 
And  beten  had  hirefelf  fo  pitoufly 
With  both  hire  wingcs  til  the  rede  blood 
Ran  endelong  the  tree  ther  as  fhe  flood ; 
And  ever  in  on  alway  fhe  cried  and  fhright, 
And  with  hire  bek  hirefelven  fhe  fo  twight, 
That  ther  n'is  tigre  ne  no  cruel  beft 
That  dwelleth  other  in  wood  or  in  foreft 
That  n'olde  han  wept,  if  that  he  wepen  coudej 
For  forwe  of  hire,  fhe  fhright  alway  fo  loude. 

For  ther  was  never  yet  no  man  on  live, 
If  that  he  coude  a  faucon  wel  defcrive, 
That  herde  of  fwiche  another  of  fayreneffe 
As  wel  of  plumage  as  of  gentileffe 
Of  fhape,  of  all  that  might  yrekened  be  : 
A  faucon  peregrine  femed  fhe 
Of  fremde  lond,  and  ever  as  fhe  flood 
She  fwouned  now  and  now  for  lack  of  blood, 
Til  wel  neigh  is  fhe  fallen  fro  the  tree. 

This  faire  kinges  doughter  Canace, 
That  oil  hire  finger  bare  the  queinte  ring, 
Thurgh  •tyhich  fhe  underftood  wel  every  thing 
That  any  foule  may  in  his  leden  fain,     i 
And  coude  anfwere  him  in  his  leden  again, 
Hath  underftonden  what  this  faucon  feyd, 
And  wel  neigh  for  the  rcuthe  almoft  fhe  deyd ; 
And  to  the  tree  fhe  goth  ful  haftily, 
And  on  this  faucon  loketh  pitoufly, 
And  held  hire  lap  abrode,  for  wel  fhe  wifl 
The  faucon  mufte  fallen  from  the  twift 
Whan  that  fhe  fwouned  next,  for  faute  of  blood. 
A  longe  while  to  waiten  hire  fhe  flood, 
Til  at  the  laft  fhe  fpake  in  this  manere 
Unto  the  hauk,  as  ye  fhul  after  here  : 

What  is  the  caufe,  if  it  be  for  to  tell, 
That  ye  ben  in  this  furial  peine  of  hell  ? 
Quod  Canace  unto  this  hauk  above ; 
Is  this  for  forwe  of  deth  or  loffe  of  love  ? 
For  as  I  trow  thife  be  the  caufes  two 
That  caufen  moft  a  gentil  herte  wo. 
Of  other  hirme  it  ncdeth  not  to  fpeke, 
For  ye  yourfelf  upon  yourfelf  awreke, 
Which  preveth  wel  that  other  ire  or  drede 
Mote  ben  enchefon  of  your  cruel  dede, 
Sin  that  I  fe  non  other  wight  you  chc.ce. 
For  the  love  of  God  as  doth  yourfclven  grace ; 
Or  what  may  be  your  helpe  ?  for  weft  ne  eft 
Ne  faw  I  never  er  now  no  brid  ne  beft 
That  ferde  with  himfelf  fo  pitoufly. 
Ye  fie  me  with  your  forwe  veraily, 
1  have  of  you  fo  gret  compaffioun. 
For  Goddes  love  come  fro  the  tree  adotin, 
And  as  I  am  a  kinges  doughter  trewe, 
If  that  I  veraily  the  caufes  knewe 
Of  your  difefe,  if  it  lay  in  my  might 
I  wold  amend  it  or  that  it  were  night, 
As  wifly  help  me  the  gret  God  of  kind  ; 
And  herbes  fhal  I  right  ynough  yfind 
To  helcn  with  your  hurtes  haftily. 

Tho  fhright  this  faucon  yet  more  pitoufly 
Than  ever  fhe  did,  and  fell  to  ground  anon, 
And  lith  afwoune  as  dcd  as  lith  afton. 
Vet.  I, 


Unto  that  time  fhe  gan  of  fwoune  awake, 
And  after  that  fhe  out  of  fwoune  abraide 
Right  in  hire  haukes  leden  thus  fhe  fayde  t 

That  pitee  renneth  fone  in  gentil  herte 
(Feling  his  flmilitude  in  peines  fmerte) 
Is  proved  alle  day,  as  men  may  fee 
As  wel  by  werke  as  by  au&oritee, 
For  gentil  herte  kitheth  gentilleffe. 
I  fee  wel  that  ye  have  on  my  diftrefle 
Compaflion,  my  faire  Canace, 
Of  veray  womanly  benighitee 
That  Nature  in  your  principles  hath  fet» 
But  for  non  hope  for  to  fare  the  bet, 
But  for  to  obey  unto  your  herte  free, 
And  far  to  maken  other  yware  by  me, 
As  by  the  whelpe  chaftifed  is  the  Icon, 
Right  for  that  caufe  and  that  conclufion, 
While  that  I  have  a  leifer  and  a  fpacc, 
Min  harme  I  wol  confeffen  er  I  pace. 
And  ever  while  that  on  hire  forwe  told 
That  other  wept  as  fhe  to  water  wold, 
Til  that  the  faucon  bad  hire  to  be  ftill, 
And  with  a  fike  right  thus  fhe  faid  hire  till  3 

Ther  I  was  bred  (alas  that  ilke  day  !) 
And  foftred  in  a  roche  of  marble  gray 
So  tendrely,  that  nothing  ailed  me ; 
I  ne  wift  not  what  was  adverfitee 
Til  I  coud  flee  full  high  under  the  fkie. 

Tho  dwelled  a  tercelct  me  fafte  by 
That  fenied  welle  of  alle  gentilleffe, 
Al  were  he  ful  of  trefon  and  falfenefle. 
It  was  fo  wrapped  under  humble  chere, 
And  under  hew  of  trouth  in  fwiche 
Under  plefance,  and  under  befy  peine, 
That  no  wight  coud  have  wend  he  coude  feine^ 
So  depe  in  greyn  he  died  his  coloures. 
Right  as  aferpent  hideth  him  under  floures, 
Til  he  may  fee  his  time  for  to  bite, 
Right  fo  this  god  of  Loves  hypocrite 
Doth  fo  his  ceremonies  and  obeifance, 
And  kepeth  in  femblaunt  alle  his  obfervahcg 
That  fcuneth  unto  gentilleffe  of  love. 
As  on  a  tombe  is  all  the  fail  e  above, 
And  under  is  the  corps,  fwiche  as  ye  wote, 
Swiche  was  this  hypocrite  both  eold  and  hote, 
And  in  this  wife  he  ferved  his  cnteht, 
That  fave  the  fend  non  wifte  what  he  meiitf 
Til  he  fo  long  had  weped  and  complainefl, 
Artd  many  a  yere  his  fervice  to  me  fainedj 
Til  that  min  herte,  to  pitous  and  tb  nice, 
Al  innocent  of  his  crowned  malice, 
For-fered  of  his  deth,  as  thoughte  me, 
Upon  his  othes  and  his  fcuretee 
Graunted  him  love  on  this  conditioun, 
That  evermo  min  honcuf  and  renoun 
Were  faved,  both  privee  and  apert ; 
This  is  to  fay,  that  after  his  defert 
I  yave  him  all  min  herte  and  all  my  thought, 
(God  wote  and  he  that  other  wayes  nought) 
And  toke  his  herte  in  chaunge  of  min  for  ay. 
But  foth  is  faid,  gon  fitheii  is  many  a  ctay 
A  trewe  wight  and  a  theef  thinken  not  om 

And  whan  he  faw  the  thing  fo  fer  ygorij 
That  I  had  granted" him  fully  my  love, 
In  I\yi'.he  a  guife  as  I  have  faid  above, 


And  yeven  him  my  lirevvc  herte  as  free 
As  he  fwore  that  he  yaf  his  herte  to  me, 
Anon  this  tigre,  ful  of  doubleneffe, 
Fell  on  his  knees  with  fo  gret  humbleffe, 
With  fo  high  reverence,  as  by  his  chere, 
So  like  a  gentil  lover  of  manere. 
So  ravifhed,  as  itfeined,  for  the  joye, 
That  never  Jafon  ne  Paris  of  Troye, 
Jafon!  certes  ne  never  other  man 
Sin  Lamech  was,  that  alderfirft  began 
To  loven  two,  as  writen  folk  bcforne, 
Ne  never  fithen  the  firft  man  was  borne,. 
Ne  coude  man  by  twenty  thoufand  part 
Contrefete' the  fophimcs  of  his  art, 
Ne  were  worthy  to  unbocle  his  galbche., 
Ther  doubleneffe  of  fairiing  fhuld  approehe, 
Ne  coude  fo  thahke  a  wight  as  he  did  me. 
His  maner  was  an  heven  for  to  fee 
To  any  wonian,  were  fhe  never  fo  wife,. 
So  painted  he  and  kempt  at  point  devife 
As  wel  his  wordes  as  his  contenance  : 
And  I  fo  loved  him  for  his  obeifaace, 
And  for  the  trouthe  I  demed  in  his  herte, 
That  if  fo  were  that  any  thing  him  fmertey 
Al  were  it  never  fo  lite,  and  I  it  will, 
Me  thought  I  felt  deth  at  myn  herte  twift. 
And,  fhortly,  fo  ferforth  this  thing  is  went, 
That  my  will  was  his  willes  inftrument ; 
This  is  to  fay,  my  will  obeitd  hi:j  will 
Tn  alle  thing,  as  fer  as  rcfon  fill, 
Kepir.g  the  boundes  of  my  worfhip  ever  : 
Ne  never  had  I  thing  fo  lefe  ne  lever 
As  him,  God  wot,  ne  never  fh-al  no  mo. 

This  Jafteth  lenger  than  a  yere  or  two, 
That  f  fuppofed  of  him  nought  but  good  : 
But,  finally,  thus  at  the  laft  it  ftood, 
Tha't  Fortune  wolde  that  he  mufte  twin 
Out  of  that  place  which  that  I  was  in. 
Wher  me  was  wo  it  is  no  queftion  ; 
1  cannot  m'ake  of  it  defcription  : 
For  o  thing  dare  I  tellen  boldely, 
I  know  what  Is  the  peine  of  deth  therby, 
Swiche  harme  I  felt,  for  he  ne  might  byleve. 

So  on  a  day  of  me  he  toke  his  leve, 
So  forweful  eke,  that  I  wend  veraily 
That  he  had"  felt  as  mochel  harme  as  I, 


Whan  that  I  herd  him  fpeke  and  faw  his  hewc  : 
But  natheles  I  thought  he  was  fo  trewe, 
And  eke  ihat.he  fepaireri  fhuld  again 
Within  a  litel  while,  foth  for  to  fain, 
'And  refon  wold  eke  that  he  mufte  go 
For  his  honour,  as  often  happeth'  fo, 
That  I  made  vertue  of  neceflitee, 
And  toke  it  wel  fin  that  it  mufte  be. 
As  I  beft  might  I  hid  fro  him  my  forwe, 
And  toke  him  by  the  hond,  Seint  John  to  borwe, 
Andfaid'hini  thus,Lo,  1  amyouresall, 
Beth  fwiche  as  I  have  ben  to  you  and  fhall. 

What  he  anfwerd  it  nedeth  not  reherfe  ; 
Who  can  fay  bet  than  he,  who  can  do  werfe  ? 
Whan  he  hath  al,wel  faid  than  hath  Ke  done ; 
Therfore  behoveth  him  a  ful  long  fpone 
That  fhal  ete  with  a  fend ;  thus  herd  I  fay. 

So  at  the  laft  he  mufte  forth  his  way ; 
Whan  forth  he  fleeth,  til  Income  ther  him  left. 
Whan  it  came  him.  to  purpos  for  to  reft; 
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I  trow  that  he  had  thilke  texl  in'mind,:  ^I»l>LfrrA 

That  alle  thing  repairing  to  his  kind 

Gladeth  himfelf ;  thus  fain  men  as  I  geffe  : 

Men  loven  of  propre  kind  ne wefangelneffe, 

As  briddes  don  that  men  in  cages  fede  ; 

For  though  thou  night  and  day  take  of  hem  hede, 

And  ftrew  hir  cage  faire  and  foft  as  filke, 

And  give  hem  fugre,  hony,  bred,  and  milkc, 

Yet  right  anon  as  that  his  dore  is  up 

He  with  his  feet  wol  fpurnen  dodn  his  cup, 

And  to  the  wood  he  wol  and  wornies  ete, 

So  newefatigebben  they  of  hir  mete, 

And  loven  noveltees  of  propre  kind  ; 

No  gentilleffe  of  blood  ne  may  hem  bind. 

So  ferd  this  tercelet,  alas  the  day  ! 
Though  he  were  gentil  borne,  and  frefli,  and  gay. 
And  goodly  for  to  feen,  and  humble.,:  and  free. 
He  faw  upon  a  time  a  kite  flee, 
And  fodeuly  he  loved  this  kite  fo 
That  all  his  love  is  clene  from  me  ago, 
And  hath  his  trouthe  falfed  in  this  wife. 
Thus  hath  the  kite  rny  love  in  hire  fervice, 
And  I  am  lorn  withouten  remedy. 

And  with  that  word  this  faucon  gan  to  cry, 
And  fwouneth  eft  in  Canacees  barme. 
Gret  was  the  forwe  for  that  haukes  harme 
That  Canace  and  all  hire  women  made  ; 
They  n'iften  how  they  might  the  faucon  glade  : 
But  Canace  home  bereth  hire  in  hire  lap, 
And  foftely  in  plaftres  gan  hire  wrap 
Ther  as  fhe  with  hir  bek  had  hurt  hirefelve. 

Now  cannot  Canace  but  herbes  delve 
Out  of  tbre  ground,  and  maken  falves  newe; 
Of  herbes  precious  and  fine  of  hcwe 
To  helen  with  this  hauk  :  fro  day  to  night 
She  doth  hire  befineffe  and  all  hire  might* 
And  by  hirebeddes  hed  fhe  made  a  mew, 
And  covered  it  with  vebuettes  blew, 
In  figne  of  trouth  that  is  in  woman  fene, 
And  all  without  the  mew  is  peinted  grene, 
In  which  were  peinted  all  thife  falfe  foules., 
As  ben  thife  tidifes,  tercelettes,  and  owlet, 
And  pies,  on  hem  for  to  cry  and  chide, 
Right  for  defpit  were  peinted  hem  befide. 

Thus  lete  I  Canace  hire  hauk  keping  : 
I  wol  no  more  as  now  fpeke  of  hire  ring, - 


Til  it  come  eft  to  purpos  for  to  fain, 
How  that  this  faucon  gat  hire  love  again 
Repentant,  as  the.ftory  tclleth  us, 
By  mediation  of  Camballus, 
The  kinges  fone,  of  which  that  I  you  told ; 
But  hennesforth  I  wol  my  proceffe  hold 
To  fpeke  of  aventuresand  of  batailles, 
That  yet  was  never  herd  fo  gret  mervailleB. 

Firft  wol  I  tefien  you  of  a  Cambufcan, 
That  in  his  time  many  a  citee  wan  ; 
And  afte'r  wol  I  fpeke  of  Algarfif, 
How  that  he" wan  Theodora  to  h'is  wif, 
For  whom  ful  oft  in  gret  peril  he  was, 
Ne  had  he  ben  holpen  by  the  hors  of  bras  ; 
And  after  wol  I  fpeke  of  Camballo, 
That  fought  in  Kites  with  the  brethren  two 
For  Canace,  er  that  he  might  hire  winne, 
And  ther  I  left  I_wol  again  beginnc. 
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IN  faith-,  Squier,  thou  haft  thee  wel  yqm't, 

And  gentilly  :  I  preife  wel  thy  wit, 

Quod  the  Frankelein.  Confidering  thin  ybnthe' 

So  felingly  thou  fpekeft,  Sire,  I  aloue  the 

As  to  my  dome  ther  is  non  that  is  here 

Of  eloquence  that  fhal  be  thy  pere 

If  that  you  live  :  God  yeve  thee  goode  chance, 

And  in  vertue  fend  thee  continuance, 

For  of  thy  fpeking  I  have  gret  deintee; 

I  have  a  fonc,  and  by  the  Trinitee 

It  were  me  lever  than  twenty  pound  worth  lond, 

Though  it  right  now  were  fallen  in  my  horid, 

He  were  a  man  of  fwiche  difcretion 

As  that  ye  ber.  Fie  on  poffefliori 

But  if  a  man  be  vertuous  withal ! 

I  have  my  fone  fnibbed  and  yet  flial; 

For  he  to  vertue  lifteth  not  to  entend, 

But  for  to  play  at  dis  and  to  difpfend; 

And  lefe  all  that  he  hath,  is  his  ufage  ; 

And  he  had  lever  talken  with  a  page 

Than  to  commune  with  any  gentil  wight 

Ther  he  might  leren  gentilleffe  aright. 

Straw  for  your  gentillefie  !  quod  our  Hofte; 
What  ?  Frankelein,  parde,  Sire,  wel  thou  woft 
That  eche  of  you  mote  tellen  at  the  left 
A  Tale  or  two,  or  breben  his  beheft. 
That  know  I  wel,  Sire,  quod  the  Frankelein  ; 
I  pray  you  haveth  me  not  in  difdain 


Though  I  to  this  man  fpeke  a  word  or  two. 

Tell  on  thy  Tale  withouten  worde-s  mo. 

Gladly,  Sire  Hofte,  quod  he,  I  wol  obey 
Unto  your  will ;  now  herkeneth"  what  I  fey  J 
I  wol  you  not  contrarien  in  no  wife, 
As  fer  as  that  my  wittes  may  fufHce. 
I  pray  to  God  that  it  may  plefen  you, 
Than  wot  I  wel  that  is  good  ynow. 

Thife  olde  gentil  Bretons  Jh  hir  dayes 
Of  diverfe  aventures  maden  layes 
Rimeyed  in  hir  firfle  Breton  tonge, 
Which  layes  with  hire  inftruments  they  fdcgCj 
Or  elles  redden  hem  for  hir  plefance, 
And  on  of  hem  have  I  in  remembrance, 
Which  I  fhall  fayh  with  good  wille  as  1  can* 

But,  Sires,  becaufe  I  am  a  borel  man, 
At  my  beginning  firft  I  you  befeche 
Have  me  excufed  of  my  rude  fpeche  i' 
I  lerned  never  fhetorike  certain  ; 
Thing  that  I  fpeke  it  rhdtc  be  bare  arid  plain  i 
I  flept  never  on  the  Mount  of  Pernafo, 
Ne  lerned  Marcus  Tullius  Gicero. 
Colours  ne  know  I  non,  withouten  dfede, 
But  fwiche  colours  as  growen  in  the  mede( 
Or  elles  fwiche  as  men  die  with  or  peinte  £ 
Colours  of  rhetorike  ben  to  me  queinte ; 
My  fpirit  feleth  not  of  fwiche  matere  : 
But  if  you  liift,  my  Tale  fhul  ye  here. 


. 
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IN  Armorike,that  called  is  Bretaigne, 

Ther  was  a  knight  that  loved  and  did  his  peine 

To  ferve  a  ladie  in  his  befte  wife, 

And  many  a  labour,  many  a  gret  emprife, 

He  for  his  lady  wrought  or  fhe  were  wonnej 

For  fhe  was  on  the  faireft  under  fonne, 

*  Aurelius,  after  much  labour  and  colt  beftowed  to  win 
the  love  of  Dorleen,  another  man's  wife,  is  content  in  the 
end,  through  the  good  dealing  of  her  and  her  hufband, 
to  lofe  both  his  labour  and  colt.  The  fcope  of  tlm  T  le 
l*eme:h  w  be  a  contcniion  of  courtefy.  l/rry, 


And  eke  therto  comen  of  fo  high  kinrede 
That  wel  unnethes  durft  this  knight  for 
Tell  hire  his  wo,  his  peine,  and  his  diftreffe  ; 
But  at  the  laft  fhe  for  his  worthinefle. 
And  namely  for  his  rneke  obeyfance, 
Hath  fwiche  a  pitee  caught  of  his  penance, 
That  prively  £he  fell  of  his  accord 
To  take  him  for  hire  hufbond  and  hire  lordj 
(Of  fwiche  lordfhip  as  men  han  over  hir  wives) 
$ft.nd,for  to  Jsde  the  more  hi  bliffe  hir  lives, 
9  ii 


- 


100 


THE   FftANKELEINES  TALE, 


Of  his  free  will  he  fwore  hire  as  a  knight 

That  never  in  all  his  lif  he  day  ne  night 

Ne  fhulde  take  upon  him  no  maiftrie 

Agains  hire  will,  ne  kithe  hir    jaloulfe, 

But  hire  obey,  and  folwe  hire  will  in  al, 

As  any  lover  tcvhis  lady  fhal, 

Save  that  the  name-  of  foverainetee, 

That  wold  he  han  for  fhame  of  his  degree. 

She  thonked  him,  and  with  ful  grct  humbieffc 

She  laide,  Sire,  fin  of  your  gentilieffe 

Ye  profren  me  to  have  fo  large  a  rcine, 

Ne  wolde  God  never  betwix  us  tvveine, 

As  in  my  gilt,  were  either  werre  or  ftrif : 

Sire,  I  wol  be  your  humble  trewe  wif, 

Have  here  my  troath,  till  that  myn  herte  brefte. 

Thus  Ken  they  both  in  quiete  and  in  refte, 

For  o  thing,  Sires,  faufly  dare  I  feie, 
That  frendes  everich  other  mull  obeie, 
If  they  wol  long  holden  compagnie  : 
JL,ove  wol  not  be  conftreined  by  maiftrie  : 
Whan  maiftrie  cometh,  the  god  of  Love  anon. 
Beteth  his  winges,  and,  farewel,  he  is  gon. 
Love  is  a  thing,  as  any  fpirit  free. 
Women  of  kind  defiren  liber  tee, 
And  not  to  be  conftseined  as  a  thral ; 
And  fo  don  men,  if  fothly  I  fay  fhal. 
Loke,  who  that  is  mofi  patient  in  love 
He  is  at  his  avantage  all  above. 
Patience  is-  an  high  vertue-  certain, 
For  it  venqMimeth,  as  that  clerkes  fain,- 
Thinges  that  rigour  never  fhulde  atteine^ 
For  every  word  men  may  not  chide  or  pleine. 
Lerneth.to fuffren,.or, fu  mote Kgon, 
Ye  fhul  it  lerne  whether  ye  wot  or  non  ;; 
For  in  this  world  certain  no  wight  ther  is 
That  he  ne  doth  or  fayth  fomtime  amis. 
Dre,  fiknofie,  or  conftellation, 
Win,  woj  or  changing  of  complexion, 
Caufeth  ful  oft  to  don  amis  or  fpeken  : 
On  every  wrong  a  man  may  not  be  wreken. 
Aftei'the  time  mull  be  temperance 
To  every  wight  that  can  of  governance  : 
And  therfore  hath  this  worthy  wife  knight 
(To  liven  in  efe)  fuffrance  hire  Benight, 
And  flie  to  him  ful  wifly  gan  to  fwere 
That  never  fhuld  ther  be  defaute  in  here. 

Here  may  men  feen  an  humble  wife  accord  ;• 
Thus  hath  fhe  take  hire  Fervant  and  hire  lord, 
Servant  in. love  and  lord  in  manage. 
Than  was  he  both  in  lordihip  and  fervage  ? 
Servage  !  nay,Kut  in  lordfhip  al  above, 
Sin  he  hath  both  his  lady  and  his  love  ; 
His  lady  certes,  and  his  wif  alfcy 
The  which  that  law  of  love  accordeth  to. 
And  whan  he  was  in  this  profperitee 
Home  with  his  wif  he  goth  t<s  his  contree, 
Not  fer  fro  Penmark,  ther  his  dwelling  was, 
Wrier  as  he  liveth  in  bliffe  and  in  foias. 

Who  coude  telle,  but  he  had  wedded  bey 
The  joye,  the  efe,  and  the  profpcritee 
That  is  betwix  an  hufbond  and  hfs  wif  ? 
j£  yere  and  more  lafteth  thisbl:sful  lif, 
Til  that- this  knight,  of  which  I  fpake  of  thus, 
Cairrud  was  clepcd  Arviragus, 


Shope  him  to  gon  and  dwellc  a  ycre  of  twain* 

In  Englelond,  that  cleped  was  eke  Bretaigne, 

To  feke  in  arrnes  worfhip  and  honour, 

(For  all  his  luft  he  ft  t  in  fwiche  labour) 

And  dweltc  ther  two  yere  :  the  book  faith  thus,, 

Now  wol  I  ftint  of  this  Arvir agus, 
And  fpeke  I  wol  of  Dorigene  his  wif, 
That  loveth  hire  hufbond  as  hire  hertcs  lif. 
For  his  abfence  wepeth  fhe  and  fiketh, 
As  don  thife  noble  wives  whan  hem  liketh  : 
She  morneth,  waketh,  waiielh,  fafteth,  pleineth  ; 
Defir  of  his  prefence- hire  fo  diftniineth, 
That  all  this  wide  world  fhe  fet  at  nought.   . 
Hire  freades,  which  that  knew  hire  hevy  thought, 
Comforten  hire  in  all  that  erver  they  may ; 
:  hey  prechen  hire^they  telle  hire  night  and  day 
That  caufeles  fhe  fleth  hirefelf,  alas! 
And  every  comfort  poffible  in  this  cas 
They  don  to  hire  with  all  hire  befineffe, 
Al  for  to-  make  hise  leve  hire  hevineffe. 

By  proceffe,  as  ye  knowen  everich  on,. 
Men  mowe  fo  longe  graven  in  a  fton 
Til  fom  figure  therm  emprented  be  r- 
So  long  han  they  comforted  hire  til  fhe 
Received  hath;  by  hope  and  by  refon, 
The  emprenting  of  kir  confolation, 
Thurgh  which  hire  grete  fonve  gan  affu=.ge  5 
fthe  may  not  alway  duren  in  fvn&b-i  rage. 
And  eke  Arviragus,  in  all  this  care, 
Hath  fent  his  lettres  home  of  his  welfare, 
And  that  he  wol  come  haftily  again, 
Or  elites  had  this  forwe  hire  herte  {lain. 

Hire  frendes  faw  hire  forwe  gan  to  fJakr, 
And  preiden  hire  on  knees,  for  Godclcs  fakcs 
To  come  an'd'romen  in  hir  compagnie, 
Away  to  driven  hire  darke  fantafie  : 
And,,  finally,  fhe  granted  that  requeft, 
For  wel  fhe  faw  that  it  was  for  tKe  beft,- 

Now  flood  hire  caftel  fafte  by  the  fee. 
And  often  with  hire  frendes  walked  me, 
Hire  to  difporten  on  the  bank  an  hie, 
Wher  as  fhe  many  a  fhip  and  barge  fie 
Sailing  hir  cours  wher  as  hem  lift  to  go  ; 
But  than  was  that  a  parcel  of  hire  wo, 
For  to  hirefelf  ful  oft,  alas !  faid  me, 
Is  ther  no  fhip,  of  fo  many  as  I  fee, 
Wol  bringen  home  my  lord  ?  than  were  my  herte 
Al  wanffieaof  his  bitter  peines  fmerte. 

Another  time  weld  fhe  fit  and  thinke, 
And  caft  hire  eyen  dounward  fro  the  brinke  £ 
But  whan  fhe  faw  the  grifly  rockes  blake, 
For  veray  fere  fo  wald  liire  herte  quake 
That  on  hire  feet  fhe  might  hire  not  Jfuftene  5 
Than  wold  fhe  fit  adoun  upon  the  grene, 
And  pitoufly  into  the  fee  behold, 
A-nd  fay  right  thus,  with  careful  fikes  cold  : 

Eteine  God!  that  thurgh  thy  purveance 
Ledeft  this- world  by  certain  governance, 
In  idel,  as  men  fain,  ye  nothing  make  : 
But,  Lord!  thife  grifiy  fendly  rockes  blake, 
That  femeu  rather  a  foule  confufion 
Of  werk  than  any  faire  creation 
Of  fwiche  a  parfit  wife  God  and  ftable, 
Why  han  ye  wrought  this  werk  unrefoaafck? 
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Fc-r  by  this  \verlc  north,  fcuth,  ne  weft,  ne  eft, 
Ther  n'is  yfofrred  man,  ne  brid,  nc  beft : 
It  doth  no'good  to  my  wit,  but  anoyeth. 
See  ye  not,  Lord!  how  mankind  it  deftroyeth  ? 
An  hundred  thoufand  bodies  of  mankind 
Han  rockes  flain,  al  be  they  not  in  mind, 
Which  mankind  is  fp  faire  part  of  thy  werk, 
Thou  made  it  like  to  thyn  owen  merk. 
Than,  femeth  it,  yc  had  a  gret  chertee 
Toward  mankind ;  but  how  than  may  it  be 
That  ye  fwiche  menes  make  it  to  deftroyen, 
Which  menes  doa  no  good,  but  ever  anoyen  ? 

I  vfotc  wel  cleikes  wol  fain  as  hem  left, 
By  arguments,  that  all  is  for  the  beft, 
Though  I  ne  can  the  caufes  nought  yknow  ; 
But  thilke  God  that  made  the  wind  to  blow 
As  kepc  my  lord  ;  this  is  my  conclufion  ; 
To  clerkes  lete  I  all  difputifon  : 
But  wolde  God  that  all  thife  rockes  blake 
Were  fonken  into  helle  for  his  fake  : 
Thife  rockes  flee  min  herte  for  the  fere. 
Thus  wold  {he  fay  with  many  a  pitous  tere. 

Hire  frendes  faw  that  it  was  no  difpcrt 
To  romen  by  the  fee,  but  diicomfort, 
And  fhape  hem  for  to  plaien  fomwher  elks. 
They  ieden  hire  by  rivers  and  by  welles, 
And  eke  in  other  places  delitable ; 
They  dancen, and  trey  play  at  ches  and  tables. 
So  on  a  day,  right  in  the  morwe  tide, 
Unto  a  garcin  that  was  ther  befide, 
In  which  that  they  hud  ma<le  hir  ordinance 
Of  vitaille  and  of  other  purveance, 
They  gon  and  plaie  hem  all  the  longe  day; 
And  this  was  on  the  fixte  mcrwe  of  May, 
Which  May  had  peinted  with  hisfofte  {houres 
This  garden  ful  of  leves  and  of  floures  : 
And  craft  ofmannes  hor.d  fo  curioufly 
Arrayed  had  this  gardln  trevvely, 
That  never  was  ther  gardin  of  fwiche  pris, 
But  if  it  were  the  veray  Paradis. 
The  odour  of  flourcs  and  the  frefhe  fight 
Wold  ban  ymaked  any  herte  light 
That  ever  was  born,  bat  if  to  grct  fikenefle 
Or  to  gret  forwe  held  it  in  diftrefle, 
So  ful  it  was  of  beautee  and  plefancc. 

And  after  dinner  guiinea  they  to  dance 
And  fing  alfo,  fauf  Dorigene  alone' 
Which  made  alway  hire  complaint  and  hire  mone, 
For  flie  ne  law  him  6n  the  dance  go 
That  was  hire  hufbond  .and  hire  love  alfo  : 

it  narhcles  me  niuft  a  time  i'.bide, 
ind  with  good  hope  kt  hire  ibi'tve  flide. 

Upon  thia  dance,  amonges  other  men, 
Diinccd  ?.  fquier  bffore  Dorijjcn 
That  frefliiir  v/ns  and  joiier  of  array, 
Is  to  my  domo,  than  "is  ihe  month  of  May, 
i£-cth,dn.RC3th>  paling  any  mau 

lat  is  or  wa«  fin  that  the  world  began  ; 
"he:-v;irh  h.c  'was,  if  r.i  ::  fi.uld  him  diicrive. 
)n  of  ttie  k'fte  f:;rj:j«;  men  ,-,n  I've  ; 
long,  ftronjp^  and  vcvti/oi; :., andrJchc-,and  ^•^•ifc, 
Lnd  wel  :'  ;,  ii;  ;;•  ci  v 

nd,ftortjyt''i?tht-fijtfi  I'^ellen  fhaj,  " 
:tJi)g  -;!•' th-i.  Dtr/r.-  '-,,    ;i(;;l]i 


This  lufty  fquier,  fervant  to  Venus, 
Which  that  ycleped  was  Aurelius, 
Had  loved  hire  beft  of  any  creature 
Two  yere  and  more,  as  was  his  aventure, 
But  never  dorft  he  tell  hire  his  grevarice  : 
Withouten  cup  he  dranke  all  his  penance". 
He  was  difpeired  ;  nothing  dorft  he  fay, 
Sauf  in  his  fonges  fomewhat  wold  he  wray 
His  wo,  as  in  a  general  complaining; 
He  faid  he  loved  and  was  beloved  nothing. 
Of  fwiche  matere  made  he  many  Jayes, 
Songes,  complaintes,  roundels,  virelayes; 
How  that  he  dorfte  not  his  forwe  telle, 
But  languifheth  as  doth  a  Furie  in  helle; 
And  die  he  rnuft,  he  faid,  as  did  Ecco 
For  NarcifTus,  that  dorft  not  teli  hire  wo. 

In  other  manner  than  ye  here  me  fay 
Ne  dorft  he  not  to  hire  his  wo  bewray, 
S:\ufthat  paraventure  fomtime  at  dances, 
Ther  yongc  folk  kepen  hir  obfervances, 
it  may  wel  be  he  loked  on  hire  face 
In  fwiche  a  wife  as  man  that  a?ceth  grace  ; 
But  nothing  wifte  flie  of  his  cntent, 
Nathelefs  it  happened  or  they  thennes  went, 
Becaufe  that  he  was  hire  neighebour, 
And  was  a  man  of  worfhip  and  honour, 
And  had  yknowen  him  of  time  yore, 
They  fell  in  fpeche,  and  forth  ay  more  and  more 
Unto  his  purpos  drew  Aurehus, 
And  when  he  faw  his  time  he  faide  thus  : 
Madame  (juod  he,  by  God  that  this  world  made, 
So  that  I  wift  it  might  your  herte  glade, 
I  wold  that  day  that  your  Arviragus 
Went  over  fee  that  I  Aurelius 
Had  went  ther  I  ihuld  never  come  again, 
For  wel  I  wot  my  fervice  is  in  vain  ; 
My  guerdon  n'is  but  brefting  of  min  herte. 
Madame,  rueth  upon  my  peines  fmerte, 
For  with  a  word  ye  may  me  fleen  or  fave. 
Here  at  your  feet  God  wold  that  I  were  grave. 
I  ne  have  a«  now  no  leifer  more  to  fey  : 
Have  mercy,  fwete  !  or  ye  wol  do  me  dey. 

She  gan  to  loke'  upon  Aurelius  : 
Is  this  your  will,  (quod  {he)  and  fay  ye  thus  ? 
Never  erft  (quod  flic)  ne  wift  I  what  ye  ment, 
Bat  now,  Aurelie,  I  know  your  entent. 
By  thilke  God  that  yaf  me  foule  and  lif 
!  Nc:  {hal  I  never  ben  an  untrew  wif 
la  wcrd  ne  werk,  es  fer  as  I  have  wit ; 
I  wol  ben  his  to  whom  that  I  am  knit  : 
Take  this  for  final  anfwer  as  of  me. 
But  after  that  in  play  thus  faid  {he  : 

Aurelie,  (quod  flic)  by  high  God  above 
Yet:  wol  I  granten  you  to  ben  your  love, 
(Sin  I  you  fee  fo  pitoufly  complaine.) 
.Loke,  what  day  that  endelong  Bretaigne 
Ye  remue  all  the  rotkes  fton  by  fton, 
That  they  ne  U-tten  fhip  ne  botc  to  gon  ; 
1  fuy,  whan  he  h.in  made  the  coft  fo  clene 
Of  IT, ekes  that  ther  n'is  no  fton  yfene, 
Than  wol  I  love  you  beft  of  any  man  ; 
Have  here  'my  trouth,  in  all  that  ever  !  can,' 
For  v/cl  I  v.-oce  that  it  flial  never  betide. 
!,r-  f-,vk.T:  •  M'1.'  out  <-f  your  herte  glide  : 
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What  deintee  fnuld  a  man  have  m  his  lif 

For  to  go  love  another  mannes  v/if 

That  hath  hire  body  whan  that  ever  him  liketh  ? 

Aurelius. ful  often  fore  fiketh  : 
Is  ther. non  other  grace  in  you  ?  quod  he. 

No,  by  that  Lord,  quod  fhe,  that  maked  me. 
Wo  was  Aurelie  whan  that  he  this  herd, 
And  with  a  forweful  herte  he  thus  anfwerd : 

Madame,  quod  he,  this  were  imppflible  ; 
Than  mofte  I  dieoffoden  deth  horrible. 
And  with  that  word  the  turned  him  anon. 

Tho  comQ  hire  other  frendes  many  on, 
And  in  the  alleyes  romed  up  and  doun, 
And  nothing  wift  of  this  conclufioun, 
But  fodenly  begonnen  revel  newe. 
Til  that  the  brighte  fonne  had  loft  his  hewe. 
For  the  orizont  had  reft  the  fonne  his  light, 
(This  is  as  much  to  fayn  as  it  was  night) 
And  hqme  they  gon  in  mirthe  and  in  folas, 
$auf  only  wrecche  Aurelius,  alas ! 
He  to  his  hous  is  gon  with  forweful  herte  ; 
He  faith  he  may  not  from  his  deth  afterte  : 
Him  femeth  that  he  felt  his  herte  cold. 
tip  tp  the  heven  his  hondes  gan  he  hold, 
And  on  his  knees  bare  he  fet  him  doun, 
And  in  his  raving  faid  hi§  orifoun. 
For  veray  wp  out  of  his  wit  he  braide ; 
He  n'ifte  what  he  fpake,  but  thus  he  faide  ; 
With  pitous  herte  his  pjaint  hath  he  begonne 
Unto  the  goddes,  and  firft  unto  the  Sonne. 
He  faid,  Apollo  !  god  and  gpvernour 
Of  every  plante,  herbe,  tree,  and  flour, 
That  yeveft  after  thy  declination 
To  eche  of  "hem  his  time  and  his  fefon, 
As  thaf  thin  herbergh  changeth  low  and  hie. 
Lord  Phebus !  caft  thy  merciable  eie 
On  wrecche  Aurelie,  which  that  am  but  Iprne  ; 
Lo,  Lord  !  my  lady  hath  my  deth  yfworne 
Withoutcn  gilt,  'but  thy  benignitee 
Upon  my  dedly  herte  have  fom  pitee  : 
Tor  wel  I  wot  Lord  Phebus,  if  you  left, 
Ye  may  me  helpen  fauf  my  lacy  beft.  ' 
Now  voucheth  fauf  that  J  may  you  devife 
How  that  I  may  be  holpe,  and  in  what  wife. 

Your  blisful  fufter,  Lucma  the  fhene, 
That  of  the  fee  is  chief  goddeffe  and  quene, 
Though  Neptunus  have  deitee  in  the  fee, 
Yet  ernperice  aboven  him  is  fhe  : 
Ye  knowe  wel,  Lord,  that 'right  as  hire  defire 
Is  to  be  quicked  and  lighted  of  your  fire. 
Tor  which  fhe  folwelb,  you  ful  befily, 
Right  fo  the  fee  defireth  naturelly    ' 
To  ibjwen  hire,  as  fhe  that  is  goddeffe 
Both  in  ib.e  fee 'and  rivers  more  and  leffe  : 
Wherfore,  Lord.  Phebus  !  this  is  my  re-quell, 
jDo  thi^  miracle,  or  do  min  herte  breft, 
That  now  next  at  this  oppofirion, 
Winch  in  the  figne  fhal  be  of  the  Leon, 
As  prcjeth  hire  fo  gret  a  flood  to  bring, 
That  five  fadbme  at  the  left  it  overfpring  ' 
The  higheft  rock  in  Armorike  Bretaigne, 
And  let  this  flood  enduren  yeres  twaine ; 
Than  certes  to  my  lady  may  I  fay, 
Holdeth  your  heft,  the  rockes  ben  away« 


Lord  Phebus !  this  miracle  doth  for  me, 
Prey  hire  file  go  no  fafter  cours  than  ye  : 
1  fay  this,  preyeth  your  fufter  that  fhe  go  , 
No  falter  cours  than  ye  thife  yeres  two, 
Than  fhal  fhe  ben  even  at  ful  alway, 
And  fpring-fiood  laften  bothe  night  and  day. 
And  but  fhe  vouchefauf  in  fwiche  manere 
To  graunten  me  my  foveraine  lady  dere, 
Prey  hire  to  finken  every  rock  adoun 
Into,  hire  owen  derke  regioun 
Under  the  ground,  ther  Pluto  dwelleth  in, 
Or  nevcrmo  fhal  I  my  lady  win. 

Thy  temple  in  Delphos  wol  I  barefoot  feke. 
Lord  Phebus  !  fee  the  teres  on  my  cheke, 
And  on  my  peine  have  fom  compaffioun. 
And  with  that  word  in  forwe  he  fell  adoun, 
And  longe  time  he  lay  forth  in  a  trance. 
His  brother,  which  that  knew  of  his  penance, 
Up  caught  him,  and  to  bed  he  hath  him  brought- 
Difpeired  in  this  turment  and  this  thought 
Let  I  thi§  woful  creature  lie, 
Chefe  he  for  me  whether  he  wol  live  or  die. 

Arviragus  with  hele  and  gret  honour 
(As  he  that  was  of  chevalrie  the  flour) 
Is  comen  home,  and  other  worthy  men  : 
Of  blisful  art  thou  now,  thou  Dorigen  ! 
That  haft  thy  lufty  hufbond  in  thin  armes, 
The  frefhe  knight,  the  worthy  man  of  armes, 
That  loveth  thee  as  his  owen  hertes  lif. 
Nothing  lift  him  to  be  imaginatif 
If  any  wight  had  fpoke  while  he  was  oute 
To  hire  of  love ;  he  had  of  that  no  doubte  : 
He  not  entendeth  to  no  fwiche  matere, 
But  danceth,  jufteth,  and  maketh  mery  chere. 
And  thus  in  joye  and  bliffe  I  let  him  dwell. 
And  of  the  fike  Aurelius  wol  I  tell. 

In  langour  and  in  turment  furious 
Two  yere  and  more  lay  wrecched  Aurelius 
Er  any  foot  on  crthe  he  mighte  gon  ; 
Ne  comfort  in  this  time  ne  had  he  non 
Sauf  of  his  brother,  which  that  was  a  clerk  ; 
He  knew  of  all  this  wo  and  all  this  werk ; 
For  tp  non  other  creature  certain 
Of  this  matere  he  dorfte  no  word  fain  : 
Under  his  breft  he  bare  it  more  fecree 
Than  ever  did  Parnphilus  for  Galathee. 
His  breft  was  hole  withouten  for  tofeen, 
But  in  his  herte  ay  was  the  arwe  kene, 
And  wel  ye  knowe  that  of  a  furfanure 
In  furgerie  is  perilous  the  cure, 
But  men  might  touch  the  arwe  or  come  therby^ 

His  brother  wepeth  and  waileth  prively, 
Til  at  the  laft  him  fell  in  remembrance 
That  while  he  was  at  Orleaunce  in  France, 
As  yonge  clerkes  that  ben  likerous 
To  reden  artes  ^hat  ben  curious 
Seken  in  every  halke  and  every  herne 
Particuler  fciences  for  to  lerne, 
He  him  remembred  that  upon  a  day 
At  Orleaunce  in  ftudie  a  book  lie  fay 
Of  magike  naturel,  which  his-felaw 
That  was  that  time  a  bacheler  of  law, 
Al  were  he  ther  to  !en?e.  another  craft, 
Had  prively  upon  his  dtik  ylaft ; 
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-Which  book  fpake  moche  of  operations 
T  ouching  the  eight-and-twenty  manfions 
That  longer  to  the  mone,  and  fwiche  folic 
As  in  our  dayes  n'isnot  worth  a  flic* 
For  holy  churches  feith,  in  our  -beleve, 
Ne  fuffreth  non  illufion  us  to  greve. 
And  whan  this  book  was  in  his  remembrance 
Anon  for  joye  his  herte  gan  to  dance, 
And  to  .himfelf  he  faied  prively, 
My  brother  ihall  be  wariihed  haftily  ; 
For  1  am  fiker  that  ther  be  fciences 
By  which  men  maken  divers  apperances 
Swiche^s  thife  fubtil  tregetoures  play ; 
For  oft  at  fefles  have  I  wel  hard  fay 
That  tregetoures,  within  an  halle  large, 
Have  made  come  in  a  water  and  a  barge, 
And  in  the  halle  rowen  up  and  doun  ; 
Some  time  had  femed  com  a  grim  leoun, 
And  fomtime  lloures  fpring  as  in  a  mede, 
Somtime  a  vine,  and  grapes  whke  and  rede, 
Somtime  a  caftel  al  of  lime  and  fton, 
And  whan  hem  liketh  voideth  it  anon  : 
Thusfemeth  it  to  every  mannes  fight. 

Now  than  conclude  I  thus  ;  if  that  I  might 
At  Orleaunce  fom  rolde  felaw  find 
Tha;t  hath  thife  mones  manfions  in  mind, 
Or  other  magike  natural  above, 
He  ihuLd  wel  make  my  brother  have  his  love ; 
For  with  an  apparence  a  clerk  may  make, 
To  mannes  fight,  that  all  the  rockes  Make 
Of  Bretaigne  were  yvoided  everich  on, 
And  fhippes  by  the  brinke  comen  and  gon, 
And  in  fwiche  forme  endure  a  day  or  two  : 
Than  were  my  brother  warefhed  of  his  wo, 
Than  muft  fhe  n£des  holden  hire  beheft, 
Or  elles  he  fhal  fhame  hire  at  the  left. 

What  fhuld  I  make  a  lenger  Tale  of  this  ? 
Unto  his  brothers  bed  he  comen  is, 
And  fwiche  comfort  he  yaf  him  for  to  goa 
To  Orleaunce,  that  he  up  fieri  anon, 
And  on  his  way  forthward  than  is  he  fare, 
In  hope  for  to  ben  lifTed  of  his  care. 

Whan  they  were  come  almoft  to  that  citee, 
But  if  it  were  a  two  furlong  or  three, 
A  yonge  clerk  roming  by  himfelf  they  mette, 
Which  that  in  Latine  thriftily  hern  grette  : 
And  after  that  he  fayd  a  wonder  thing  ; 
I  know,  quod  he,  the.,caufe  of  your  coming : 
And  or  they  forthcr  any  foo.te  went 
He  told  hem  all  that  was  in  hir  entent. 

This  Breton  clerk  him  axed  of  felawes 
The  which  he  had  yknowen  in  oide  dawes, 
And  he  anfwered  him  that  they  dede  were, 
For  which  he  wept  ful  often  many  a  tere. 

Doun  of  hi«  hors  Aurelius  light  anon, 
And  forth  with  this  niagicien  is  gon 
Home  to  his  hous,  and  made  hem  wel  at  efe  : 
Hem  lacked  no  vitaille  that  might  hem  plefe. 
So  wel  arraied  hous  as  ther  was  on 
Aurelius  in  his  lif  faw  never  non. 

He  fhe  wed  him,  or  they  went  to  foupere, 
Foreftes,  parkes,  ful  of  wilde  dere  : 
Ther  faw  he  hertes  with  hir  homes  hie, 
T.ie  greteft  that  were  ev^r  feenwitheie  ; 


He  faw  of  hem  an  hundred  flain  with  hounde* 
And  fom  with  arwesbledeof  bitter  woundes » 
He  faw,  when  voided  were  the  wilde  dere, 
Thife  fauconers  upon  a  faire  rivere 
That  wtfh  hir  haukes  han  the  heron  flain. 
Tho  faw  he  knightes  juften  in  a  plain  : 
And  after  this  he  did  him  fwiche  plefance, 
That  he  him  fhewed  his  lady  on  a  dance, 
On  which  himfelven  danced,  as  him  thought, 
And  whan  this  maifter,  that  this  magike  wrought. 
Saw  it  was  time,  he  clapped  his  hondes  two, 
And  farewel,  al  the  revel  is  ago  ! 
And  yet  remued  they  never  out  of  the  hous, 
While  they  faw  all  thife  fightes  marvellous, 
But  in  his  ftudie,  ther  his  bookes  be, 
They  faten  ftill,  and  no  wight  but  they  three. 

To  him  this  maifter  called  his  fquier, 
And  fayd  him  thus,  May  we  go  to  fouper  ? 
Almoft  an  houre  it  is,  I  .undertake, 
Sin  I  you  bade  our  fouper  for  to  make, 
Whan  that  thife  worthy  men  wenten  with  me 
Into  my  ftudie  ther  my  bookes  be. 

Sire,  quQd  this  fquier,  whan  it  liketh  you, 
It  is  al  redy,  though  ye  wol  right  now. 

Go  we  than  foupe,  quod  he,  as  for  the  beft  ; 
Thife  amorous  folk  fomtime  moft  han  reft. 

At  after  fouper  fell  they  in  tretee 
What  fumme  fhuld  this  maifters  guerdon  be 
To  remue  all  the  rockes  of  Bretaigne, 
And  eke  from  Gerounde  to  the  mouth  of  Saihe. 
He  made  it  ftrange,  and  fwore,  fo  -God  him 

fave, 

Lefle  than  a  thoufand  pound  he  wold  not  have, 
Ne  gladly  for  that  fumme  he  wol  not  gon. 

Aurelius  with  blifsful  herte  anon 
Anfwered  thus}  Fie  on  a  thoufand  pound! 
This  wide  world,  v.  hich  that  men  fayn  is  round, 
I  wold  it  yeve,  if  I  were  lord  of  it. 
This  bargaine  is  ful  drive,  for  we  ben  knit. 
Ye  fhul  be  paied  trewely,  by  my  trouth ; 
But  loketh,  for  non  negligence  or  flouth 
Ye  tarie  us  here  no  lenger  than  to  raorwe. 
Nay,  quod  this  clerk,  have  here  my  faith  to  borwc, 

To  bed  is  gon  Aurelius  whan  him  left, 
And  wel  nigh  all  that  night  he  had  his  reft. 
What  for  his  labour  and  his  hope  of  bKfie 
His  woful  herte  of  penance  had  a  Irfle. 

Upon  the  niorwe  whan  that  it  was  day 
To  Bretaigne  token  they  the  righte  way, 
Aurelie,  and"  this  magicien  him  befide, 
And  ben  defcended  tber  they  wold  abide  : 
And  this  was,  as  the  bookes  me  remember, 
The  colde  frofty  fefon  of  December. 

Phebus  waxe  old  and  hewed  like  Laton, 
That  in  his  hote  declination 
Shone  as  the  burned  gold  with  ftremes  bright  j 
But  now  in  Capricorne  adoun  he  light, 
Wher  as  he  fhone  ful  pale,  I  dare  wel  fain. 
The  bitter  frofte  with  the  fleet  and  rain 
Deftroyed  hath  the  grene  in  every  yerd  ; 
Janus  fit  by,  the.  fire  with  double  bcrd,  fluni  .1  i&AT 
And  drinketh.of  his  bugle  horn  the  to'the  ;    '-'^noH 
Beforn  him  ftant  braune  of  the  tuikcd^wine^  i«Ji 
G  iiij  '•   •     <  •  *-jR*\' 
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And  Newel  crleth  every  lufty  man. 

Aurelius  in  all  that  ever  he  can 
Doth  to  his  maifter  chere  arid  reverence, 
And  praieth  him  to  don  his  diligence 
To  bringen  him  out  of  his  peines  fmerte, 
Or  with  a  fwerd  that  he  wold  flit  his  herte. 

This  fotil  clerk  fwiche  routh  hath  on  this  man, 
That  n;ght  and  day  he  fpedeth  him  that  he  car) 
To  wait  a  time  of  his  conclusion  ; 
This  is  to  fayn,  to  make  illufion, 
By  fwiche  an  apparence  or  joglerie, 
(I  can  no  termes  of  aftrplogie) 
That  flie  and  every  wight  fhuld  wene  and  fay 
That  of  Bretaigne  the  rockes  were  away, 
Or  elles  they  were  fonken  under  ground. 
So  at  the  laft  he  hath  his.  time  yfound 
To  make  his  japes  and  his  wretchedneffe 
Of  fwiche  a  fuperftitipus  curfedneffe. 
His  tables  Toletanes  forth  he  brought, 
Ful  wel  corre&ed,  that  ther  lacked  nought, 
Nother  his  collect  ne  his  expans  yeres, 
Nother  his  rotes,  ne  his  other  geres, 
As  ben  his  centres  and  his  argumentes, 
And  his  proportionel  conveniences, 
For  his  equations  in  every  thing  : 
And  by  his.  eighte  fperes  in  his  werking 
He  knew  ful  wel  how  fer  *  Inath  was  fhove 
Fro  the  hed  pf  thilke  fix  Aries  above 
That  in  the  ninthe  fpere  confidered  is : 
Ful  fqtiily  he  calculed  all  this. 
Whan  he  had  found  his  firfte  manficn 
He  knew  the  remenant  by  proportion, 
And -knew  the  rifmg  of  his  mone  wel, 
And  in  who§  face,  and  terme,  and  every  del  j 
And  knew  ful  wel  the  manes  manfion 
.  Accordant  to  his  operation ; 
And  knew  alfo  his  other  observances, 
For  fwiche  illufions  and  fwiche  mefchances 
As  Hethen  folk  "ufed  in  thilke  daies ; 
For  which  np  lenger  maketh  he  delaies, 
But  thurgh  his  magike,  for  a  day  or  tway, 
It  feemed,all  the  rockes  were  away. 

Aurelius,  which  that  defpeired  is 
Whether  he  fbal  han  his  love  or  fare  amis, 
Awaiteth  night  and  day  on  this  miracle; 
And  whan  he  knew  that  ther  was  non  obftacle, 
That  voided  were  thife  rockes  everich  on, 
Doun  to  hia  maifteres  feet  he  fell  anon, 
And  fayd,  I,  wofuj  wretch  Aurelius, 
Thanke  you,  my  lord,  and  lady  min  Venus, 
That  me  hanholpen  fro  my  cares  cold; 
And  to  the  temple  his  way  forth  hath  he  hold, 
Theras  he  knew  he  fhuld  his  lady  fee ; 
And  whan  he  faw  his  time  anon  right  he 
With  dredful  herte  and  with  ful  humble  chere 
Salued  hath  his  fovei  aine  lady  dere. 

My  rightful  lady,  quod  this  woful  n;an, 
Whom  I.  mofi  drede  and  love  as  I  b eft  can, 
And  lotheft  were  of  all  thik  world  difpkle, 
Ne're  it  that  I  for  you  have  fwiche  difefe 
T  hat  I  muft  die  Kere  at  your  foot  anon, 
Nought  wold.I  tell  hoy/  me  is  wo  begon  ; 
But  certo  cthtr  muft  I  die  or  phine  ; 
Ycfle  me  giiteles  for  vcr>y  pcicc  : 
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But  of  my  deth  though  that  ye  han  no  routh 
Avifeth  you  or  that  you  brcke  your  irouth  : 
Repenteth  you,  for  thilke  God  above, 
Or  ye  me  fie,  becaufe  that  I  you  love  : 
For,  Madame,  wel  ye  wote  what  ye  have  hight; 
Not  that  I  chalenge  any  thing  of  right 
Of  you  my  foveraine  Lady,  but  of  grace ; 
But  in  a  garden  yond,  in  fwiche  a  place, 
Ye  wote  right  wel  what  ye  hehighten  me, 
And  in  myn  hond  your  trouthe  plighten  ye 
To  love  me  beffc  :  God  wote  ye  faitd  fo, 
Although  that  I  unworthy  be  therto. 
Madame,  I  fpeke  it  for  the  honour  of  you, 
More  than  to  fave  my  hertes  lif  right  now, 
I  have  don  fo  as  ye  commanded  me, 
And  if  ye  vouchcfauf  ye  may  go  fee. 
Doth  as  you  lift,  have  your  belief  in  mind, 
For  quick  or  ded  right  ther  ye  ihul  me  find., 
In  you  lith  all  to  do  me  live  or  dey, 
But  wel  I  wote  the  rockes  ben  awey. 

He  taketh  his  leve,  andfhe  aftonied  flood  ; 
In  all  hire  face  n'as  o  drope  of  blood  : 
She  wened  never  han  come  in  fwiche  a  trappc. 

Alas !  quod  fhe,  that  ever  this  fhould  happe  ! 
For  wend  I  never  by  poffibilitee 
That  fwiche  a  monftre  or  mervaille  might  be  : 
It  is  again  the  proceffe  of  Nature. 
And  home  fhe  goth  a  forweful  creature ; 


For  veray  fere  unnethes  may  fhe 
She  wepeth,  waileth,  all  a  day  or  two, 
And  fwouneth  that  it  routhe  was  to  fee, 
But  why  it  was  to  no  wight  tolde  fhe, 
For  out  of  toun  was  gon  Arviragus ; 
But  to  hirefelf  me  fpake,  and  faied  thus, 
With  face  pale,  and  with  ful  fory  chere, 
In  hire  complaint,  as  ye  fliul  after  here. 

Alas !  quod  fhe,  on  thee,  Fortune,  I  plain, 
That  unaware  haft  me  wrapped  in  thy  chain, 
Fro  which  to  efcapen  wote  I  no  foccour 
Sauf  only  deth  or  elles  difhonour  : 
On  of  thife  two  behoveth  me  to  chefe.  j 
But  natheles,  yet  had  I  a  lever  lefe 
My  lif  than  of  my  body  have  a  fliame, 
Or  know  myfelvcn  falfe,  or  lefe  my  name  : 
And  with  my  deth  I  may  be  quit  ywis ; 
Hath  ther  not  many  a  noble  wif  or  this, 
And  many  a  maid,  yflaine  hirefelf,  alas  I 
Rather  than  with  hire  body  don  trefpas  ? 
Yes  certes ;  lo,  thife  ftorics  here  witneffe. 

Whan  thirty  tyrants  ful  of  curfedneffe 
Had  flain  Phidon  in  Athens  at  the  feft, 
They  commanded  his  doughtren  for  to  arreft 
And  bringen  hem  beforne  him  defpit 
Al  naked,  to  fulfil  hire  foule  delit } 
And  in  hir  fadres  blocd  they  made  hem  danc.e 
Upon  the  pavement,  God  yeve  hem  mefchanc' 
For  which  thife  woful  maidens,  ful  of  drede, 
Rather  than  they  Wold  lefe  hir  maidenhede, 
They  prively  ben  ftert  iizto  a  welle, 
And  dreint  hemfelven,  as  the  bockes  telle. 

They  of  Meffene  let  enquere  and  fekc 
Of  Lacedomie  fifty  maidens  eke*; 
On  which  the  wolden  don  hir  Iccherie  ; 
Bat  thsr  was  non  of  all  that'  ccrnpsgr.is 
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That  flic  n'as  llainc,  and  with  a  glad  entent 
Chess  rather  for  to  dien  than  affent 
To  ben  oppreffed  of  hire  maidenhede. 
Why  fhuld  I  than  to  dein  ben  in  drede  ? 

L,o  eke  the  tyrant  Arifloclides, 
That  loved  a  maid  hight  Stimphalides, 
Whan  that  hire  father  flaine  was  on  a  night, 
Unto  Dianes  temple  goth  fhe  right, 
And  hente  the  image  in  hire  handes  two, 
Fro  which  image  wold  fhe  never  go; 
No  wight  her  handes  might  it  of  it  arrace 
Til  flie  was  flaine  right  in  the  felve  place. 

Now  fin  that  maidens  hadden  fwiche  defpit 
To  be  defouled  with  marines  foule  deiit, 
Wei  ought  a  wif  rather  hirefelven  fie 
Than  be  defouled,  as  it  thinketh  me. 

What  fnal  I  fayn  of  Hafdrubales  wif, 
That  at  Cartage  beraft  hirefelf  hire  lif  ? 
For  whan  {he  law  that  Romains  wan  the  tqun, 
She  toke  hire  children  all,  and  fkipt  adoun 
Into  the  fire,  and  chees  rather  to  die 
Than  any  Remain  did  hire  valanie. 

Hath  not  Lucrece  yflaine  hirefelf,  alas  ! 
At  Rome,  whan  that  fhe  oppreffed  was 
Of  Tarquine  ?  for  hire  thought  it  was  a  fiiame 
To  liven  whan  fhe  hadde  loft  hire  name. 

The  feven  maidens  of  Milefie  alfo 
Han  flaine  hemlelf,  for  veray  drede  and  wo, 
Rather  than  folk  of  Gaule  hem  fhuld  oppreffe. 

Mo  than  a  thoufand  ftories,  as  I  geffe, 
Coude  I  now  tell  as  touching  th:.~  matere., 
*   Whan  Abradate  was  flain,  his  wif  fo  dere 
Hirefelven  flow,  and  let  hire  blood  to  glide 
'; In  Abradates  woundes  depe  and  wide, 
And  fayd,  My  body  at  the  lefte  way 
Ther  ihal  no  wight  defoulen  if  I  may,      . 

What  fhuld  I  mo  enfamples  hereof  fain  ? 
Sin  that  fo  many  han  hemfelven  flain, 
Wei  rather  than  they  wold  defouled  be, 
I  wol  conclude  that  it  is  bet  for  me 
To  fle  myfelf  than  be  defouled  thus  : 
I  wol  be  trewe  unto  Arviragus, 
Or  elles  fle  myfelf  in  fome  manere, 
As  Did  Demotiones  doughter  dere, 
Becaufe  fhe  wolde  not  defouled  be. 

O  Sedafus  !  it  is  ful  gret  pitee 
To  reden  how  thy  doughtren  died,  alas  ! 
That  flowe  hemfelven  for  fwiche  maner  cas. 

As  gret  a  pitee  was  it,  or  wel  more, 
The  Theban  maiden  that  for  Nich.anp.re 
Hirefelven  How  right  for  fwiche  mcnere  wo. 
Another  Theban  mayden  did  right  fo, 
For  on  of  Macedoine  had  hire  opprefied ; 
She  with  hire  dcth  hire  maidenhed  redreffed. 

What  fhal  I  fain  of  Nicerates  wif, 
That  for  fwiche  cas  bereft  hirefelf  hire  lif  ? 

How  trewe  was  eke  to  Alcibiades 
His  love,  tha;  for  to  dien  rather  chees 
Than  for  to  fuffre  his  body  unburied  be  ? 

Lo,  which  a  wif  was  Alcefte  eke  ?  (quod  fhe) 
What  fuyth  Homere  of  good  Penelope  ? 
AH  Greece  knoweth  of  hire  chaftitee. 

Pardc  of  Lrodomia  is  v/retten  thus, 
That  v/haii  at  Troye  was  ilain  Prothcfilaus 


No  lenger  wolde  fhe  live  after  his  day. 

The  fame  of  noble  Portia  tell  I  may  ; 
Withouten  Brutus  coude  fhe  not  live, 
To  whom  fhe  had  all  whole  hire  herte  yeve. 

The  parfit  wif  hood  of  Artemifie 
Honoured  is  thurghout  all  Barbaric. 

O  Teuta  queue  !  thy  wifly  chaftitee 
To  alle  wives  may  a  mirrour  be. 

Thus  plained  Dorigene  a  day  or  twey, 
Purpofing  ever  that  fhe  wolde  dcy ; 
But  natheies  upon  the  thridde  night 
Home  came  Arviragus,  the  worthy  knight, 
And  axed  hire  why  that  fhe  weep  fo  fore  ? 
And  fhe  gan  wepen  ever  lenger  the  more. 
Alas,  quod  fhe,  that  ever  I  was  yborne  ! 
Thus  have  I  faid,  (quod  fhe)  thus  have  I  fworne, 
And  told  him  all,  as  ye  have  herd  before  : 
It  nedeth  not  reherfe  it  you  no  more. 

This  hufbond  with  glad  chere,  in  frendly  wife, 
Anfwerd  and  fayd  as  I  fhal  you  devife  ; 
Is  ther  ought  elles,  Dorigene,  but  this  ? 

Nay,  nay,  quod  fhe,  God,  helpe  me  fo,  as  wis 
This  is  to  much,  and  it  were  Goddes  will. 

Ye,  wif,  quod  he,  let  flepen  that  is  ftill ; 
It  may  be  wel  paraventure^yet  to-day. 
Ye  fhal  your  trouthe  holden  by  my  fay  ; 
For  God  fo  wifly  have  mercy  on  me, 
I  had  wel  lever  Hiked  for  to  be, 
For  veray  love  which  that  I  to  you  have, 
But  if  ye  fhuld  your  trouthe  kepe  and  fave  : 
Trouth  is  the  hieft  thing  that  man  may  kepe. 
But  with  that  word  he  braft  anon  to  wepe, 
And  fayd  ;  I  you  forbede,  on  peine  of  deth, 
That  never  while  you  lafteth  lif  or  breth 
To  no  wight  tell  ye  this  mifaventure  ; 
As  I  may  beft  I  wol  my  wo  endure  : 
Ne  make  no  contenance  of  hevinefle, 
That  folk  of  you  may  demen  harme  or  gefle. 
And  forth  he  cleped  a  fquier  and  a  maid. 
Goth  forth  anon  with  Dorigene,  he  faid, 
And  bripgeth  hire  to  fwiche  a  place  anon. 
They  take  hir  leve,  and  on  hir  way  they  gou  * 
But  they  ne  wiften  why  fhe  thider  went ; 
She  n'olde  no  wight  tellen  hire  entent. 

This  fquier  which  that  highte  Aurelius, 
On  Dorigene  that  was  fo  amorous, 
Of  aventure  happed  hire  to  mete 
Amid  the  toun,  right  in  the  quickeft  flrete,  "--r:A 
As  fhe  was  boun  to  go  the  way  forthright 
Toward  the  gardin,  ther  as  fhe  had  hight ; 
And  he  was  to  the  gardinward  alfo, 
For  wel  he  fpied  whan  fhe  wolde  go 
Out  of  hire  hoUs  to  any  maner  place  : 
But  thus  they  met  of  aventure  or  grace, 
And  he  falueth  hire  with  glad  entent, 
And  axeth  of  hire  whiderward  fhe  went. 

And  fhe  anfwered  half  as  foe  were  mad, 
Unto  the  gardin,  as  myh  hufbond  bad, 
My  trouthe  for  to  hold,  alas  !  alas  ! 

Aurelius  gan  wondren  on  this  cas, 
And  in  his  herte  had  gret  compaffioji 
Of  hire,  and  of  hire  lamentation, 
And  of  Arviragus,  the  worthy  knight, 
That  bad  hire  holden  all  that  fhe  had  hih^ 
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So  lotli  him  was  his  wif  fauld  breke  hire  trouthe  ; 

And  in  his  herte  he  caught  of  it  gret  routhe, 

Confidering  the  beft  on  every  fide, 

That  fra  his  luft  yet  were  him  lever  abide 

Than  do  fo  high  a  cherlifh  wretchedneffe 

Ageins  fraunchife  and  alle  gentillefie 

"For  which  in  few  wordes  fayd  he  thus  : 

Madame,  fay  to  your  Lord  Arviragus 
That  fin  I  fee  the  grete  gentilleffe 
Of  him,  and -eke  I  fee  wel  your  diftreffe, 
That  him  were  lever  have  fhame  (and  that  were 

routhe) 

Than  ye  to  me  fhulcl  broken  thin  your  trouthe, 
I  hadde  wel  lever  ever  to  fuflfren  wo 
Than  to  depart  the  love  betwix  you  two. 
1  you  rtlefc,  Madame ;  into  your  hond 
Quit  every  feurement  and  every  bond 
That  ye  han  made  to  me  as  herebeforne 
Sin  thilke  time  that  ye  were  yborne. 
Have  here  my  trouthe,  I  fhal  you  never  repreve 
Of  no  be.heft ;  and  here  1  take  my  leve 
As  of  the'treweft  and  the  befte  wif 
That  ever  yet  I  knew  in  all  my  lif. 
But  every  wif  beware  of  hire  beheft ; 
On  Dorigene  remembreth  at  the  left. 
Thus  can  a  fquier  don  a  gentil  dede 
As  wel  as  can  a  knight,  withouten  drede. 

She  thanketh  him  upon  hire  knees  bare, 
And  home  unto  hire  hufbond  is  fhe  fare, 
And  told  him  all  as  ye  han  herd  me  fayd  ; 
And,  trufleth  me,  he  was  fo  wel  apayd 
That  it  were  impoflible  me  to  write. 

What  fhuld  I  lenger  of  this  cas  endite  ? 
Arviragus  and  Dorigene  his  wif 
In  foveraine  bliffe  leden  forth  hir  lif, 
Never  eft  ne  was  ther  anger  hem  betwetie  ; 
Hecherifhed'hire  as  though  fhe  were  a  quene, 
And  fhe  was  to  him  trewe  for  evermore. 
Of  thife  two  folk  ye  get  of  me  no  more. 

Aurelius,  that  his  coft  hath  all  forlorne, 
Curfeth  the  time  that  ever  he  was  borne. 
Alas  !  quod  he,  alas  that  I  behight 
Of  pured  gold  a  thoufand  pound  of  wight 
Unto  this  philofophre  !  how  fhal  I  do  ? 
I  fee  no  more  but  that  I  am  fordo. 
iMin  heritage  mote  1  nedes  fell, 
And  ben  a  beggar  ,here  I  n'ill  not  dwell, 
And  fliam'en  all  my  kinrede  in  this  place, 
But  I  of  him  may  geten  better  grace  : 
But  natheles  1  wol  of  him  affay 
At  certain  daies  yere  by  yere  to  pay, 
And  thanke  him  of  his  grete  curtefir. 
My  trouthe  wol  I  kepe,  I  wol  not  He, 


With  herte  fore  he  goth  unto  his  cofre,- 
And  broughte  gold  unto  this  philibphre, 
The  value  of  five  hundred  pound  I  gefle, 
And  him  befecheth  of  his  gentilleffe 
Tograunt  him  daies  of  the  remenaunt, 
And  fayde ;  Maifter,  I  dare  wel  make  avaunt 
I  failled  never  of  my  trouthe  as  yet ; 
For  fikerly  my  dette  fhal  be  be  quit 

iTowardes  you,  how  fo  that  ever  I  fare 
,  To  gon  a  begging  in  my  kirtle  bare  : 
;  But  wold  ye  vouchen  fauf  upon  feurtee 
Two  yere  or  three  for  to  refpiten  me, 
Than  were  I  wel,  for  elles  mote  I  fell 
Min  herit?.ge  ;  ther  is  no  more  to  tell. 

This  philofophre  fobrely  anfwerd, 
And  faied  thus,  whan  he  thife  wordes  herd  ; 
Have  I  not  hoi  den  covenant  to  thee  ? 

Yes,  certes,  wel  and  trewely,  quod  he. 
Haft  thou  not  had  thy  lady  as  thee  liketh  ? 

No,  no,  quod  he,  and  forwefully  he  fiketh. 
What  was  the  canfe  ?  tell  me  if  thou  can. 

Aurelius  his  talc  anon  began, 
And  toM  him  all  as  ye  han  herd  before  ; 
It  nedeth  not  reherfe  it  any  more. 
He  fayd,  Arviragus  of  gentilkfie 
Had  lever  die  in  forwe  and  in  diftreffe 
Than  that  his  wif  were  of  hire  trouthe  faJs. 
The  forwe  of  Dorigene  he  told  him  als, 
How  loth  hire  was  to  ben  a  wicked  wif, 
And  that  fhe  lever  had  loft  that  day  hire  lif ; 
And  that  her  trc;:th  fhe  fwore  thurgh  innocence; 
She  never  erft  hadde  herd  fpeke  of  apparence  : 
That  made  me  han  of  hire  fo  gret  pitee, 
And  right  as  freely  as  he  fent  hire  to  me 
As  freely  fent  I  hire  to  him  again. 
This  is  all  and  fom;  ther  n'is  no  more  to  fain. 

The  philofophre  anfwerd ;  Leve  brothre, 
Everich  of  you  did  gentilly  to  other  : 
Thou  art  a  fquier,  and  he  is  a  knight, 
But  God  forbede,  for  his  blifsful  might, 
But  if  a  clerk  could  don  a  gentil  dede 
As  wel  as  any  of  you,  it  is  no  drede. 

Sire,  I  relefe  thee  thy  thoufand  pound, 
As  thou  right  now  were  crope  out  of  the  grouncL 
Ne  never  er  now  ne  haddeft  knowen  me  : 
For,  Sire,  I  wol  not  take  a  peny  of  thee 
For  all  my  craft,  ne  nought  for  my  travaille  : 
Thou  haft  ypaied  wel  for  my  vitaille. 
It  is  ynough,  and  farewelj  have  good  day. 
And  toke  his  hors,  and  forth  he  goth  his  way. 

Lordings,  this  queftion  wold  I  axen  now, 
Which  was  the  mofte  free,  as  thinketh  you  ? 
Now  telleth  me  or  that  ye  further  wende, 
J  can  no  more,  my  Talc  is  at  an  ende. 
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V 

Y  E,  let  that  paflen,  quod  our  Hofte,  as  now. 

Sir  Dodour  of  Phyfike,  I  prey  you, 
Teli  us  a  Tale  of  fom  honeft  matere. 


It  fhal  be  don,  if  that  ye  wol  it  here, 
Said  this  Do&our,  and  his  Tale  began  anon. 
Now,  good  men,  quod  he,  herkeneth  eyerich  on. 
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'HER  was,  as  telleth  Titus  Livius, 

knight  that  cleped  was  Virginius, 

ilfilled  of  honour  and  worthineffe, 

id  flrong  of  frendes,  and  of  gret  richeffe. 

This  knight  a  doughter  hadde  by  his  wif ; 
Jo  children  had  he  mo  in  all  his  lif. 
?aire  was  this  maid  in  excellent  beautee 
Aboven  every  wight  that  man  may  fee, 
For  Nature  hath  with  foveraine  diligence 
Yformed  hire  in  fo  gret  excellence 
As  though  fhe  wolde  fayn,  Lo,  I  Nature, 
Thus  can  I  forme  and  peint  a  creature, 
Whan  that  me  lift  :  who  can  me  coutrefete? 
Pigmalion  ?  not  though  he  ay  forge  and  bete, 
Or  grave,  or  peinte ;  for  t  dare  wel  fain  .  . 

Apelles,  Xeuxis,  fhulden  werche  in  vain 
Other  to  grave,  or  peinte,  or  forge,  or  bete, 
If  they  prefumed  me  to  <  ountrefete  : 
For  he  that  is  the  former  principal 
Hath  maked  me  his  vicaire  general 
To  forme  and  peinten  earthly  creatures 
Right  as  we  lift  ;  and'eche  thing  in  my  cure  is 
Under  the  mone  that  may  wane  and  waxe  ; 
And  for  m.y  werk  right  nothing  \vol  I  axe  : 
My  lord  and  I  ben  f ul  of  on  accord  ; 
I  made  hire  to  the  worfhip  of  my  lord, 

*  virginius  flayeth  his  only  daughter  rather  than  fhe 
-"  u-  defiled  by  the  letclierous  judge  Appius.   11 . 

. 


. 

So  do  I  all  min  other  creatures, 
What  colour  that  they  han  or  what  figures. 
Thus  femeth  me  that  Nature  wolde  fay. 

This  maid  of  age  twelf  yere  was  and  tway 
In  which  that  nature  hadde  fwiche  delit  ; 
For  right  as  fhe  can  peint  a  lily  whit 
And  red  a  rofe,  right  with  fwiche  peinture 
She  peinted  hath  this  noble  creature 
Er  fhe  was  borne  upon  hire  limmes  free, 
Wheras  by  right  fwiche  colours  fhulden  bej 
And  phebus  died  hath  hire  treffes  grete 
Like  to  the  ftremes  of  his  burned  hete. 
And  if  that  excellent  were  hire  beautee, 
A  thoufand  fold  more  vertuous  was  fhe. 
In  hire  ne  lacked  no  condition 
That  is  to  preife,  as  by  difcretion. 
As  wel  in  goft  as  body  chaft  was  fhe, 
For  which  fhe  floured  in  virginitee 
With  all  humilitee  and  abftinence, 
With  all  attemperance  and  patience, 
With  meafure  eke  of  bering  and  array. 
Difcrete  fhe  was  in  anfwering  alway, 
Though  fhe  were  wife  as  Pallas,  dare  I  fain, 
Hire  facounde  eke  ful  womanly  and  plain  : 
No  countrefeted  terms  hadde  fhe 
To  femen  wife,  but  after  hire  degree 
She  fpake,  and  all  hire  werdes  more  and  lefTe 
Souning  in  vertue  and  in  gentilleffe. 

4 


»o3  THE 

•Shamefaft  fhe  was  in  maidens  fhamefaftneffe, 
Conftant  in  herte  out  of  idel  befineffe 
To  drive  hire  out  of  idel  flogardie. 
Bacchus  had  of  hire  mouth  right  no  maiftrie, 
For  wine  and  youthe  don  Venus  encrefe, 
As  men  in  fire  wol  caften  oile  and  grefc. 
And  of  hire  owen  vertue  unconftreincd 
She  hath  hirefelf  ful  often  fike  yfcined, 
For  that  (he  wolde  fleen  the  compagnie 
Wher  likely  was  to  treten  of  folie, 
As  is  at  feftes,  at  revels,  and  at  dances 
That  ben  occafions  of  daliauces. 
Swiche  thinges  maken  children  for  to  be 
To  fone  ripe  and  bold,  as  men  may  fee, 
Which  is  ful  perilous,  and  hath  ben  yore  ; 
For  al  to  fone  may  fhe  Icrnen  lore 
Of  boldneffe  whan  fhe  woxen  is  a  wif. 

And  ye  maiftrefies  in  your  olde  lif, 
That  lordes  doughters  han  in  governance, 
Ne  taketh  of  my  wordes  difplefance  : 
Thinketh  that  ye  ben  fet  in  governinges 
Of  lordes  doughters  only  for  two  thinges, 
Other  for  ye  han  kept  your  honeftee, 
Or  elles  for  ye  han  fallen  in  freeltee, 
And  knowen  wel  ynough  the  olde  dance, 
And  han  forfaken  fully  fwiche  mefchance 
For  evermo  ;  therefore  for  Chriftes  fake 
To  teche  hem  vertue  loke  that  ye  ne  flake. 

A  thcef  of  venifon,  that  hath  forlaft 
His  likeroufneffe  and  all  his  olde  craft, 
Can  kepe  a  foreft  beft  of  any  man  : 
Now  kepetJi  hem  wel,  for  if  ve  wol  ye  can. 
Loke  wel  that  unto  no  vice  affent, 
Left  ye  be  damned  for  your  wikke  entent, 
For  who  fo  doth  a  traytour  is  certain : 
And  J&keth  kepe  of  that  I  fhal  you  fain  ; 
Of  alle  trefon  foveraine  peftilence 
Is  whan  a  wight  betrayeth  innocence. 

Ye  fathers,  and  ye  mothers  eke  aifo, 
Though  ye  han  children,  be  it  on  or  mo, 
Your  is  the  charge  of  all  hir  furveance, 
While  that  they  ben  under  your  governance  : 
Beth  ware  that  by  enfample  of  your  living. 
Or  b.y  your  negligence  in  chaftifing, 
That  they  ne  perifh,  for  I  dare  wel  faye 
If  that  they  don  ye  fhul  it  dere  abeye. 
Under  a  fhepherd  foft  and  negligent 
The  wolf  hath  many  a  fhepe  and  lamb  to-rent, 

Sufficeth  this  enfample  now  as  here, 
For  I  mote  turne  agen  to  my  matere. 

This  maid,  of  which  I  tell  my  Tale  expre-ffe, 
She  kept  hirefelf,  hire  neded  no  maiftrefle, 
For  in  hire  living  maidens  mighten  rede, 
As  in  a  book,  every  good  word  and  dede 
That  longeth  to  a  maiden  vertuous  : 
She  was  fo  prudent  and  fo  bounteous, 
For  which  the  fame  out  fprong  on  every  fide 
Both  of  hire  beautee  and  hire  bountee  wide, 
That  thurgh  the  lond  they  preifed  hire  ech  one 
That  loved  vertue,  fauf  Envie  alone,     • 
That  fbr.y  is  of  other  manaes  wcle, 
And  glad  is  of  his  forwe  and  his  unhele. 
The  Doclour  maketh  this  defcriptioun. 

This  maiden  on  a  day  went  in  the  toun . 


TALE. 

Toward  a  temple,  with  hire  mother  dercj 
As  is  of  young  maidens  the  manere. 

Now  was  ther  than  a  juftice  in  that  toun 
That  governour  was  of  that  regioun  ; 
And  fo  befell  this  juge  his  eyen  caft 
Upon  this  maid,  avifing  hire  ful  fail 
&s  file  came  fo.nh  by  th.er  this  jug£  Hood  : 
Anon  his  his  herte  changed  and  his  mood, 
So  was  he  caught  with  beautee  of  this  maid. 
And  to  himfelf  ful  prively  he  faid, 
This  maiden  fhal  be  min  for  any  man. 

Anon  the  fend  into  his  herte  ran, 
And  taught  him  fodenly  that  he  by  fleight 
This  maiden  to  hir,  purpos  winnen  might ; 
For  certes  by  no  force  ne  by  no  mede 
Him  thought  the  was  not  able  for  to  fpede ; 
For  me  was  ftrong  of  frendes,  end  eke  fhe 
Confermed  was  in  fwiche  foveraine  bountee 
That  wel  he  wift  he  might  hire  never  winnc 
As  for  to  make  hire  with  hire  body  finne : 
For  which  with  gret  deliberatioun 
He  fent  after  a  cherl  was  in  the  toun, 
The  which  he  knew  for  fotil  and  for  bold. 
This  juge  unto  this  cherl  his  tale  hath  told 
In  fecree  wife,  and  made  him  to  enfurs 
He  fiiulde  tell  it  to  no  creature, 
And  if  he  did  he  fhulde  lofe  his  hede. 
And  whan  affented  was  this  curfed  rede, 
Glad  was  the  juge,  and  maked  him  gret  chcrc, 
And  yaf  him  yeftes  precious  and  dere 

Whan  ihapen  was  all  hir  confpiracic 
Fro  point  to  point,  how  that  his  lecherie 
Parformed  fhulde  be  ful  fotilly, 
As  ye  fhul  here  it  after  openly, 
Home  goth  this  cherl,  that  highte  Claudius; 
This  falfe  juge,  that  highte  4PFUS> 
(So  was  his  name,  for  it  is  no  fable, 
But  knawen  for  an  hiftorial  thing  notable; 
The  fentence  of  it  foth  is  out  of  doutc) 
This  falfe  juge  goth  now  faft  aboute 
To  haften  his  delit  all  that  he  may. 
And  fo  befell,  fone  after  on  a  day 
This  falfe  juge,  as  telleth  ustheftorie, 
As  he  was  wont,  fat  in  his  coafiftorie, 
And  yaf  his  domes  upon  fondry  cas, 
This  falfe  cherl  came  forth  a  ful  gret  pas, 
And  faidc  ;  Lord,  if  that  it  be  your  will, 
As  doth  me  right  upon  this  pitous  bill, 
In  which  I  pUine  upon  Virginius; 
And  if  that  he  wol  fayn  it  is  nqt  thus, 
I  wol  it  preve,  and  fmden  good  witnefTc 
That  foth  is  that  my  bille  wol  cxpreffe. 

The  juge  anfwerd,  Of  this  in  his  abfeuce 
I  may  not  yeve  diffinitif  fentence. 
Let  don  him  call,  and  1  wol  gladly  here  : 
Thou  (halt  have  right  and  wrong  as  now  hers. 
Virginiws  came  to  wete  the  juges  will, 
And  right  anon  nvas  red  this  eurfe'd-bill  ; 
The  fentence  of  it  was  as  ye  ftiui  here. 

To  you  my  Lord  Sire  Appius  fo  ders 
Sheweth  your  poure  fervant  Claudius 
How  that  a  knight  called  Virginia* 
Agein  the  lawe,"agein  all  equitee, 
Holdeth,  expreflc  agein  the  will  cf  mr, 
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My  fcrvant  which  that  is  my  thral  by  right* 
Which  from  min  hous  was  ftolen  on  a  night 
While  that  fhe  was  ful  yong  ;  I  wol  it  preve 
By  witneffe,  Lord,  fo  that  it  you  not  greve  : 
She  n'is  his  doughter  nought,  what  fo  he  fay ; 
Wherfore  to  you,  my  Lord  the  juge,  I  pray; 
Yeld  me  my  thr-J,  if  that  it  be  your  will. 
Lo,  this  was  all  the  fentence  of  his  bill- 

Virginius  gan  upon  the  cherl  behold  j 
But  haflily  er  he  his  tale  told, 
And  wold  han  preved  it  as  fhuld  a  knight, 
And  eke  by  witrieffirig  of  many  a  wight 
That  all  was  falfe  that  faid  his  adverfary, 
This  curfed  juge  wolde  nothing  tary, 
Ne  here  a  word  more  of  Virginius, 
But  yave  his  jugement,  and  faide  thus  : 

Ideme  anon  this  cherl  his  fervant  have; 
Thou  fhalt  no  lenger  in  thiii  hous  hire  fave  ; 
Go  bring  hire  forth,  and  put  Xire  in  our  ward  : 
The  cherl  fhal.have  his  thral ;  thus  1  award. 

And  whari  this  worthy  knight  Virginius, 
Thurgh  fentence  of  this  juftice  Appius, 
Mtifte  by  force  his  dere  doughter  yeven 
Unto  the  juge,  in  lecherie  to  liven, 
He  goth  him  home,  and  fet  him  in  his  hall, 
And  let  anon  his  dere  dcughter  call  ;• 
And  with  a  face  ded  as  afhen  cold 
Upon  hire  humble  face  he  gan  behold, 
With  fadres  pitee  diking  thurgh  hfsherte, 
Al  wold  he  from  his  ptirpos  not  converte, 

Doughter,  quod  he,  Virginia  by  thy  name,. 
Therben  tv/o  waies,  other  deth  or  fhame, 
That  thou  rmift  fiiffre,  alas  that  I  was  bore ! 
For  never  thou  deferyedeft  wherfore 
To  dien  with  a  fwerd  or  with  a  knif. 
O  dere  doughter,  ender  of  my  lif ! 
Which  I  have  foftred  up  with  fwiche  plefance 
That  thou  were  never  out  of  my  remembrance ; 
0  doughter  !'  which  that  art  my  lafte  wo, 
And  in  my  lif  my  lafte  joye  alfo ; 
0  gemme  of  chaftitee  !  in  patience 
Take  thou- thy  deth,  for  this  is  my  fentence ; 
For  love  and  not  for  hate  thou  muft  be  ded ; 
!  My  pitous  hand  muft  fmiten  of  thin  hed. 
Alas  that  ever  Appius  thee  fay  ! 
Thus  hath  he  falfely  judged  thee  to-day. 
|  And  told  hire  all  the  cas,  as  ye  before 
Han  herd;  it  needeth  not  to  tell  it  more. 

O  mercy,  dere  father  !  quod  this  maid.. 
And  with  that  worcWhe  both  hire  armes  laid 
About  his  necke,  as  fhe  was  went  to  dor 
(The  tsres  braft  out  of  bis  eyeh  two) 


And  faid,  O  goode  father  fhal  I  die  ? 
Is  ther  no  grace  ?  is  ther  no  remedie  ? 

No  certes,  dere  doughter  min  !  quod  he. 
Than  yeve  me  leifer,  father  min  quod  fhe, 
My  deth  for  to  complaine  a  litel  fpace  ; 
For  parde  Jepte  yave  his  doughter  grace 
For  to  complaine  or  he  hire  flow,  alas ! 
And  God  i{  wot  nothing  was  hire  trefpas, 
But  for  fhe  ran  hire  father  firft  to  fee, 
To  welcome  him  with  gret  folempnitee. 
And  with  that  word  fhe  fell  afwoun  anon, 
And  after,  whan  hire  fwmining  was  agon, 
&he  rifeth  up,  and  to  hire  father  faid  ; 
Bleffed  be  God  that  I  fhal  die  a  maid ! 
Yeve  me  my  deth  or  that  I  have  a  fhame  : 
Doth  with  your  child  your  wille  a  Goddes  name. 
And  with  that  word  fhe  praied  him  ful  oft 
That  with  his  fwerd  he  wolde  fmite  hire  foft  £ 
And  with  {hat  word  afwoune  again  fhe  fell. 
Hire  father,  with  ful  forweful  herte  and  will, 
Hire  hed  of  fmote,  and  by  the  top  it  hentj 
And  to  the  juge  he  gan  it  to  prefent, 
As  he  fat  yet  in  dome  in  confiftorie. 

And  whan  the  juge  it  faw,  as  faith  the  ftonc? 
He  bad  to  take  him  and  anhang  him  faft  ;. 
But  right  anon  a  thoufand  peple  in  thraft 
To  fave  the  knight  for  routh  and  for  pitee, 
For  knowen  was  the  falfe  iniquitee. 

The  peple  anon  had  fufpecT:  in  this  thing;, 
By  maner  of  the  cherles  chalenging, 
That  it  was  by  the  affent  of  Appius 
They  wiften  well  that  he  was  lecherous  r 
For  which  unto  this  Appius  they  gon, 
And  cafte  him  in  a  prifon  right  anon, 
Whereas  he  flow  himfelf ;  and  Claudius, 
That  fervant  was  unto  this  ApphiR, 
Was  demed  for  to  hang  upon  a  tree, 
But  that  Virginius  of  his  pitee 
So  prayed  for  him  that  he  was  exiled, 
And  elles  certes  had  he  ben  beguiled  ; 
The  remenant  were  anhanged,  more  and  leffey 
That  were  confentant  of  this  curffedneffe. 

Here  men  may  fee  how  'fin  hath  his  merite  r 
Beth  were,  for  no  man  wot  whom  God  wol  finis  • 
In  no  degree,  ne  in  which  nianer  wife 
The  worme  of  confidence  may  agrife 
Of  wicked  lif,  though  it  fo  privee  be 
That  no  man  wote  ttierof  fauf  God  and  he  ; 
For  be  he  lewed  man  or  elles  lered 
He  n'ot  how  fone  that  he  fhal  ben  afered  S: 
Therfore  I  rede  you  this  confeil  take. 
Fcriafceth  fiajie  or  fume  you  farfake.. 
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OtJR  Hofte  gan  to  fwere  as  he  were  wood, 

Harrow  !  (quod  he)  by  nailes  and  by  blood 

This  was  a  falfe  cherl  and  a  falfe  juftice. 

As  fhameful  deth  as  herte  can  divife 

Come  to  thife  juges  and  hir  advocas. 

Algate  this  fely  maide  is  flain,  alas  ! 

Alas !  to  dere  abought  fhe  hire  beautee ; 

Wherfore  I  fay  that  all  day  man  may  fee 

That  yeftes  of  Fortune  and  of  Nature 

Ben  caufe  of  deth  to  many  a  creature. 

Hire  beautee  was  hire  deth,  I  dare  wel  fain  : 

Alas!  fo  pitoufly  as  file  was  flain. 

Of  bothe  yeftes  that  I  fpeke  of  now 

Men  han  ful  often  more  for  harm  than  prow. 

But  trewely,  min  ovren  maifter  dere, 
This  was  a  pitous  Tale  for  to  here ; 
But  natheles  pafTe  over  is  no  force. 
I  pray  to  God  to  fave  thy  gentil  corps, 
And  eke  thyn  urinals  and  thy  jordanes, 
Thin  Ypocras,  and  eke  thy  Galianes, 
And  every  boift  ful  of  thy  letuarie 
God  blefle  hem  and  our  Lady  Sein-t  Marie. 


Sc»  mote  I  the  thou  art  a  propre  man, 
And  like  a  prelat,  by  Seint  Ronian.     * 
Said  I  not  wel  ?  I  cannot  fpeke  in  terme ; 
But  wel  I  wot  thou  doft  min  herte  to  erme3 
That  I  have  almofb  caught  a  cardiacle  : 
By  corpus  Domini  but  I  have  triacle, 
Or  elles  a  draught  of  moift  and  corny  ale, 
•Or  but  I  here  anon  a  mery  Tale, 
:Myn  herte  is  loft  for  pitee  of  this  maid. 
Thou  bel  amy,  thou  Pardoner  he  faid, 
Tel  us  fom  mirth  of  japes  right  anon.  • 

It  fhal  be  don,  quod  he,  by  Seint  Ronio». 
'But  firft  (quod  he)  here  at  this  ale-ftake 
I  wol  both  drinke  and"  biten  on  a  cake. 
But  right  anon  thife  gentiles  gan  to  crie  ; 

Nay,  let  him  tell  us  of  no  ribaudrie  : 
Tell  us  fom  moral  thing,  that  we  mow  lere 
Som  wit,  and  thanne  wol  we  gladly  here. 
I  graimte  ywis,  quod  he ;  but  I  mult  thinke 
Upon  fom  honeft  thing  while  that  I  drinks,. 
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LORDINGS,  quod  he,  in  chirche  whan  I  preche, 
I  peine  me  to  have  an  hautein  fpeche, 
And  ring  it  out  as  round  as  goth  a  bell, 
For  I  can  all  by  rote  that  I  tell. 
My  teme  is  alway  on,  and  ever  was, 
Radix  malorum  ejl  cupiditas. 

Firft  I  pronounce  whennes  that  I  come, 
And  than  my  bulles  fhew  1  alle  and  fome  : 
Our  liege  lordes  fele  on  my  patente 
That  fhew  I  firft,  my  body  to  warrente, 
That  no  man  be  fo  bold,  ne  preeft  ne  clerk, 
Me  to  difturbe  of  Criftes  holy  werk  : 

*  A  company  of  riotors  confpire  to  kill    Death,   who 
k We tli  them  vat  after  another,    fpttfott^ 


I      ^ 

And  after  that  than  tell  I  forth  my  tales. 
Bulles  of  popes  and  of  cardinales, 
Of  patriarkes  and  bifhoppes,  I  fhewe, 
And  in  Latin  I  fpeke  a  wordes  fewe 
To  faffron  with  my  predication, 
And  for  to  ftere  men  to  devotion  : 
Than  fhew  I  forth  my  longe  criftal  Hones, 
Ycrammed  ful  of  cloutes  and  of  bones  ; 
Relikes  they  ben,  as  wenen  they  echon. 

Than  have  I  in  laton  a  fhulder  bone 
Which  that  was  of  an  holy  lewes  fhepe. 

Good  men,  fay  I,  take  of  my  wordes  kepc 
If  that  this  bone  be  wafhe  in  any  well, 
If  cow,  or  calf,  or  ihepe,  or  oxe,  fwell 
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fit 


That  any  worm  hath  etc,  or  worm  yftonge, 
Take  water  of  that  well  and  wafh  his  tonge, 
And  it  is  hole  anon  ;  and  forthermore, 
Of  pockes  and  of  fcab,  and  every  fore? 
Shal  every  fhepe  be  hole  that  of  this  well 
Drinketh  a  draught :  take-kepe  of  that  I  tell, 
If  that  the  good  man  that  the  beftes'oweth 
Wol  every  wekc,  er  that  the  cok  \hirn  croweth, 
Failing  ydriukeri  of  this  Svell  a  draught, 
As  thilke  holy  Jew  our  elclres  taught, 
His  beftes  and  his  {lore  flial  multiplie  : 
And,  Sires,  alfo  it  heleth  jaloufie  ; 
For  though  a  man  be,  falle  in  jalous  nige, 
Let  maken  with  this  water  his  potage, 
And  never  fhal  he  more  his  wif  miftrift, 
Though  he  the  foth  of  hire  defaute  wift, 
Al  had  fhe  taken  preeftes  two  or  three. 

Here  is  a  mitninc  eke  that  ye  may  fee  : 
He  that  his  hand  wol  put  in  this  mitaine 
He  fhal  have  multiplying  of  his  graine, 
Whan  he  hath  fowen,  be  it  whete  or  otcs, 
So  that  he  offer  pens  or'  elks  grotcs. 

And  men  and  women,  o  thing  warne  I  you; 
If  any  wight  be  in  this  chirche  now 
That  hath  don  finne  horrible,  fo  that  he 
Dare  not  for  fname  of  it  yfhriven  be  ; 
Or  any  woman,  be  fhe  yong  or  old, 
That  hath  ymade  hire  hufbond  cokewold, 
Swichc  folk  fhul  hi-tn  no  power  ne  no  grace 
To  offer  to  my  relikes  in  this  place  : 
And  who  fo  Sixtieth  him  out  of  fwicae  blame 
He  wol  come  up  and  offer  in  Goddes  name, 
And  I  aflbyle  him  by  the  aucloritee 
Which  that  by  bulle  ygranted  was  to  me. 

By  this  guude  have  I  wonnen  yere  by  yere 
An  hundred  mark  fin  I  was  Pardoncre, 
- 1  ftonde  like  a  clerk  in  my  pulpet, 
And  whan  the  Itwed  peple  is  doun  yfet 
I  preche  fo  as  ye  han  herd  before, 
And  tell  an  hundred  falfe  japes  more  : 
Than  pcine  I  me  to  ftretchen  forth  my  neckc, 
And  eft  and  weft  upon  the  peple  I  becke, 
As  doth  a  dove  fitting  upon  a  berne  : 
Myn  hondes  and  my  tonge  gon  fo  yeme, 
That  it  is  joye  to  fee  my  befineffe. 
Of  avarice  and  fwiche  curfedneffe 
Ig  all  my  preching,  for  to  make  hem  free 
To  yeve  hir  pens,  and  namely  unto  me ; 
For  min  entente  is  not  but  for  to  winne, 
And  nothing  for  correction  of  finne  : 
I  rccke  never  whan  that  they  be  beried 
Though  that  hir  foules  gon  a  blake  beried. 
For  certes  many  a  predication 
jmeth  oft  time  of  evil  cntention  ; 

for  plefance  of  folk  and  flaterie, 
ben  avanced  by  hypocrifie  ; 
Lnd  fom  for  vaine  glorie^  and  fom  for  hate  : 
?or  whan  I  dare  non  other  wayes  debate, 

wol  I  fting  him  with  my  tonge  frnerte 
preching,  fo  that  he  fhal  not  aflerte 
To  ben  defamed  falfely,  if  that  he 

ith  trefpafed  to  my  brethren  or  to  me  : 
For  though  I  telle  not  his  propre  name, 
Men  fhal  wel  knoweu  ttuvt  it  h  the  fame 


By  fignes,  and  by  other  c5rcv.rrr5ranci?5. 
Thus  quite  I  folk  that  don  us  difplefances, 
Thus  fpit  I  out  my  venime  under  hewc 
Of  holineffe,  to  feme  holy  and  trewc. 
But  fhortly  min  enten-ic  I  wol  deviil- ; 
I  preche  of  nothing  bfl't  for  covetife,' 
Therfore  my  teme  is  yet,  and  ever  was, 
Radix  malsrum  eft  citpidita:, 

Thus  can  I  preche  again  the  fame  vice 
Which  that  I  ufe,  and  that  is  avarice. 
But  though  myfelf  be  gilty  in  that  finne, 
Yet  can  I  maken  other  folk  to  twinne 
From  avarice,  and  fore  hem  to  repcnte ; 
But  that  is  not  my  principal  entente  : 
I  preche  nothing  but  for  covetife. 
Of  this  matere  it  otight  ynough  fumfe. 
Than  tell  I  hem  enfamples  many  on" 
Of  olde  ftories  longe  time  agon, 
For  tewed  peple  loven  tales  aide ; 
Swiche  thinges  can  they  wel  report  and  holder, 
What  ?  trowen  ye  that  whiles  I  may  preche 
And  winnen  gold  and  filver  for  I  teche, 
That  I  wol  live  in  poverte  wilfully  ? 
Nay,  nay;  I  thought  it  never  trewely  : 
For  I  wol  preche  and  beg  in  fondry  londesy 
I  wol  not  do  no  labour  with  min  hondcs, 
Ne  make  bafkettes  for  to  live  therbyy 
Becaufe  I  wol  not  beggen  idelly. 
I  wol  non  of  the  apoftles  contrefete; 
I  wol  have  money,  wolle,  cl*efe,  and  whete, 
Al  were  it  yeven  oi  the  poureft  page, 
Or  of  the  poureft  widewe  in  a  village, 
Al  fhulde  hire  children  fterven  for  famine  r 
Nay,  I  wol  drinke  the  licour  of  the  vine, 
And  have  a  joly  wenche  in  every  toun. 

But  herkeneth,  Lordings,  in  conclufioun, 
Your  liking  is  that  I  fhall  tell  a  Tale. 
Now  I  have  dronke  a  draught  of  corny  ale, 
By  God  I  hope  I  fhal  you  tell  a  thing 
That  fhal  by  refon  ben  at  your  liking; 
For  though  myfelf  be  a  ful  vicious  man, 
A  moral  Tale  yet  I  you  tellen  can, 
Which  I  am  wont  to  prechen  for  to  \vinnf. 
Now  hold  your  pees,  my  Tale  I  wol  beginnr, 

In  Flauclres  whilom  was  a  compagnie 
Of  yonge  fc?k  that  haunteden  folie, 
As  hazard,  riot,  flew  es,  and  tavernes, 
Wheras  with  Karpes,  lutes,  and  giternes, 
They  dance  and  plaie  at  dis  bothe  day  and  ni^li!. 
And  etc  alfo  and  drinke  over  hir  might, 
Thurgh  which  they  don  the  devil  facrifice, 
W'ithin  the  devils  temple,  in  curfed  wifer 
By  fuperfluitee  abhominable. 
Hir  othes  ben  fo  gret  and  fo  damnable 
That  it  is  grifly  for  to  here  hem  fwere. 
Our  blisful  Lordes  body  they  t6-tere  ; 
Hem  thought  the  Jewes  rent  him  not  ynough.} 
And  eche  of  hem  at  others  finne  lough. 
And  right  anon  in  comen^tombefteres 
Fetia  and  finale,  and  yonge  fruitefteres, 
Singers  with  harpes,  baudes,  wafereres, 
Which  ben  the  veray  devils  officeres, 
To  kindle  and  blow  the  fire  of  lecheric, 
That  is  annsicd  unto  glutonie,  .    ..it^f 


Ill 

The  holy  writ  take  I  to  my  witnefle 
That  luxurie  is  in  wine  and  dronkenefle. 

Lo,  how  that  dronken  Loth  unkindely 
Lay  by  his  daughters  two  unwetingly  ; 
So  dronke  he  was  he  n'ifte  what  he  wrought. 

Herodes,  who  fo  wel  the  ftories  fought, 
Whan  he  of  wine  replete  was  at  his  fefte, 
Right  at  his  owen  table  he  yave  his  hcfte 
To  fleen  the  Baptift  John  ful  gilteles. 

Seneca  faith  a  good  word  douteles; 
He  faith  he  can  no  difference  find 
Betwix  a  man  that  is  out  of  his  mind 
And  a  man  whiche  that  is  dronkelew; 
But  that  woodneffe,  yfallen  in  a  Ihrcw,   . 
Perfevereth  lenger  than  doth  dronkeneffe. 

O  glotonie  !  full  of  curfednefle, 
O  caufe  firft  of  our  confufion  ! 
O  original  of  our  damnation  ! 
Til  Crift  had  bought  us  with  his  blood  again  : 
Loketh  how  dere,  ihortly  for  to  fain, 
Abought  was  thilke  curled  vilanie  : 
Corrupt  was  all  this  world  for  glotonie. 

Adam  our  father,  and  his  wif  alfo, 
Fro  Paradis  to  labour  and  to  wo 
Were  driven  for  that  vice,  it  is  no  drede; 
For  while  that  Adam  fafted,  as  I  rede, 
He  was  in  Paradis,  and  whan  that  he 
Etc  of  the  fruit  defended  on  a  tree, 
Anon  he  was  out  caft  to  wo  and  peine. 

0  glotonie !  on  thee  wcl  ought  us  plainc. 
O  !  wift  a  man  how  many  maladies 

Folwen  of  excefle  and  of  glotonies, 
He  wolde  ben  the  more  mefurable 
Of  his  diete,  fitting  at  his  table. 
Alas !  the  fiiorte  throte,  the  tendre  mouth, 
Maketh  that  eft  and  weft,  and  north  and  fouth, 
In  erthe,  in  air,  in  water,  men  to  fvvinke 
To  gete  a  gloten  deintee  mete  and  drinke. 
Of  this  matere,  O  Poule  !  wel  canft  thou  trete  : 
Mete  unto  wombe,  and  wombe  eke  unto  mete, 
Shal  God  deftroien  bothe,  as  Pauius  faith. 
Alas!  a  foule  thing  is  it  by  my  faith, 
To  fay  this  word,  and  fouler  is  the  dede, 
Whan  man  fo  drinketh  of  the  white  and  rede 
That  of  his  throte  he  maketh  his  privee 
Thurgh  thilke  curfed  fuperfluitee. 

The  apoftle  faith  weping  ful  pitoufly, 
Ther  walken  many  of  which  you  told  have  I ; 

1  fay  it  now  weping  with  pitous  vois 
That  they  ben  enemies  of  Criftes  crois, 

Of  whiche  the  end  is  deth ;  womb  is  hir  God  : 

O  wombe,  o  belly!  ftinking  is  thy  cod, 

Fulfilled  of  dong  and  of  corruptioun  ; 

At  either  end  of  thee  foule  is  the  foun. 

How  gret  labour  and  coll  is  thee  to  find ! 

Thife  cokes  how  theyftamp,and  ftreine,  and  grind, 

And  turnen  fubftance  into  accident, 

To  fulfill  all  thy  likerous  talent ! 

Out  of  the  hardy  bones  knocken  they 

Themary,  for  they  caftcn  nought  away 

That  may  go  thurgh  the  gullet  foft  and  fote  : 

Of  fpicerie,  of  leef,  of  barke,  and  rote, 

Shal  ben  hisfaufe  ymakc-d,  by  delit 

Te  laakc  him  yet  a  newer  appetit ; 


THE   PARDONERES    TALE. 


But  certes  he  that  haunteth  fwiche 

Is  dcd  while  that  he  liveth  in  tho  vices. 

A  lecherous  thing  is  wine,  and  dronkenelfe 
Is  ful  of  ftriving  and  of  vrretchednefTe. 
O  dronken  man!  disfigured  is  thy  face, 
Sour  is  thy  breth,  foul  art  thou  to  enbrace, 
And  thurgh  thy  dronken  nofe  femeth  the  foun 
As  though  thou  faideft  ay  Sampfoun!  Sampfoun? 
And  yet,  God  wot,  Sampfoun  dronk never  no  wine, f 
Thou  faleft  as  it  were  a  ftiked  fwine  ; 
Thy  tonge.is  loft,  and  all  thin  honeft  cure, 
For  drcnkeneffe  is  veruy  fepulture 
Of  manned  wit  and  his  difcretion. 
In  whom  that  drinke  hath  domination 
He  can  no  confeil  kepe,  it  is  no  drede. 
Now  kepe  you  fro  the  white  and  fro  the  rede, 
And  namely  fro  the  white  wine  of  Lepe, 
That  is  to  fell  in  Filhftrete  and  in  Chepe, 
This  wine  of  Spaigne  crepeth  fubtilly 
In  other  wines  growing  fafte  by, 
Of  which  ther  rifeth  fwiche  fumofitec, 
That  wlum  a  man  hath  drotiken  draughtes  three/ 
And  weneth  that  he  be  at  home  in  Chepe, 
He  is  in  Spaigne,  right  at  the  toun  of  Lepe, 
Not  at  the  Rochell,  ne  at  Burdeux  toun, 
And  thanne  wol  he  fay  Sampfoun  !  Sanlfoun  ! 

But  herkeneth,  Lordings,  o  word,  I  you  prayj 
That  all  the  foveraine  a&es,  dare  I  fay, 
Of  victories  in  the  Olde  Teftament, 
Thurgh  veray  God  that  is  omnipotent, 
Were  don  in  abftinence  and  in  prayere  ; 
Loketh  the  Bible,  and  there  ye  mow  it  lere. 

Loke,  Attila  the  grete  conquerour 
Died  in  his  flepe  with  fliame  and  dilhonour, 
Bleding  ay  at  his  nofe  in  dronkeneffe  : 
A  capitaine  ihulde  live  in  fobrenefie. 

And  over  all  this  avifeth  you  right  wel 
What  was  commanded  unto  Lamucl ; 
Not  Samuel,  but  Lamuel,  fay  I. 
Redeth  the  Bible,  and  find  it  exprefiy 
Of  wine  yeving  to  hem  that  nave  jufticc. 
No  more  of  this,  for  it  may  wel  fuffice. 

And  now  that  I  have  fpoke  ef  glotonie, 
Now  wol  I  you  defenden  hafardrie. 
Hafard  is  veray  moder  of  lefinges, 
And  of  deceite  and  curfed  forfweringes, 
Blafpheming  of  Crift,  manilaughter,  and  waft/alf*. 
Of  catel,  and  of  time  ;  and  forthermo 
It  is  repreve,  and  contrary  of  honour 
For  to  ben  hold  a  commun  hafardour, 
And  ever  the  higher  he  is  of  eftat 
The  more  he  is.  holden  defolat. 
If  that  a  prince  ufeth  hafarderic, 
In  alle  governance  and  policie 
He  is,  as  is  by  commun  opinion, 
Yhold  the  leffc  in  reputation. 

Stilbon,  that  was  a  wife  embafladour, 
Was  fent  to  Corinth  with  fufgret  honour 
Fro  Calidone,  to  maken  hem  alliance  ; 
And  whan  he  came  he  happed  him  par  chance 
That  all  the  gretcft  that  were  of  that  lond 
Yplaying  atte  hazard  he  hem  fond  ; 
For  which,  as  fone  as  that  it  mighte  be, 
He  flak  him  home  agein  to  his  contree, 
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And  fayde  iher,  I  wdl  not  Icfe  my  Yiame, 
Ne  wol  not  take  on  me  fo  gret  defame, 
You  for  to  allie  unto  non  hafafdours  : 
Sendcth  fom  other  wife  embaffaddurs, 
For  by  my  trouthe  me  were  liver  die 
Than  I  you  fiiuld  to  hafardours  allie ; 
For  ye,  that  ben  fo  glorious  in  honours, 
Shal  not  allie  you  to  non  hAfardours, 
As  by  my  wille,  ne  as  by  my  tretee. 
This  wife  philofophre  thus  fayd  he. 

Loke  eke  how  to  the  King  Demetrius 
The  King  of  Parthes,  as  the  book  fayth  us, 
Sent  him  a  pair  of  dis  of  gold  in  fcorne, 
For  he  had  ufed  hafard  therbeforne, 
For  which  he  held  his  glory  and  hisrenouri 
At  no  value  or  reputatioun. 
Lordes  may  finden  other  maner  play 
Honeft  ynough  to  drive  the  day  away. 

Now  wol  I  fpeke  of  othes  falfe  and  grete 
A  word  or  two,  as  olde'bookes  trete. 
Gret  fweringis  a  thing  abhominable, 
And  falfe  fweririg  is  yet  more  reprevable. 
The  highe  God  forbad  fwering  at  al, 
Witneffe  on  Mathew ;  but  in  fpecial 
Of  fwering  fayth  the  holy  Jeremie, 
Thou  Jhalt  fwere  foth  thi"  othes,  and  not  lie* 
Ant1  fwere  in  dome,  and  eke  in  rightwifneffe, 
Eut-idel  fwering  is  a  curfednefle. 

Behold  and  fee  that  in  the  firfte  table 
Of  highe  Goddes  heftes  honourable 
How  that  the  fecond  heft  of  him  i 
Take  not  my  name  in  idle  or  amis. 
Lo,  rather  he  forbedeth  fwiche  fwering 
Than  homicide  or  many  an  other  thing. 
1  fay  that  as  by  ordre  thus  it  ftondeth, 
This  knoweth  he  that  his  heftes  underftondeth 
How  that  the  fecond  heft  of  God  is  that : 
And  furthermore,  I  wol  the  tell  all  plat 
That  vengeance  mal  not  parten  from  his  hous 
That  of  his  othes  is  outrageous. 
By  Goddes  precious  herte,  and  by  his  nailes, 
And  by  the  blood  of  Crift  that  is  in  Hailes, 
Seven  is  my  chance,  and  thin  is  cink  and  treye  : 
By  Goddes  armes  if  thou  falfly  pleye 
This  dagger  fhal  thurghout  thin  herte  go. 
This  fruit  cometh  of  the  bicchel  bones  two, 
Forfwering,  ire,  falfeneffe,  and  homicide. 

Now  for  the  love  of  Crift,  that  for  us  didej 
Leteth  your  othes  bothe  gret  and  fmale. 
But,  Sires,  now  wol  I  tell  you  forth  my  Tale. 

Thife  riotoures  three  of  which  I  tell, 
Long  erft  or  prime  rong  of  any  bell, 
Were  fet  hem  in  a  taverne  for  to  drinkeV 
And  as  they  fat  they  herd  a  belle  clinke 
Beforn  a  corps  was  caried  to  his  grave ; 
That  on  of  hem  gan  callen  to  his1  knave, 
Go  bet,'  quod  he,  and  axe  redily 
"What  corps  is  this  that  paffeth  here  forth  by, 
And  loke  tnat  thou  report  his  name  wel. 

Sire,  quod  this  boy,  it  nedeth  never  a  del; 
It  was  me  told  or  ye  came  here  two  houres ; 
He  was  parde  an  old  felaw  of  youres, 
And  fodenly  he  was  yUain  to-night, 
For  dronke  as  he  fat  on  his  bench  upright ; 
VOL,  I. 


Ther-came  a  privee  theef  men  dcpen  Deth, 
That  in  this  contree  all  the  peple  fleth, 
And  with  his  fpere  he  fmote  his  herte  atwo, 
And  went  his  way  withouten  wordcs  mo> 
He  hath  a  thoufand  flain  this  peililci:ce 5 
And,  maifter,  or  ye  come  in  his  prefence 
Me  thinketh  that  it  were  ful  neceffarie 
For  to  beware  of  fwiche  an  adverfurie  : 
Beth  redy  for  me  to  mete  him  evermore  ; 
Thus  taughte  me  my  dame  ;  I  fay  no  more. 
.   By  Seinte  Marie,  fayd  this  tavernere, 
The  child  fayth  foth,  for  he  hath  {lain  this  yere, 
Hens  over  a  mile,  Within  a  gret.  village, 
Both  man  and  woman,  child,  and  hyne  and  pagej 
1  trowe  his  habitation  be  there  : 
To  ben  avifed  gret  wifdom  it  were 
Or  that  he  did  a  man  a  difhonour. 

Ye,  Goddes  armes,  quod  this  riotour, 
Is  it  fwiche  peril  with  him  for  to  mete  ? 
I  fhal  him  fekeby  ftile  arid  eke  by  ftrete, 
~  make  a  vow  by  Goddes  digne  bones, 
rlerkeneth,  felawes,  we  three  ben  alle  ones ; 
Let  eche  of  us  hold  up  his  hond  to  other, 
And  eche  of  us  becomen  others  brother, 
And  we  wol  flen  this  falfe  traitour  Deth  : 
tie  fhal  be  flain,  he  that  fo  many  fleth, 
By  Goddes  digniteej  or  it  be  night. 

Togeder  han  th'ife  three  hir  trouthes  plight' 
To  live  and  dien  eche  of  hem  for  other, 
As  though  he  were  his  owen  boren  brother. 
And  up  they  ftert  al  dronken  in  this  rage, 
And  forth  they  gon  towards  that  village 
Of  which  the  taverner  had  fpoke  beforn, 
And  many  a  grifly  oth  than  have  they  fworn, 
And  Criftes  bleffed  body  they  to-rent, 
Deth  fhal  be  ded,  if  that  we  may  him  hent. 
Whan  they  han  gon  not  fully  half  a  mile, 
Right  as  they  wold  h3n  troden  over  a  ftilc, 
An  olde  man  and  a  poure  with  hem  rriette  : 
This  olde  man  ful  mekely  hem  grette, 
And  fayde  thus ;  Now,  Lordes,  God  you  fee ! 

The  proudeft  of  thife  riotoures  three 
Anfvveid  agen;  What?  cherl,  with  fcry  grace. 
Why  aft  thou  all  forwrapped  fave  thy  face  ? 
Why  livefl  thou  fo  longe  in  fo  gret  age  ? 
This  olde  man  gan  loke  in  his  vifage, 
And  fayde  thus  ;  For  I  ne  cannot  fhide 
A  man,  though  that  I  walked  into  Inde, 
Neither  in  citee  ne  in  no  village,' 
That  wolde  change  his  youthe  for  min  age; 
And  therefore  mote  1  han  min  age  ftill 
As  longer  time  as  it  is  Goddes  will. 
Ne  Deth,  alas  !  ne  wii  not  han  my  lif  : 
Thus  walke  I  like  a  reftcles  iiitif, 
And  on  he  ground,  v/hich  is  my  modre*  gate, 
I  knocke  with  my  ftaf  erlich  and  late, 
And  fay  to  hire,  Leve  mother,  let  me  in; 
Lo,  howlvanifh,  flefh,  and  blood,  and  fldn.- 
Alas  [  whan  (hul  my  bones  ben  at  refte  ? 
Mother,  with  you.  wold  I  changen  my  chefte, 
That  in  my  chambre  longe  time  hath  be, 
Ye,  for  an  heren  clout  to  \vrap  in  me. 
But  yet  to  me  fhe  wol  not  don  that  grace, 
For  which  ful  pale  and  welked  is  my  faee. 
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But,  Sires,  to  you  it  Is  no  curtefie 
To  fpeke  unto  an  olde  man  vilanie, 
But  he  trefpafe  in  word  or  elles  in  dede. 
In  holy  writ  ye  mbun  yourfelven  rede 
Ageins  an  olde  man  here  upon  his  hede 
Ye  fhuld. arife  :  therefore  I  yeve  you  rede 
Ne  doth  unto  an  olde  man  nen  harm  now, 
No  more  than  that  ye  wold  a  man  did  you 
In  age,  if  that  ye  may  fo  long  abide  ; 
And  God  be  with  you  where  you  go  or  ride  : 
I  mofte  go  thider  as  I  have  to  go. 

Nay,  olde  cherl,  by  God  thou  fhaltnotfo, 
Sayde  this  other  hafardour  anon  ; 
Thou  parteft  not  fo  lightly,  by  Seint  John. 
TIiou  fpake  right  now  of  thilke  traitour  Deth, 
That  in  this  contree  all  our  frendes  fleth ; 
Have  here  my  trouth,  as  thou  art  his  efpie, 
Tell  wher  he  is,  or  thcu  fhalt  it  abie 
By  God  and  by  the  holy  facrement, 
For  fothly  thou  art  on  of  his  affent 
To  flen  us  yonge  folk,  thou  falfe  thefe. 

Now,  Sires,  quod  he,  if  it  be  you  fo  lefe 
To  finden  Deth,  tourne  up  this  croked  way,- 
For  in  that  grove  I  left  him  by  my  fay 
Under  a  tree,  and  ther  he  wol  abide, 
Ne  for  your  boft  he  wol  him  nothing  hide. 
Se  ye  that  oke  ?  right  ther  ye  fhuln  him  find. 
God  fave  you  that  bought  agen  mankind, 
And  you  amende  !  Thus  fayd  this  olde  man. 

And  everich  of  thife  riotoures  ran 
Til  they  came  to  the  tree,  and  ther  they  found 
Of  Floreins  fine  of  gold  ycoined  round 
Wel  nigh  and  eighte  bufhels,  as  hem  thought  J 
No  lenger  than  after  Dethe  they  fought, 
But  eche  of  hem  fo  glad  was  of  the  fight, 
For  that  the  Floreins  ben  fo  faire  and  bright, 
That  doun  they  fette  hem  by  the  precious  hord  : 
The  iverfte  of  hem  he  fpake  the  firfte  word. 

Brethren,  quod  he,  take  kepe  what  I  fhal  fay; 
My  wit  is  gret  though  that  I  bourde  and  play. 
This  trefour  hath  Fortune  unto  us  yeven, 
In  mirth  and  jolitee  our  lif  to  liven, 
And  lightly  asitcometh  fo  wol  we  fpend. 
Ey,  Goddes  precious  dignitee  !  who  wend 
To-day  that  we  fhuld  han  fo  faire  a  grace  ? 
But  might  this  gold  be  caried  fro  this  place 
Home  to  myn  hous,  or  elles  unto  youres, 
{For  wel  I  wote  that  all  this  gold  is  cures) 
Thanne  were  we  in  high  felicitee ; 
But  trewely  by  day  it  may  not  be, 
Men  wolden  fay  that  we  were  theeves  ftrong, 
And  for  our  owen  trefour  don  us  hong. 
This  trefour  muft  ycaried  be  by  night 
As  wifely  and  as  fleighly  as  it  might ; 
Wherfore  I  rede  that  cut  among  us  alle 
We  drawe,  and  let  fee  wher  the  cut  wol  falle ; 
And  he  that  hath  the  cut,  with  herte  blith, 
Shal  rennen  to  the  toun,  and  that  ful  fwith, 
Arid  bring  us  bred  and  win  ful  prively  ; 
And  two  of  us  fhal  kepen  fubtilly 
This  trefour  wel ;  and  if  he  wol  not  tarien, 
Whan  it  is  night  we  wol  this  trefour  carien 
JJy  on  affent  wher  as  us  thinketh  beft. 

That  en  of  hem.  the  cut  brought  in  his  feft, 


And  bad  him  drawe,  and  loke  wher  it  wold"fatte, 

And  it  fell  on  the  yongeft  of  hem  alle, 

And  forth  toward  the  toun  he  went  anon  : 

And  al  fo  fone  as  that  he  was  agon 

That  on  of  hem  fpake  thus  unto  that  other  ; 

Thou  woteft  wel  thou  art  my  fworen  brother, 

Thy  profile  wol  I  tell  the  right  anon. 

Thou  woft  wel  that  ov.r  felaw  is  agon, 

And  here  is  gold,  and  that  ful  gret  plentee, 

That  fhal  departed  ben  among  us  three  ; 

But  natheles,  if  I  can  fhape  it  fo 

That  it  departed  were  among  us  two, 

Had  I  not  don  a  frendes  turn  to  thee  ? 

That  other  anfwerd,  I  n'ot  how  that  may  be  : 
He  wote  wel  that  the  gold  is  with  us  tweye.  . 
What  fhuln  we  don,  what  fhuln  we  to  him  feye  I 
Shal  it  be  confeil  ?  fayde  the  firfte  ihrewe, 
And  I  fhal  tcllen  thee  in  wordes  fewe 
What  we  ftiul  don,  and  bring  it  wel  aboute. 

I  grante,  quod  that  other,  out  of  doute, 
That  by  my  trouth  I  wol  thee  not  bewreie. 

Now,  quod  the  firft,  thou  woft  wel  we  bea 
And  tweie  of  us  fhal  ftrenger  be  than  on.  [tweie, 
Loke,  whan  that  he  is  fet  thou  right  anon 
Arife,  as  though  thou  woldeft  with  him  play, 
And  I  fhal  rive  him  thurgh  the  fides  tway 
While  that  thou  ftrogleft  with  him  as  in  game, 
And  with  thy  dagger  loke  thou  do  the  fame  j 
And  than  fhal  this  gold  departed  be,     ' 
My  dere  frend  !  betwixen  thee  and  me  ; 
Than  moun  we  bothe  our  luftes  al  fulfille, 
And  play  'at  dis  right  at  our  owen  wille.  . 
And  thus  accorded  ben  thife  fhrewes  tweye 
To  flen  the  thridde,  as  ye  han  herde  me  feye. 

This  yongeft,  which  that  wente  to  the  toun, 
Ful  oft  in  herte  he  rolleth  up  and  doun 
The  beautee  of  thife  Floreins  new  and  bright> 
O  Lord  !  quod  he,  if  fo  were  that  I  might 
Have  all  this  trefour  to  myfelf  alone, 
Ther  n'is  no  man  that  liveth  under  the  trone 
Of  God  that  fhulde  live  fo  mery  as  I. 
And  at  the  laft  the  fend  our  enemy 
Putte  in  his  thought  that  he  fhuld  poifon  beye,. 
With  which  he  mighte  flen  his  felaws  tweye  ; 
For  why  ?  the  fend  fond  him  in  fwiche  living 
That  he  had  leve  to  forwe  him  to  bring  ; 
For  this  was  outrely  his  ful  entente, 
To  flen  hem  both  and  never  to  repente. 
And  forth  he  goth,  no  lenger  wold  he  tary, 
Into  the  toun  unto  a  potecary, 
And  praied  him  that  he  wolde  fell 
Some  poifon,  that  he  might  his  ratouns  quell  ; 
And  eke  ther  was  a  polkat  in  his  hawe 
That,  as  he  fayd,  his  capons  had  yflaw,e  ; 
And  fayn  he  wolde  him  wreken,  if  he  might, 
Of  vermine  that  deftroied  hem  by  night. 

The  potecary  anfwerd,  Thou  fhalt  havc^ 
A  thing,  as  wifiy  God  my  foule  fave, 
In  all  this  world  ther  n'is  no  creature 
That  etc  or  dronke  hath  of  this  confe&ure, 
Not  but  the  mountance  of  a  come  of  whete, 
That  he  ne  fhal  his  lif  anon  forlete, 
Ye,  fterve  he  fhal,  and  that  in  lefle  while 
Than  thou  wolt  gon  a  pas  not  but  a  mile  \ 
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This  poifon  is  fo  ftrong  and  violent. 

This  curfed  man  hath  in  his  hond  yhent 
This  poifon  in  a  box,  and  fwithe  he  ran 
Into  the  nexte  ftrete  unto  a  man, 
And  borwed  of  him  large  botelles  three, 
And  in  the  two  the  poifcn  poured  he  ; 
,The  thridde  he  kepte  clene  for  his  drinkej 
For  all  the  night  he  Ihope  him  for  to  fwinkc 
Jn  carying  of  the  gold  out  of  that  place. 

And  whan  this  riotour  with  fory  grace 
Hath  filled  with  win  his  grete  bottelles  three 
To  his  felawes  agen  repaireth  he. 

What  nedeth  it  thereof  to  fermon  more  ? 
For  right  as  they  had  caft  his  deth  before, 
Right  fo  they  ban  him  flain,  and  that  anon. 
And  whan  that  this  was  don,  thusfpake  that  on; 
Now  let  us  fit  and  drinke,  and  make  us  mery. 
And  afterward  we  wiln  his  Sody  bery. 
And  with  that  word  it  happed  him  far  cat 
To  take  the  botelle  ther  the  poifon  was, 
And  dronke,  and  yave  his  felaw  drinke  alfo, 
For  which  anon  they  ftorven  bothe  two. 

But  certes  I  fuppofe  that  Avicenne 
Wrote  never  in  no  canon  ne  in  no  fenne 
Mo  wonder  figries  of  empoifoning 
Than  had  thife  wretches  two  or  hir  ending. 
Thus  ended  ben  thife  homicides  two^ 
And  eke  the  falfe  empoifoner  alfo. 

O  curfedneffe  of  all  curfedneffe  ; 
O  traftours  homicide  !  o  wickedneffe  ! 

0  glotonie,  luxurie,  and  hafardrie  ! 
Thou  blafphemour  of  Crift  with  vilanie 
And  othes  grete  of  ufagc  and  of  pride ! 
Alas  !  mankinde,  how  may  it  betide 

That  to  thy  Creatour,  which  that  thee  wrought, 
And  with  his  precious  herte-blood  thee  bought, 
Thou  art  fo  falfe  and  fo  unkind  ?  alas  ! 

Now,  good  men,  God  fory  eve  you  your  trefpas, 
And  ware  you  fro  the  finne  of  avarice, 
Min  holy  pardon  may  you  all  warice, 
So  that  ye  offre  nobles  or  ftarlinges, 
Or  elles  filver  brdches,  fpones,  ringes. 
Boweth  your  hed  under  this  holy  bulle. 
Cometh  up,  ye  wives,  and  bffreth  of  your  wolle  ; 
Your  names  I  entre  here  in  my  roll  anon  ; 
Into  the  bliffe  of  heven  fhul  ye  gon  : 

1  you  affoile  by  min  high  powere. 

You  that  wiln  offre,  as  clene  and  eke  as  clere 
As  ye  were  borne.     Lo,  Sires,  thus  I  preche; 
And  Jefu  Crift,  that  is  our  foules  leche, 
So  graunte  you  his  pardon  to  receive, 
For.  that  is  heft,  I  wol  you  not  deceive. 


But,  Sires,  o  word  forgate  I  in  my  Tale ; 
I  have  relikes  and  pardon  in  my  male 
As  faire  as  any  man  in  Engelond, 
Which  were  me  yeven  by  the  Popes  Jiond. 
If  any  of  you  wol  of  devotion 
CUTren,  and  han  my  abfolution, 
Cometh  forth  anon,  and  kneleth  here  adoun, 
And  mekely  receiveth  my  pardoun  ; 
Or  elles  taketh  pardon  as  ye  wende, 
Al  new  and  frelhe  at  every  tounes  ende, 
So  that  ye  offren  alway  newe  and  newe 
Nobles  or  pens  which  that  ben  good  and  trewe» 
It  is  an  honour  to  everjch  that  is  here 
That  ye  moun  have  a  faffifant  Pardonere 
To  aflbilen  you  in  contree  as  ye  ride 
For  aventures  which  that  moun  betide. 
Paraventure  ther  may  falle  on  or  two 
Doun  of  his  hors,  and  breke  his  necke  atwb. 
Loke,  which  a  feurtee  is  it  to  you  alle 
That  I  am  in  your  felawfhip  yfalle, 
That  may  affoile  you  both  more  and  leffe, 
Whan  that  the  fsule  flial  fro  the  body  paffe. 
I  rede  that  our  Hofte  fhal  beginne, 
For  he  is  moft  envoluped  in  finne. 
Come  forthy  Sire  Hofte,  and  offre  firft  anoHj 
And  thou  flialt  kiffe  the  relikes  everich  on, 
Ye  for  a  grote  :  unbokel  anon  thy  purfe. 

Nay,  nay,  quod  he  ;  than  have  I  Criftes  curfe. 
JLet  be,  quod  he  ;  it  lhal  not  be,  fo  the  ich. 
Thou  woldeft  make  me  kiffe  thin  olde  brech, 
And  fwere  it  were  a  relike  of  a  feint, 
Though  it  were  with  thy  foundement  depeint : 
But  by  the  crois  which  that  Seint  Heleine  fond 
I  wolde  I  had  thin  coilons  in  min  hond 
Inftede  of  relikes  or  of  feintuarie. 
Let  cut  hem  of,  I  wol  thee  help  hem  carle : 
They  fhul  be  fhrined  in  an  hogges  tord. 

This  Pardoner  anfwefed  not  a  word ; 
So  wroth  he  was  no  worde  ne  wolde  he  fay. 

Now,  quod  our  Hofte,  I  wol  no  lenger  play 
With  thee,  ne  with  non  other  angry  man. 

But  right  anon  the  worthy  knight  began, 
(Whan  that  he  faw  that  all  the  peple^lough) 
No  more  of  this,  for  it  is  right  ynough. 
Sire  Pardoner,  be  mery  and  glad  of  chere 
And  ye,  Sire  Hofte,  that  ben  to  me  fo  dere, 
I  pray  you  that  ye  kiffe  the  Pardoner ; 
And,  Pardoner,  I  pray  thee  draw  thee  ner, 
And  as  we  diden  let  us  laugh  and  play. 
Anon  they  kiffed,  and  riden  forth  hir  way, 
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OUR.  tia&e  upon  hisftirreps  ftode  anon, 

And  faide,  Good  men,  herkeneth  everich  on, 

This  was  a  thrifty  Tale  for  the  nones. 

Sire  Parish  Preeft,  quod  he,  for  Goddes  tones 

Tell  iw  a  Taje,  as  was  thy  forward  yor* ; 

I  fee  wel  that  ye  ierned  men  in  lere 

Can  mochel  good,  by  Goddes  dignite«. 

The  Perfon  him  anfwerd,  Beneditite  ! 
What  eileth  the  man  fo  finfully  to  fwere  ? 

Our  Hofte  anfwerd,  O  Jankin  !  be  ye  there  ? 
.Now  good  men,  quod  our  Hofte,  herkneth  ta  me  ? 
I  fmell  a  Lolier  in  the  wind,  quod  He : 
Abid^th  for  Goddes  digne  paffion, 
For  we  fhul  han  a  predication  : 


This  Lolier  here  wo!  prcchen  usfomwhat. 

Nay,  by  my  fathers  foule,  that  fhal  he  nat, 
Sayde  the  Shipman  ;  here  fhal  he  nat  preche; 
He  fnal  no  gofptl  glofen  here  ne  teche. 
We  ieveji  all  in  the  gret  God,  quod  he  : 
He  wolde  fowen  fom  difficultee, 
Or  fpringen  cockle  in  our  clene  corne  ; 
And  therefore  Hofte,  I  warne  thee  beforne 
My  joly  body  fhal  a  Tale  telle, 
And  I  fhal  clinken  you  fo  naery  a  belle 
That  I  fhal  wak-en  all  this  compagnie ; 
But  it  fhal  not  ben  of  philofopjiie, 
Ne  of  phyfike,  ne  termes  queir.te  of 
Ther  is  but  litel  Lathi  in  my  mawe. 


THE  SHIPMANNES  TALE. 


A  J4afchant  whilom  dwelled  at  Seint  Benife 

That  riche  was,  for  which  m^n  held  him  wife  : 

A  wi£  be  had  o{  excellent  bcautce, 

And  compaignable  and  revelous  was  fhe, 

Which  is  a  thing  that  veauf.eth  more  d ifpence 

Than  worth  is  all  the  chere  and  reverence 

That  men  hem  don  at  feftes  and  at  dances  :• 

Swiche  fahitations  and  contenances 

Paffen  as  doth  a  fhadwe  upon  the  wal ; 

But  wo  is  him  that  payen  mote  for  all. 

The  fely  hufbond  algate  he  mote  pay, 

He  mote  us  clothe  and  he  mote  us  array 

All  for  hi-  owen  worfhip  richely, 

In  which  array  we  dancen  jolily  : 

And  if  that  he  may  not  paraventure, 

Or  elles  luft  not  fvviche  difpence  endure,-, 

But  thinkcth  it  is  wafted  and  yloft, 

"jf'han  mote  another  payen  for  our  cc-ft, 


Or  lene  us  gold,  and  that  is  perilous. 

This  nob|e  marchant  held  a  worthy  ho»s. 
For  which  hg  had  all  day  fo  gret  repairc 
For  his  largeife,  and  for  his  v/if  \vas  fairc, 
That  wond.e^  is.     Sut  herkeneth  to  my  Talc, 

Amonges  all  thife  geftes  gret  and  fmale 
Ther  was  a  monk,  a  faire  man  and  a  bold, 
I  trow  a  thritty  winter  he  was  old, 
That  ever  in  on  was  drawing  to  that  place. 
This  yonge  monk,  that  was  fo  faire  of  face$ 
Acquainted  was  fo  with  this  goode  man, 
Sithen  that  hire  firfte  knowlege  began, 
That  in  his  hous  as  familier  was  he 
As  it  poffible  is  any  frend  to  be. 
And  for  as  mochel  us  this  goode  man 
And  eke  this  monk  of  which  that  I  bega» 
Were  bothe  two  yborne  in  o  village, 
The  monk  him  claimeth 
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An<l  he  again  him  fayd  not  ones  nay, 
But  was  as  glad  therof  as  foule  of  day, 
For  to'his  herte  it  was  a  gret  plefance. 
Thus  ben  they  knit  with  eterne  alliance, 
And  eche  of  hem  gan  oth^r  for  to  enfure 
Of  brotherhed  while  that  hir  lif  may  dure. 

Free  was  Dan  John,  and  namely  of  difpence, 
As  in  that  hous,  and  ful  of  diligence 
To  don  plefance,  and  alfo  gret  coftage  : 
He  not  forgate  to  yave  the  lefte  page 
In  all  that  hous,  but  after  hir  degree 
He  yave  the  lord  aud  fithen  his  meinee, 
Whan  that  he  came,  fom  maner  honeft  thing, 
For  which  they  were  as  glad  of  his  coming 
As  foule  is  fayn  whan  that  the  fonne  up  rifeth. 
No  more  of  this  as  now,  for  it  fufficeth, 

But  fo  befell  this  marchant  OH  a  d'.iy 
Shopc  him  to  maken  redy  his  array 
Toward  the  toun  of  Brugges  for  to  fare, 
To  by  en  ther  a  portion  of  ware, 
For  which  ha  hath  to  Puris  fent  anon 
A  meffager,  and  praied  hath  Dan  John 
That  he  fhuld  come  to  Seint  Denis,  and  pleie 
With  him  and  with  his  wif  a  day  or  tweie, 
Or  he  to  Brugges  went,  in  all  wife. 

This  noble  monk,  of  which  1  you  devife, 
Hath  of  his  abbot  as  him  lift  lieencej 
(Becaufe  he  was  a  man  of  high  prudence, 
And  eke  an  officer  out  for  to  ride 
To  feen  hir  granges  and  hir  bernes  wide) 
And  unto  Seiut  Denis  he  cometh  anon. 

Who  was  fo  welcome  as  my  Lord  Dan  John, 
Our  dere  coufih,  ful  of  curtefie  ? 
With  him  he  brought  a  jub'be  of  Malvefie, 
And  eke  another  ful  of  fine  Vernage, 
And  volatile,  as  ay  was  his  ufage. 
And  thus  I  let  hem  ete,  and  drinke,  and  pleye, 
This  marchant  and  this  monk,  a  day  or  twcye. 

The  thridde  day  this  marchant  up  arifeth, 
And  on  his  nedes  farlly  him  avifeth, 
And  up  into  his  ccuntonr  hous  goth  he, 
To  reken  with  himfelven,  wel  may  be, 
Of  thilke  yere  how  that  it  with  him  flood, 
And  how  that  he  difpended  had  his  good, 
And  if  that  he  eucrefed  were  or  non. 
His  bookes  and  his  bagges  many  on 
Hs  layeth  beforn  him  ou  his  counting  bord. 
Ful  riche  was  his  trefouf  and  his  herd, 
For  which  ful  fafce  his  countour  dore  he  fact, 
And  eke  he  n'olde  no  man  fhuld  him  let 
Of  his  accountes  for  the  mene  time  ; 
And  thus  he  fit  til  it  was  paffed  prime. 

Dan  John  was  rifen  in  the  morwe  alfo, 
And  in  the  gnrdin  walked  to  and  fro^ 
And  hath  his  thinges  fayd  ful  curteifly. 

This  goode  wif  came  walking  prively 
Into  the  gardin  ther  he  walketh.  foft, 
And  him  falueth,  as  fhc  hath  don  oft  : 
A  maiden  child  came  in  hire  compagnie, 
Which  as  hire  luft  Jhe  may  governe  and  gie, 
For  yet  under  the  yerde  was  the  mcude. 

O  dere  coufin  min  !  Dan  John,  fhe  faide, 
What  aileth  you  fo  rathe  for  to  arife  ? 

Nece,  <ju04  he,  it  ought  ynoujjh  fuffife 


Five  houres  for  to  flepe  upon  a  night,     . 

But  it  were  for  an  olde  appalled  wight, 

As  ben  thife  wedded  men,  that  lie  and  dare. 

As  in  a  fourthe  fitteth  a  wery  hare 

Were  al  forftraught  with  houndes  grqt  and  fmale* 

But,  dere  nece!   why  be  ye  To  pale  ? 

I  trowe  certes  that  bur  goode  man 

Hath  you  laboured  fith  this  night  began, 

That  you  were  nede  to  reften  huftily. 

And  with  that  word  he  lough  ful  merily, 

And  of  his  owen  thought  he  wexe  all  red. 

This  faire  wif  gan  for  to  fhake  hire  hed, 
And  faied  thus ;  Ye,  God  wote  all,  quod  fhe  : 
Nay,  cofm  min,  it  flant  not  fo  with  me  ; 
For  by  that  God  that  yave  me  foule  and  lit' 
In  all  the  rearric  of  Frauhce  is  ther  no  wif 
That  laffe  luft  hath  to  that  fofy  play, 
For  I  may  fnlg  alas  and  wala.  wa 
That  I  was  borne  !  but  to  no  wight  (quod  fhe) 
Dare  I  not  tell  how  that  it  fca'nt  with  me ; 
Wherfore  I  thinke  out  of  this  lond  to  wende", 
Or  elles  of  myfelf  to  make  an  eride'1, 
So  ful  am  I  of  drede  and  eke  of  care. 

This  monk  began  upon  this  wif  to  fta"re', 
And  fayd,  Alas  !  my  nece,  God  forbeds 
That  ye  for  any  fortve  or  any  drede 
Fordo  yourfclf :  but  telleth  me  your  gf efe, 
Paraventufe  I  may  in  your  mifchefe 
Confeile  or  helpe  j  arid  therfore  telleth  roe         ', 
Ail  your  annoy,  for  it  fhal  ben-  fecree  ; 
For  on  my  poftos  here  1  make  an  oth 
That  lieve'r  in  my  lif,  for  lefe  rid  loth, 
Ne  fhal  I  of  no  confeil  you  bewray. 

The  fahie  agen  to  you,  quod  flic,  I  fay. 
By  God  and  by  this  portos  I  you  fwere, 
Though  men  hie  Wolden  all  in  pieces  tere., 
Ne  lhall  I  never,  for  to  goh  to  helle, 
Bewrey  6  word  of  thing  that  ye  me  tell  ^ 
Nought  for  no  cofinage  ne  alliance, 
But  veraily  for  love  and  affiance. 
Thfcs  b'eh  they  fworrie,  and  hereupon  they  kifte1,, 
And  eche  of  hetii  told  ether  what  hem  lift'e. 

Cofm,  quod  fhe,  if  that  I  had  a  fpace, 
As  I  have  noh,  and  namely  in  this  place. 
Than  wold  I  tell  a  legend  of  my  lif, 
What  I  have  fuffred  fi£h  I  Was  a  wif 
With  min  hufbond,  al  be  he  your  cofm. 

Nay,  quod  this  monk,  by  God  and  Seint  Martiii, 
He  n'is  no  more  cofm  unto  me 
Than  is  the  leef  that  hangjeth  on  the  tree  ; 
I  clepe  him  fo,by  Seint  Denis  of  France, 
To  han  the  more  caufe  of  acquaintance 
Of  you,  which  I  have  loved  fpecially 
Aboven  alle  women  fikcrly  ; 
This  fwere  t  you  on  my  profe'ffioun. 
Telleth  your  grefc,  left  that  he  come  adoufi, 
And  hafteth  you,  and  goth  away  anon. 

My  dere  love  !  quod  fhe,  o  my  Dan  John  | 
Ful  lefe  were  me  this  co'nfeil  for  to  hide, 
But  out  it  mote,  I  may  no  lenger  abide. 
Myn  hufbond  is  to  me  the  werfte  man 
That  ever  was  fith  that  the  world  began} 
But  fith  I  arii  a  wif,  it  fit  not  me 
.  To  tellen  no  wight  of  our  pivetec, 
^>          T4  *,;; 
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Neither  in  bed  ne  in  non  other  place  ; 

God  fhilde  I  fhulde  it  tellen  for  his  grace  : 

A  wif  nefhai  iiot  fayn  of  hire  hufbond 

But  all  honour,  as  I  can  underftond ; 

Save  unto  you  thus  moch  I  tellen  fnal  : 

As  helpe  me  God  he  is  nought  worth  at  all, 

In  no  degree  the  value  of  a  J3ie. 

But  yet  me  greveth  moft  his  nigardie  : 

And  wel  ye  wot  that  women  naturally 

Defirer,  thinges  fixe  as  well  as  I ; 

They  wolden  that  hir  hufbondes  fhulden  be 

Hardy,  and  wife,  and  riche,  and  therto  free, 

And  buxome  to  his  wif,  and  freih  a-bedde. 

But  by  that  ilke  Lord  that  for  us  bledde, 

For  his  honour  myfelven  for  to  array, 

A  Sonday  next  I  mufte  nedes  pay 

An  hundred  franks,  or  elles  am  I  lorne  ; 

Yet  were  me  lever  that  I  were  unborne 

Than  were  don  a  fclandre  or  vilanie. 

And  if  min  hufbond  eke  might  it  efpie 

I  n'ere  but  loft ;  and  therfore  I  you  prey 

Lene  me  this  fumme,  or  elles  mote  I  dey  : 

Dan  John,  I  fay,  lene  me  this  hundred  frankes  j 

Parde  I  wol  not  faille  you  my  thankes, 

If  that  you  lift  to  do  that  I  you  pray  ; 

For  tit  a  certain  day  I  wol  you  pay, 

And  do  to  you  what  plefance  and  fervice 

That  I  may  don,  right  as  you  lift  dcvife ; 

And  but  I  do  God  take  on  me  vengeance  *,r , 

As  foul  as  ever  had  Genelon  of  France. 

Thisgentil  monk  anfwered  in  thismanere ; 
Nowtrewdy,  min  owen  lady  dere  ! 
I  have  (quod  he)  on  yon  fo  grete  a  routhe^ 
That  I  you  fwere,  and  plighte  you  my  trouthe, 
That  whan  your  hufboiid  js  to  Flandres  fare 
I  Yv'ol  deliver  you  out  of  this  care, 
For  I  wol  bringen  you  an  hundred  frankes. 
And  with  that  word  he  caught  her  by  the  flankes, 
And  hire  embraced  hard,  and  kifte  hire  oft. 
Goth  now  ypur  way,  quod  he,  al  ilille  and  foft, 
And  let  us  dine  as  fone  as  that  ye  may, 
For  by  my  kalender  it  is  prime  of  day  : 
Goth  now,  and  beth  as  trewe  as  I  flial  be. 

Nowelle's  God  fcrbede,  Sire,  quod  fhe. 
And  forth  flic  goth  as  joly  as  a  pie, 
And  bad  the  cokes  that  they  fhuld  hem  hie, 
S,o  that  men  mighten  dine,  and  that  anon. 
Up  to  hire  hufbond  is  this  wif  ygon, 
And  knocketh  at  his  countour  holdely. 
Qui  eft  la  t  qupd  he;  Peter,  it  am  I, 
Quod  flie.  What,  Sire,  how  longe  wol  ye  fait? 
How  longe  time  wol  ye  reken  and  caft 
Your  fummes,  and  your  bookes,  and  your  thinges  ? 
The  devil  have  part  of  all  fwiche  rekeninges  !~ 
Ye  han  ynotigh  parde  of  Goddes  foncle. 
Come  doun  to-day,  and  let  your  bages  ftonde. 
Ne  be  ye  not  afhamed  that  Dan  John 
Shal  fafting  all  this  day  elepge  gon  ? 
What !  let  us  here  a  maffe^  and  go  we  dine. 

Wif,  quod  this  man,  litel  canft  thou  divine 
The  curious  befmeffe  that  we  have ; 
For  of  us  chapmen,  all  fo  Go  J  me  fave, 
And  by  that  lord  that  cleped  is  Seint  Ive, 
ScarCy  amorces"  twenty  ten  fnul  thrive 
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^ 

Continuelly,  lafting  unto  oxire  age. 
We  moun  wel  maken  chere  zr,<\  good  vifage^ 
And  driven  forth  the  world  as  it  may  be, 
And  kepen  oure  eftat  in  privetee 
Til  we  be  ded,  or  elles  that  we  play 
A  pilgrimage,  or  gon  out  of  the  way  : 
And  therfore  have  I  gret  neceflitee 
Upon  this  queinte  world  to  avifen  me  ; 
For  evermore  mote  we  ftond  in  drede 
Of  hap  and  fortune  in  our  chapmajihede. 

To  Flanders  wol-I  go  to-morwe  at  day, 
And  come  agein  as  fone  as  ever  I  may, 
For  which,  my  dere  wif !  I  thee  befeke 
As  be  to  every  wight  buxom  and  meke, 
And  for  to  kepe  our  good  be  curious, 
And  honeftly  governe  wel  our  hous. 
Thou  haft  ynough  in  every  maner  wife 
That  to  a  thrifty  houfhold  may  fuffice. 
Thee  lackcth  non  array  ne  no  vitaille  ; 
Of  filver  in  thy  purfe  malt  thou  not  faille. 
And  with  that  word  his  countour  dore  he  fhettc. 
And  dour,  he  goth ;  no  lenger  wold  he  lette  ; 
And  haftily  a  maffe  was  tlier  faide, 
And  fpedily  the  tables  were  ylaide, 
And  to  the  diner  fafte  they  hem  fpedde, 
And  richely  this  monk  the  chapman  fedde. 

And  after  diner  Dan  John  fobreiy 
This  chapman  toke  apart,  and  prively 
He  faidhim  thus  ;  Cofm,  it  ftondeth  fo 
'That  wel  I  fee  to  Brugges  ye  wol  go  ; 
iGod  and  Seint  Auftin  ipede  you  andgide! 
I  pray  you,  cofin,  wifely  that  ye  ride  ; 
Governeth  you  alfo  of  your  diete 
Attemprely,  and  namely  in  this  hcte. 
Betwix  us  two  nedeth  no  ftrange  fare  : 
1  Farewel,  cofin,  God  fhilde  you  fro  care  ! 
If  any  thing  ther  be  by  day  or  night, 
If  it  lie  in  my  power  and  my  might, 
That  ye  me  Wol  command  in  any  wife,      « 
It  fhal  be  don  right  as  ye  wol  devii'e. 

But  o  thing  or  yc  go,  if  it  may  be  ; 
I  wolde  prayen  you  for  to  lene  me 
An  hundred  frankes  for  a  weke  or  tweye, 
For  certain  beftes  that  1  mufte  beye, 
To  ftoren  with  a  place  that  is  oures, 
(God  help  me  fo  I  wold  that  it  were  yourcs) 
I  dial  not  faille  furely  of  my  day, 
Not  for  a  tlaoufand  frankes,  a  mile  way. 
But  let  this  thing  be  fecree^  I  you  preye ; 
For  yet  to-night  thife  beftes  mete  I  beye. 
And  fare  now  wel,  min  owen  cofin  dere  ! 
Grand  mercy  of  your  coft  and  of  your  chere. 

This  noble  marchant  gentilly  anon 
Anfwerd  and  laid,  O  cofin  min,  Dan  John  ! 
Now  fikerly  this  is  a  final  requefte  ; 
Aiy  gold  is  youres,  whan  that  it  you  lefte, 
And  not  only  my  gold  but  my  chaffare  : 
Take  what  you  left,  God  fhilde  that  ye  fpare. 
But  o  thing  is,  ye  know  it  wel  ynough 
Of  chapmen  that  hir  money  is  hit  plough  : 
We  moun  creancen  while  we  han  a  name, 
But  goodies  for  to  ben  it  is  no  game. 
Pay  it  agnj  whan  it  lith  in  ytmr  efe  : 
After  myvmight  kil  fayn  w-old  I  y 
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Thife  huftdred  frankes  fet  he  forth  anon, 
And  prively  he  toke  hem  to  Dan  John  : 
No  wight  in  al  this  world  wift  of  this  lone 
Saving  this  marchant  and  Dan  John  alone. 
They  -drinke,  and  fpeke,  and  rome  a  while  and 
Til  that  Dan  John  rideth  to  his  abbeye.        [pleye, 
The  morwe  came,  and  forth  this  marchant  rideth 
To  Flandres  ward  ;  his  prentis  wel  him  gideth 
Til  he  came  in  to  Brugges  merily. 
Now  goth  this  marchant  fafte  and  befily 
About  his  nede,  and  bieth,  and  cjreanceth ; 
He  neither  playeth  at  the  dis  ne  danceth, 
But  as  a  marchant,  fhortly  for  to  tell, 
.  JHe  ledeth  his  lif ;  and  ther  I  let  him  dwelL 

The  Sonday  next  the  marchant  was  agon 
To  Sdnt  Denis  yeomen  is  Dan  John, 
With  croune  and  berde  all  freih  and  newe  yfhave. 
In  all  the  hous  ther  n'as  fo  litel  a  knave, 
,Ne  no  wight  elles,  that  he  n'as  ful  fain 
For  that  my  Lord  Dan  John  was  come  again. 
And  fhortly  to  the  point  right  for  to  gon, 
This  faire  wif  accordeth  with  Dan  John 
That  for  thife  hundred  frankes  he  fhuld  all  night 
Haven  hire  in  his  armes  bolt  upright : 
And  this  accord  parformed  was  in  dede. 
In  mirth  all  night  a  befy  lif  they  lede 
Til  it  was  day,  that  Dan  John  yede  his  way, 
And  bad  the  meinie  farewe],have  good  day  : 
For  non  of  hem,  ne  no  wight  in  the  toun, 
Hath  of  Dan  John  right  non  fufpe&ioun  : 
And  forth  he  rideth  home  to  his  abbey, 
Or  wher  him  lifte ;  no  more  of  him  I  fey. 

This  marchant,  whan  that  ended  was  the  faire, 
To  Seuit  Denis  he  gan  for  to  repaire, 
And  with  his  wif  he  maketh  fefle  and  chere, 
And  telleth  hfre  that  chaffare  is  fo  dere 
That  nedes  mufte  he  make  a  chevifance 
For  he  was  bonde  m  a  recognifance 
To  payen  twenty  thoufand  iheldes  anon  : 
Fixr  which  this  marchant  is  to  Paris  gon 
To  borwe  of  certain  frendes  that  he  hadde 
A  certain  frankes,  and  fom  with  him  he  ladde. 
And  whan  that  he  was  come  in  to  the  toun, 
For  gret  chiertee  and  gret  affe&ioun 
Unto  Dan  John  he  goth  him  firft  to  pleye, 
Not  for  to  axe  or  borwe  of  him  moneye, 
But  for  to  wete  and  feen  of  his  welfare, 
And  for  to  tellen  him  of  his  chaffare, 
.As  frendes  don  whan  they  ben  mette  in  fere. 

Dan  John  him  maketh  fefte  and  mery  chere, 
And  he  him  tolde  agen  ful  fpecially 
How  he  had  wel  ybought  and  gracioufly 
(Thanked  be  God)  all  hole  his  marchandife. 
Save  that  he  muft  in  alle  man  ere  wife 
Maken  a  chevifance,  as  for  his  belle, 
And  than  he  fhulde  ben  in  joye  and  refte. 
Dan  John  anfwered,  Certes  I  am  fain 
That  ye  in  hole  be  comen  home  again  ; 
And  if  that  I  were  riche,  as  have  I  blifle, 
Of  twenty  thoufand  fheldes  fhuld  ye  not  mifle, 
For  ye  fo  kindely  this  other  day 
Lente  me  gold,  and  as  I  can  and  may 
I  thanke  you,  by  God  and  by  Stint  Jame. 
But  natheles  I  toke  unto  our  da,me, 


Your  wif,  at  home,  the  fame  gold  again 
Upon  your  benche;  fhe  wote  it  wel  certain, 
By  certain  tokenes  that  I  can  hire  tell. 
Now  by  yeur  lave  I  may  no  lenger  dwell ; 
Our  abbot  wol  out  of  this  toun  anon, 
And  in  his  compagnie  I  mufte  gon. 
Grete  w*J.  our  dame,  min  owen  nece  fwete  ! 
And  farewel,  dere  cofm  !  til  we  mete. 

This  marchant,  which  that  was  ful  ware  and 
Creanced  hath,  and  paide  eke  in  Paris  [wife, 

To  certain  Lumbardes,  redy  in  hir  hond, 
The  fumme  of  gold,  and  gate  of  hem  his  bond, 
And  home  he  goth  mery  as  a  popingay, 
For  wel  he  knew  he  ftood  in  fwiche  array 
That  nedes  mufte  he  winne  in  that  viage 
A  thoufand  frankes  above  all  his  coftage. 

His  wif  ful  redy  mette  him  at  the  gate, 
As  Ihe  was  wont  of  old  ufage  algate ; 
And  all  that  night  in  mirthe  they  ben  fette, 
For  he  was  riche,  and  clerely  out  of  dette. 
Whan  it  was  day,  this  marchant  gan  embrace 
His  wif  all  newe,  and  kifte  hire  in  hire  face, 
And  up  he  goth,  and  maketh  it  ful  tough. 
No  more,  quod  fhe  ;  by  God  ye  have  ynough  } 
And  wantonly  agen  with  him  fhe  plaide, 
Til  at  the  laft  this  marchant  to  hire  faide  : 

By  God,  quod  he,  I  am  a  litel  wrothe 
With  you  my  wif,  although  it  be  me  lothe  ; 
And  wote  ye  why  ?  by  God,  as  that  I  gefTe 
That  ye  han  made  a  manere  ftrangeneffe 
Betwixen  me  and  my  cofm  Dan  John. 
Ye  fhuld  have  warned  me  or  I  had  gon 
That  he  you  had  an  hundred  frankes  paide 
By  redy  token,  and  held  him  evil  apaide 
For  that  I  to  him  fpake  of  chevifance  « 
(Me  femed  fo  as  by  his  contenance) 
Bat  natheles,  by  God  our  heven  king 
I  thoughte  not  to  axe  of  him  no  thing. 
I  pray  thee,  wif,  ne  do  thou  no  more  fo  : 
Tell  me  ahvay,  er  that  I  fro  thee  go. 
If  anyMettour  hath  in  min  abfence 
Ypaid  thee,  left  thurgh  thy  negligence 
I  might  him  axe  a  thing  that  he  hath  paide. 

This  wif  was  not  afcrde  ne  affraide, 
But  boldely  fhe  faid,  and  that  anon, 
Mary !   I  defie  that  falfe  monk  Dan  John  ; 
I  kepe  not  of  his  tokenes  never  a  del  : 
He  toke  me  certain  gold,  I  wote  it  wel. 
What !  evil  thedome  on  his  monkes  fnoute ; 
For  God  it  wot  I  wend  withouten  doute 
That  he  had  yeve  it  me  becaufe  of  you, 
To  don  therwith  min  honour  and  my  prow- 
For  eofinage  and  eke  for  be'.lt  chare 
That  he  hath  had  ful  often  times  here  : 
But  fith  I  fee  I  ftonde  in  fwiche  disjoint 
I  wol  anfwere  you  fhortiy  to  the  point.  ) 

Ye  have  mo  flakke  dettours  than  am  1 5 
For  I  wol  pay  you  wel  and  redily 
Fro  day  to  day ;  and  if  fo  be  I  faille, 
I  am  your  wif,  fcore  it  upon  my  taile, 
And  I  flial  pay  as  fone  as  ever  I  may  ; 
For  by  my  trotith  I  have  on  min  array, 
And  not  in  wafce,  beftowed  it  every  4U ' 
And  for  I  have  beftowed  it  fo  wei 
W  iijj 
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For  your  honour,  for  Godcles  fake  I  fay 
As  beth  not  wrothe,  but  let  us  laugh  and  play 
Yc  fiial  my  joly  body  han  to  wedde  ; 
By  God  I  n'ill  not  pay  you  but  a-bedde  : 
JF  ryeve  it  me,  miu  owen  fpoufe  dere ! 
Turne  hitherward,  and  maketh  better  chere. 

This'marchant  law  thcr  was  no  remedy, 
And  for  to  chide  it  n'cre  but  afoly, 


Sith  that  the  thing  may  not  amended  be. 
Now  wif,  he  faid,  and  I  foryeve  it  thee  ; 
But  by  thy  lif  be  ne  no  more  fo  large  ; 
fCepe  bet  my  good ;  this  yeve  I  thee  in  charge. 
Thus  endeth  now  my  Tale,  and  God  us  fcnde 
Taling  ynougL  ont»  our  lives  ende, 
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A^EL  fald,  by  corput  Domini,  quod  our  Hoftej. 
Now  longe  mote  thou  fallen  by  the  cofte^ 
Thou  gentil  maifter,  gentil  marinere. 
God  give  the  monke  a  thoufand  laft  quad  yere, 
A  ha  !  felawes,  beth  ware  of  fwiche  a  jape. 
The  monke  put  in  the  mannes  hode  an  ape, 
And  in  his  wifes  eke,  by  Seint  Auftin. 
Draweth  no  monkes  more  into  your  in. 

But  now  pafle  over,  and  let  us  fetk  aboute* 
Who  (hail  now  teJlen  firft  of  all  this  routs 


Another  Tale,;  and  with  that  word  he  faida 
As  curteifly  as  it  had  been  a  maid  j 

My  Lady  Prioreffe,  by  your  leve, 
So  that  I  wift  I  fhuld  you  not  agreve, 
I  wolde  demen  that  ye  tellen  fliold 
A  Tale  next,  if  fo  were  that  ye  wold. 
Now  wol  ye  vochefauf,  may  Lady  dere  ? 

Gladly,  qu<jd  fhe ;  and  fajde  as  ye  ih,ul  he 


o.-j/?  C 
'-  v'w  ntiri  3lf35  i 


ifrft  roM  Bw. 
-yo  to  bt'i 


THE   PRIORESSES 


O  Lord  our  Lord  !  thy  name  how  merveilloos 
Is  in  this  large  world  yfprad  !  (quod  fhe) 
For  not  al  only  thy  laude  precious 
Parfourmed  is  by  men  of  dignitee, 
But  by  the  mouth  of  children  thy  bountee 
Paricurmed  is,  for  on  the  breft  fouking 
Sometime  lhe.wen  they  thin  herying. 

Wherfore  in  laude,  as  I  can  beft  and  may, 
Of  thee  and  of  the  white  lily  flour 
Which  that  thee  bare,  and  is  a  maide  alway, 
To  tell  a  ftorie  I  will  do  my  labour; 
Not  that  I  may  encrefen  hire  honour, 
For  {he  herfelven  is  honour  and  rote 
Of  bountee, next  hire  fone,  and  foules  bote. 

O  mother  maide  !  o  maide  and  mother  ire ! 
O  bufhe  unbrent !  brenning  in  Moyfes  fight, 
That  ravilhedeft  doun  fro  the  deitee, 


T  A  L  E*. 

'..J29vium.or:.fl«:>'l 
•  Mrt/Kj.ig  ifr./A  J:r«i  iu,J  I  ;  %no\  9'nyl  I 
soosnwsi  at  b*£t*n  ^:tol  aufc  «i  bnA 
Ther  may  no  tongue  exprelfe  in  no  fciencs; 
For  fomtimc,  Lady  !  or  men  pray  to  thee 
Thou  goft  beforn  of  thy  benignitee 
And  geteft  as  rhe  light  of  thy  prayers 
To  giden  us  unto  thy  fone  fo  dere. 

My  conning  is  fo  weke,  o  blisful  Queue  J 
For  to  declare  thy  grete  worthinefle, 
That  I  ne  may.  the  weightenot  fuftene  ; 
But  as  a  child  of  twelf  moneth  old  or  leffe, 
That  can  unnethes  any  word  expreffe, 
Right  fo  fare  I,  and  therefore  I  you  pray 
Gideth  my  fong  that  I  fhal  of  you  fay. 

Ther  was  in  Afie,  in  a  grct  citee, 
Amonges  Criften  folk  a  Jewerie, 
Softened  by  a  lord  of  that  contree, 
For  foule  ufure  and  lucre  of  vilanie 
Hateful  to  Crift  and  to  his  compagnic, 


Thurgh  thin  humblefie,  the  goft  that  in  the  alight     Andthurgh  theftretemen  mighten  rideandwendc  5 
Of  \vhos  vertue,  whan  he  thin  herte  light,  :For  it  was  free,  and  open  at  eyther  ende. 


Conceived  was  the  fathers  fapiencc 
Hdpe  me  to  tell  it  in  thy  reverence. 

Lady  !  thy  bountee,  thy  magnificence, 
T,hy  vertue  and  thy  gret  humilitee, 

*  A  miracle  of  a  Glmftian  child  murdered  by  the  Jews 


A  litel  fcole  of  Criften  folk  ther  flood 
Doun  at  the  ferther  end,  in  which  ther  were 
Children  an  hepe  ccmcn  of  Criften  blood, 
That  lerned  in  that  fcole  yere  by  yere 
Swiche  mancre  doftrine  as  men  ufed  there; 
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This  is  to  fay,  to  fmgen  and  to  rede, 
As  fmale  children  don  in  hir  childhede. 

Among  thife  children  was  a  widewes  fone, 
A  litel  clergion,  fevene  yere  of  age, 
That  day  by  day  to  fcole  was  his  wone, 
And  eke  alib,  wheras  he  fey  the  image 
Of  Criftes  moder,  had  he  in  ufage, 
As  him  was  taught,  to  knele  adoun,  and  fay 
Ave  Marie  as  he  goth  by  the  way. 

Thus  hath  this  widewe  hire  litel  fone  ytaught 
Our  blisful  Lady,  Criftes  mother  dere, 
To  w  or fhip  ay,  and  he  forgate  it  naught, 
For  fely  childe  wol  away  fone  lere. 
But  aye  whan  I  remembre  on  this  matere 
Seint  Nicholas  flant  ever  in  my  prefence, 
For  he  fo  yong  to  Crift  did  reverence, 

This  litel  childe  his  litel  book  lerning, 
As  he  fat  in  the  fcole  at  his  primere, 
He  Alma  Redemptoris  herde  fmg, 
As  children  lered  hir  antiphonere, 
And  as  he  dorft  he  drow  him  nere  and  nere, 
And  herkened  ay  the  words  and  the  note, 
Til  he  the  firfte  vers  coude  al  by  rote. 

Nought  wift  he  what  this  Latin  was  to  fay, 
For  he  fo  yonge  and  tendre  was  of  age ; 
But  on  a  day  his  felaw  gan  he  pray 
To  expounden  him  this  fong  in  his  language, 
Or  telle  him  why  this  fong  was  in  ufage  : 
This  prayde  he  him  to  conftrue  and  declare 
FuJ  "oft  time  upon  his  knees  bare. 

His  felaw,  which  that  elder  was  than  he, 
Anfwered  him  thus  ;  This  fong  I  have  herd  fay, 
Was  maked  of  our  blisful  Lady  fre, 
Hire  to  falue,  and  eke  hire  for  to  prey 
To  ben  our  help  and  focour  whan  we  dey. 
I  can  no  more  expound  in  this  matere  : 
I  lerne  fong  ;  I  can  but  fmal  grammere. 

And  is  this  fong  maked  in  reverence 
Of  Criftes  moder  ?  faid  this  innocent : 
Kow  certes  I  wol  don  my  diligence 
To  conne  it  all  or  Criftemaffe  be  went, 
Though  that  I  for  my  primer  fhal  be  fhent, 
And  fhal  be  beten  thries  in  an  houre. 
I  wol  it  conne  our  Ladie  for  to  honoure. 

His  felaw  taught  him  homeward  prively 
Fro  day  to  day  til  he  coude  it  by  rote, 
And  than  he  fong  it  wel  and  boldely 
Fro  word  to  word  according  with  the  note  : 
Twies  a  day  it  paffed  thurgh  his  throte, 
To  fcoleward  and  homeward  whan  he  wente ; 
OH  Criftes  moder  fet  was  his  entente. 

As  I  have  faid,  thurghout  the  Jewerie 
This  litel  child,  as  he  came  to  and  fro, 
Ful  merily  than  wold  he  fing  and  crie 
0  Alma  Redemptoris  \  ever  mo. 
The  fwetenefie  hath  his  herte  perfed  fo 
Of  Criftes  moder,  that  to  hire  to  pray 
He  cannot  ftint  of  (inging  by  the  way, 

Our  firfte  fo,  the  ferpent  Sathanas, 
That  hath  in  Jewes  herte  his  wafpes  neft, 
Up  fwale  and  faid,  O  Ebraike  peple,  alas  ! 
Is  this  to  you  a  thing  that  is  honeft. 
That  fwiche  a  boy  fhal  walken  as  him  lefte 
In  your  defpit,  and  fing  of  fwiche  fentence^ 
Which  is  again  our  la\ves  reverence  ? 


From  thennesforth  the  Jewes  han  confpired 
This  innocent  oot  of  this  world  to  chace  : 
And  homicide  thereto  han  they  hired, 
That  in  an  aleye  had  a  privee  place, 
And  as  the  child  gan  forthby  for  to  pace 
This  eurfed  Jew  him  hent  and  held  him  faft, 
And  cut  his  throte,  and  in  a  pit  him  caft. 

I  fay  that  in  a  wardrope  tWy  him  threwe 
Wher  as  thife  Jewes  purgen  hir  entraille. 
O  eurfed  folk  !  of  Herodes  alle-newe, 
What  may  your  evil  entente  you  availje  ? 
Mordre  wol  out,  certein  it  wol  not  faille  ; 
And  namely  ther  the  honovr  of  God  lhal  fprede 
The  blood  out  crieth  on  your  eurfed  dede. 

O  martyr  fouded  in  virginitee  ! 
Now  maift  thou  fmge  and  folweh  ever  in  on 
The  white  Lamb  celeftial,  quod  ihe, 
Of  which  the  gret  evangelift  Seint  John 
In  Pathmos  wrote,  which  fayth  that  they  that  gon 
Beforn  this  Lamb,  and  fing  it  fong  al  newe, 
That  never  flefhly  woman  they  ne  knewe. 

This  poure  widewe  awaiteth  al  that  night 
After  hire  litel  childe,  and  he  came  nought, 
For  whidi  as  fone  as  it  was  dayes  light, 
With  face  pale  of  drede  and  befy  thought 
She  hath  at  fcole  and  elles  wher  him  fought, 
Til  finally  fhe  gan  fo  fer  afpie 
That  he  laft  feen  was  in  the  Jewerie. 

With  modres  pitee  in  hire  breft  enclofed 
She  goth,  as  fhe  were  half  out  of  hire  minde, 
To  every  place  wher  fhe  hathfcppofed 
By  likelihed  hire  litel  child  to  finde  ; 
And  ever  on  Criftes  moder  meke  and  kinde 
She  cried,  and  at  the  lafte  thus  file  wrought, 
Among  the  eurfed  Jewes  fhe  him  fought. 

She  freyneth  and  fhe  praieth  pitoufly 
To  every  Jew  that  dwelled  in  thilke  place 
To  telle  hire  of  hire  child  went  ought  forth  by; 
They  fay  den  Nay ;  but  Jefu  of  his  grace 
Yave  in  hire  thought,  within  a  little  fpace. 
That  in  that  place  after  hire  fone  fhe  crid'e 
Ther  he  was  caften  in  a  pit  befide. 

O  grete  God,  that  parformeft  thy  laude 
By  mouth  of  innocentes,  lo  here  thy  might 
This  gem  of  chaftitee,  this  emeraude, 
And  eke  of  martirdome  the  rubie  bright, 
Ther  he  with  throte  ycorven  lay  upright 
He  Alma  Redemptoris  gan  to  finge 
So  loude,  that  all  the  place  gan  to  ringe. 

The  Criftea  folk  that  thurgh  the  ftrete  wente 
In  comen  for  to  wondre  upon  this  thing, 
Anct  haftifly  they  for  the  provoft  fente  : 
He  came  anon  withouten  tarying, 
And  herieth  Crift,  that  is  of  heven  king, 
And  eke  his  moder,  honour  of  mankind, 
And  after  that  the  Jewes  let  he  binde 

This  child  with  pitous  lamentation 
Was  taken  up,  fmging  his  fong  alway, 
And  with  honour  and  gret  proceffion 
They  carien  him  unto  the  next  abbey  : 
His  moder  fwouning  by  the  bere  lay  : 
Unnethes  might  the  peple  that  was  there 
This  newe  Rachel  bringcn  fro  his  bere. 

With  turment  and  with  fhameful  deth  echc  oji  j 
This  provoft  doth  thife  Jewes  for  tp  fierve 
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•That  of  this  moder  wifte,  and  that  anon  : 
He  n'olde  no  fwiche  curfedneffe  obferve  : 
Evil  fhal  he  have  that  evil  wol  deferve  ; 
Therfor  with  wild  hors  he  did  hem  drawe, 
And  after  that  he  heng  hem  by  the  lawe. 

Upon  his  bere  ay  lith  this  innocent 
Beforn  the  auter  while  the  mafic  laft, 
And  after  that  the  abbot  with  his  covent 
Han  fpedde  hem  for  to  berie  him  ful  faft  : 
And  whan  they  holy  water  on  him  caft 
Yet  fpake  thischiid,  whan  fpreint  was  the  holy  water , 
And  fang,       Alma  Redemftoris  Mater  ! 

This  abbot,  which  that  was  an  holy  man, 
As  monkies  ben,  or  elles  ought  to  be, 
This  yonge  child  to  conjure  he  began, 
And  laid ;  O  dere  child  !  I  haffe  thce, 
Jn  vertue  of  the  holy  trinitee, 
Tell  me  what  is  thy  caufe  for  to  Cng, 
Sith  that  thy  throte  is  cut  to  my  feming. 

My  throte  is  cut  unto  my  nekke  bbn, 
Saiae  this  child,  and  as  by  way  of  kinde 
1  fnuld  have  deyd,  ye  longe  time  agon, 
But  Jefu  Crift,  as  ye  in  bookes  finde, 
"Wol  that  this  glory  laft  and  be  in  minde, 
And  for  the  worfhip  of  his  moder  dere. 
•  Yet  may  I  ling  0  Alma  loude  and  clere. 

This  welle  of  mercie,  Criftes  moder  fwete, 
J  loved  alway,  as  after  my  conning  ; 
And  whan  that  I  my  lif  fhulde  forlcte 
To  me  fhe  came,  and  bad  me  for  to  fine 
This  antem  veraily  in  my  dying, 


As  ye  han  herde  ;  and  whan  that  I  had  fonge 
Me  thought  fhe  laid  a  grain  upon  my  tonge. 

Wherfore  I  fing,  and  fmg  I  mote  certain, 
In  honour  of  that  blisful  maiden  free, 
Til  fro  my  tonge  of  taken  is  the  grain. 
And  after  that  thus  faide  fhe  to  me  ; 
My  litel  child,  than  wol  I  fetchen  thee, 
Whan  that  the  grain  is  fro  thy  tongue  ytake  : 
Be  not  agafte,  I  wol  thee  not  forfake. 

This  holy  monk,  this  abbot  him  mene  I, 
His  tonge  put  caught,  and  toke  away  the  grain, 
And  he  yave  up  the  goft  ful  foftely. 
And  whan  this  abbot  had  this  woider  fein 
His  falte  teres  trilled  adoun  as  reyke, 
And  groff  he  fell  al  platte  upon  thd  ground, 
And  ftill  he  lay  as  he  had  ben  yboui^d. 

The  covent  lay  eke  upon  the  pavement 
Weping  and  herying  Criftes  moder  dere ; 
And  after  that  they  rifen,  and  forth  ben  went, 
And  toke  away  this  martir  fro  his^tre, 
And  in  a  tombe  of  marble  ftones  ckrc 
Enclofen  they  his  litel  body  fwete  : 
Ther  he  is  now  God  lene  us  for  to  mete, 

O  young  Hew  of  Lincoln  !  flain  alfo 
With  curfed  Jewes,  as  it  is  notable, 
For  it  n'is  but  a  litel  while  ago, 
Pray  eke  for  us,  we  finful  folk  unftable,    > 
That  of  his  mercie  God  fo  merciable         ]/ 
On  us  his  grete  mercie  multiplie, 
For  reverence  of  his  moder  Marie, 
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\VHAN  {aid  was  this  miracle  every  man 

As  fober  was  that  wonder  was  to  fee, 

Til  that  our  Hofte  to  japen  he  began, 

And  than  at  erft  he  loked  upon  me, 

And  faide  thrs  ;  What  man  art  thou  ?  quod  he  : 

Thou  lokeft  as  thou  woldeft  find  an  hare, 

Tor  ever  upofx  the  ground  I  fee  thee  flare. 

Approche  nere,  and  loke  up  merily. 
Now  ware  you,  Sires,  and  let  this  mail  have  place; 
He  in  the  -\vafte  is  ihapen  as  wel  as  I. 
This  were  a  popet  in  an  arms  to  enbrace 
for  any  woman,  fmal  and  faire  of  face. 


He  femeth  elvifh  by  his  contenance, 
For  unto  no  wight  doth  he  daliance. 

Say  now  fdmwhat,  fin  other  folk  han  faide  ; 
Tell  us  a  Tale  of  mirthe,  and  that  anon. 
Hofte,  quod  I,  ne  be  not  evil  apaide, 
For  other  Tale  certe^  can  I  rion 
But  of  a  rime  I  lerned  yore  agon. 
Ye,  that  is  good,  quod  he ;  we  fhullen  here 
Som  deintee  thing  me  thiiiketh  by  thy  chore. 
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,  Lordinges,  in  good  cntcnt, 
And  1  wol  telyou  vtramant 
Of  mirthe  and  of  folas, 
Al  of  a  knight  was  faire  and  gent 
In  bataille  and  in  turnament, 
His  name  was  Sire  Thopas. 

Yborne  he  was  in  fer  contree, 
Jn  Flandres,  al  beyonde  the  fee, 
At  Popering  in  the  place  : 
His  father  was  a  man  ful  free, 
And  lord  he  was  of  that  contree, 
As  it  was  Goddee  grace. 

Sire  Thopas  was  a  doughty  fwain, 
White  was  his  face  as  paindemaine, 
His  lippes  red  as  rofe  : 
His  rudde  is  like  fcarlet  in  grain^ 
And  I  you  tell  in  good  certain 
He  had  a  fcmely  nofe. 

His  here,  his  berde,  was  like  fafroun, 
That  to  his  girdle  raught  adoun; 
His  flioon  of  Cordewane ; 
Of  Brugges  were  his  hofen  broun  \ 
His  robe  was  of  chekelatoun, 
That  cofte  many  a  Jane. 

*  A  northern  Tale  of  an  outlarsdilh  knight,  purpofely 
uttered  by  Chaucer  in  a  rime  and  ityle  differing  from  the 
reft,  as  though  hehimfclf  were  not  the  authof  but  only 
Vl>c  reporter  oi  the  other  Talcs,  Urry. 


He  coude  hunt  at  the  wilde  dcre, 
And  ride  on  hauking  for  the  rivere 
With  grey  gofhauk  on  honde ; 
Therto  he  was  a  good  archere  : 
Of  wraftling  was  ther  non  his  pere 
Ther  ony  ram  ftiuld  ftonde. 

Ful  many  a  maide  bright  in  hour  • 
They  mourned  for  him  par  amour 
Whan  hem  were  bet  to  flepe  ; 
But  he  was  chafte  and  no  lechour, 
And  fwete  as  is  the  bramble  flour 
That  bereth  the  red  hepe. 

And  fo  it  fell  upon  a  day, 
Forfoth,  as  I  you  tellen  may, 
Sire  Thopas  wold  out  ride ; 
He  worth  upon  his  ftede  gray, 
And  in  his  hond  a  launcegay, 
A  long  fwerd  by  his  fide. 

He  priketh  thurgh  a  faire  foreft, 
Therm  is  many  a  wjlde  beft, 
Ye  both  buck  and  hare  ; 
And  as  he  pricked  north  and  eft, 
I  telle  it  you,  him  had  almefte 
Betidde  a  fory  care, 
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Ther  fpringen  herbes  gretc  and  fmale, 
.^The  licorifc  and  the  fetewale, 
And  many  a  clone  gilofre, 
And  notemuge  to  put  in  ale, 
Whether  it  be  moift  or  ftaie, 
Or  for  to  lain  in  cofre. 

The  briddes  fingen,  it  is  no  nay, 
The  fperhauk  and  the  popingay, 
That  joye  it  was  to  here, 
The  throftel  cok  made  eke  hia  lay, 
The  wode  dove  upon  the  fpray 
He  fang  ful  loude  and  clcre. 

Sire  Thopas  fell  in  love-longing 
Al  whan  he  herd  the  throftel  ling, 
And  priked  as  he  were  wood ; 
His  faire  ftede  in  his  priking 
So  fwatte  that  men  might  him  wringf, 
His  fides  were  al  blood. 

Sire  Thopas  eke  fo  wery  was 
For  priking  on  the  fofte  gras, 
So  fiers  was  his  corage, 
That  doun  he  laid  him  in  that  place 
'  To  maken  his  ftede  fom  folace, 
And  yaf  him  good  forage. 

A,  Seinte  Mary,  benedicite  ! 
What  aileth  this  Love  at  me 
To  binde  me  fo  fore  ? 
Me  dremed  all  this  night  parde 
An  elf  quene  fhal  my  lemman  be, 
And  flepe  under  my  gore. 

An  elf  quene  wol  I  love  ywis, 
For  in  this  world  no  woman  is 
Worthy  to  be  my  make  in  toun— — — 
All  other  women  I  forfake, 
And  to  an  elf  quene  I  me  take 
By  dale  and  eke  by  doun. 

Into  his  fadel  he  clombe  anon, 
And  priked  over  ftile  and  fton 
An  elf  quene  for  to  efpie, 
Til  he  fo  long  had  riden  and  gone 
That  he  fond  in  a  privee  wone 
The  contree  of  Faerie. 

Wherin  he  foughte  north  and  fouth,    - 
And  oft  he  fpied  with  his  mouth 
In  many  a  foreft  wilde, 
For  in  that  contree  n'as  ther  non 
That  to  him  dor  ft  ride  or  gon, 
Neither  wif  ne  childe. 

Til  that  ther  came  a  grtt  geaunt, 
His  name  was  Sire  Oliphaunt, 
A  perilous  men  of  dede  ; 
He  fayde,  Child,  by  Termagaunt 
But  if  thou  prike  out  of  myn  haunt 

Anon  I  flee  thy  fteed  with  mace • 

Here  is  the  Quene  of  Faerie, 

With  harpe,  and  pipe,  and  fim phonic, 

Dwelling  in  this  place. 

The  child  fayd,  Al  fo  mote  I  the 
To  morwe  wol  I  meten  thee, 
Whan  I  have  min  armoure, 
And  yet  I  hope  per  ma.  fay 
That  theu  fhalt  with  this  launccgay 
Abien  it  fu}  foure  :  thy  mawe 
Shal  I  perce,  if  I  may, 
Or  it  be  fully  prime  of  the  day, 
Tor  here  thou  flaalt  be 


Sire  Thopas  drew  abak  ful  faft  } 
This  geaunt  at  him  (tones  caft 
Out  of  a  fel  ftaffe  fling : 
But  faire  efcaped  child  Thopas, 
And  all  it  was  thurgh  Goddes  grace, 
And  thurgh  his  faire  bering. 

Yet  lifteneth,  Lordings,  to  my  Tale, 
Merier  than  the  nightingale, 
For  now  I  wol  you  roune 
How  Sire  Thopas  with  fides  finale, 
Priking  over  hill  and  dale, 
Is  comen  agein  to  tcune. 

His  mery  men  commandeth  he 
To  maken  him  bothe  game  and  glf, 
For  nedes  muft  he  fighte 
With  a  geaunt  with  hedes  three 
For  paramour  and  jolitee 
Of  on  that  fhone  ful  brighte. 

Do  come,  he  fayd,  my  mineftrale» 
And  geftours  for  to  tellen  tales 
Anon  in  min  arming, 
Of  romaunces  that  ben  reales, 
Of  popes  and  of  cardinales, 
And  eke  of  love-longing. 

They  fet  him  firft  the  fwete  win, 
And  mede  eke  in  a  mafelin 
And  real  fpicerie, 
Of  ginger -bred  that  was  ful  fin, 
And  licoris  and  eke  comin, 
With  fugar  that  is  trie. 

He  didde  next  his  white  lere 
Of  cloth  of  lake  fin  and  clere 
A  breche  and  eke  a  fherte, 
And  next  his  fhert  an  haketon, 
And  over  that  an  habergeon 
For  percing  of  his  herte ; 

And  over  that  a  fin  hauberk 
Was  all  ywrought  of  Jewes  werk, 
Ful  ftrong  it  was  of  plate, 
And  over  that  his  cote-armoure, 
As  white  as  is  the  lily  floure, 
In  which  he  wold  debate. 

His  fteld  was  all  of  gold  fo  red, 
And  therin  was  a  bores  hed, 
A  charboucle  befide  ; 
And  ther  he  fwore  oa  ale  and  bred 
How  that  the  geaunt  fhuld  be  ded, 
Betide  what  fo  betide. 

His  jambuix  were  of  cuirbouly, 
His  fwerdes  fheth  of  ivory, 
His  helme  of  latoun  bright, 
His  fadel  was  of  rewel  bone, 
His  bridel  as  the  fonne  fhone, 
Or  as  the  mone  light. 

His  fpere  was  of  fin  cypres, 
That  bodeth  werre  and  nothing  pers, 
The  hed  ful  {harpe  yground  : 
His  ftede  was  all  dapple  gray, 
It  goth  an  aumble  in  the  way 
Ful  foftely  and  round  in  londe— — 
Lo,  Lordes  min,  here  is  a  fit, 
If  ye  \vol  ony  more  of  it 
To  telje  it  wol  I  fond. 

Now  hold  your  mouth  four  cbaritts 
Bothe  knight  and  lady  ire, 
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And  herkcneth  to  my  fpell ; 
Of  bataille  and  of  chevalrie, 
Of  ladies  love  and  druerie, 
Anon  I  wol  you  tell. 

Men  fpeken  of  romaunces  of  pris, 
Of  Hornchild  and  of  Ipotis, 
Of  Bevis  and  Sire  Guy, 
Of  Sire  Libeux  and  Pleindamour, 
But  Sire  Thopas  he  bereth  the  flour 
Of  real  chevalrie. 

His  goodeftede  he  al  beftrode, 
And  forth  upon  his  way  he  glode 


As  fparcle  out  of  bronde ; 
Upon  hfs  creft  he  bare  a  tour, 
And  therin  ftiked  a  lily  flour ; 
God  fhilde  his  corps  fro  fhonde ! 

And  for  he  was  a  knight  auntrous- 
He  n'olde  flepen  in  non  hous, 
But  liggen  in  his  hood ; 
His  bright  helm  was  his  wanger, 
And  by  him  baited  his  daftrer 
Of  herbes  fin  and  good. 

Himfelf  drank  water  of  the  well, 
As  did  the  knight  Sire  Percivel 
So  worthy  under  wede, 
Til  on  a  day-= 
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No  more  of  this  for  Goddes  dignitee, 

Quod  our  Hofte,  for  thou  makeft  me 

So  wery  of  thy  veray  lewedneffe, 

.That  al  fo  wifly  God  my  fouie  bleffe 

Min  eres  aken  of  thy  drafty  fpeche. 

Now  fwiche  a  rime  the  devil  I  beteche ; 

This  may  wel  be  rime  dogerel,  quod  he. 

I     Why  fo  ?  quod  I ;  why  wolt  thou  letten  me 

More  of  my  Tale  than  an  other  man, 

Sin  that  it  is  the  befte  rime  I  can  ? 

By  God,  quod  he,  for  plainly  at  o  word 
Thy  drafty  riming  is  not  worth  a  tord  : 
.Thou  doft  nought  elles  but  difpendeft  time. 
.Sire,  at  o  word  thou  {halt  no  lenger  rime. 
,-Let  fee  wher  thou  canft  tellen  ought  in  gefte, 
Or  tellen  in  profe  fomwhat  at  the  lefte 
;:In  which  ther  be  fom  mirthe  or  Tom  doctrine. 
•.     Gladly,  quod  I ;  by  Goddes  fwete  pine 
I  wol  you  tell  a  litel  thing  in  profe 
That  oughte  liken  you,  as  I  fuppofe, 
.Or  elles  certes  ye  be  to  dangerous. 
It  is  a  moral  Tale  vertuous, 
,A1  be  it  told  fomtime  in  fondry  wife 
•  Of  fondry  fplk,  as  I  ihal  you  devife. 


As  thus ;  ye  wot  that  every  evangelift 
That  telleth  us  the  peine  of  Jefu  Crift 
Ne  faith  not  alle  thing  as  his  felaw  doth ; 
But  natheles  hir  fentence  is  al  foth, 
And  alle  accorden  as  in  hir  fentence, 
Albe  ther  in  hir  telling  difference  ; 
For  fom  of  hem  fay  more  and  fom  fay  lefle 
Whan  they  his  pitous  paflion  expreffe  . 
I  mene  of  Mark  and  Mathew,  Luke  and  John, 
But  douteles  hir  fentence  is  all  on. 
Therfore,  Lordinges  all,  I  you  befeche, 
If  that  ye  thinke  I  vary  in  my  ff  eche, 
As  thus,  though  that  I  telle  fom  del  more 
Of  proverbes  than  ye  han  herde  before 
Comprehended  in  this  litel  tretife  here, 
To  enforcen  with  the  effedt  of  my  matere, 
And  though  I  not  the  fame  wordes  fay 
As  ye  han  herde,  yet  to  you  alle  I  pray 
Blameth  me  not,  for  as  in  my  fentence 
Shul  ye  nowher  finden  no  difference 
Fro  the  fentence  of  thilke  tretife  lite 
After  the  which  this  mery  Tale  I  write ; 
And  therfore  herkeneth  what  I  fhal  fay, 
And  let  me  tellen  all  my  Tale  I  pray. 
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A  YONGE  man  called  Melibeus,  mighty  and 
riche,  begate  upon  his  wif  that  called  was  Pru 
dence  a  doughter  which  that  called  was  Sophie. 

Upon  a  day  befell  that  he  for  his  difport  is  went 
into  the  feldes  him  to  playe,  His  wif  and  eke  his 
doughter  hath  he  left  within  his  hous,  of  which  the 
dores  weren  fail  yfhette.  Foure  of  his  oldc  foos  han 
it  efpied,  and  fetten  ladders  to  the  walles  of  his  hous, 
and  by  the  windowes  ben  entred,  and  beten  his 
wif,  and  wounded  his  doughter  with  five  mortal 
•woundes  in  five  fondry  places ;  this  is  to  fay,  in 
hire  feet,  in  hire  hondes,  in  hire  eres,  in  hire  nofe, 
and  in  hire  mouth,  and  leftec  hire  for  dede,  and 
iventen  away. 

Whan  Melibeus  retorned  was  into  his  hous,  and 
fey  al  this  mefchief,  he  like  a  madman  rending  his 
clothes  gan  to  wepe  and  crie. 

Prudence  his  wif,  as  fer  forth  as  fhe  dorftc,  be- 
fought  him  of  his  weping  for  to  ftint  :  but  not 
forthy  he  gan  to  crie  and  wepen  ever  lenger  the 
jmorc. 

This  noble  wif  Prudence  remembred  hire  upon 
the  fentence  of  Ovide,  in  his  book  that  cleped  is 
The  Remcdie  of  Love,  wheraa  he  faith,  He  is  a 
fool  that  diftourbeth  the  moder  to  wepe  in  the 
deth  of  hire  childe  til  fhe  have  wept  hire  fille,  as 
for  a  certain  time  ;  and  than  ftial  a  man  don  his  di 
ligence  with  amiable  wordes  hire  to  reconforte, 
and  preye  hire  of  hire  weping  for  to  ftinte.  For 
which  refon  this  noble  wif  Prudence  fuffred  hire 
hufbond  for  to  wep«  and  crie  as  for  a  certain  fpace, 
and  whan  fhe  faw  hire  time  fhe  fayde  to  him  in 
this  wife  :  Alas !  my  Lord,  quod  fhe,  why  make 
ye  yourfelf  for  to  be  like  a  fool  ?  forfothe  it  apper- 
teineth  not  to  a  wife  man  to  maken  fwiche  a  forwe. 
Youre  doughter  with  the  grace  of  God  fhal  warifh 
and  efcape.  And  al  were  it  fo  that  fhe  right  now 
were  dede,  ye  ne  ought  not  as  for  hire  deth  youre- 
felf  to  deftroye.  Senek  faith,  The  wi'fe  man  flial 
not  take  to  gret  difcomfort  for  the  deth  of  his  chil 
dren,  but  certes  he  fhulde  fuffren  it  in  patience,  as 
Tvel  as  he  abideth  the  deth  of  his  owen  propre  per- 
fone. 


*  Prudence,  tlif  difcreet  wife  of  Melibeus,  peifuaJeth 
her  hufband  to  patience,  and  to  receive  liis  enemies  to 
mercie  and  yrace.  A  Pale  full  of  moralitie,  wherin  both 
niiMi  ana  low  may  learne  to  governe  their  affections. 


This  Melibeas  anfwered  anon  and  faide  ;  What 
man  (quod  he)  fhulde  of  his  weping  ftinte  that 
hath  fo  gret  a  caufe  for  to  wepe  ?  Tefu  Crift  our 
Lord  himfelf  wepte  for  the  deth  of  Lazarus 
his  frend.  Prudence  anfwerd ;  Certes  wel  I  wote 
attempre  weping  is  nothing  defended  to  him  that 
forweful  is  amoug  folk  in  Ibrwe,  but  it  is  rather 
graunted  him  to  wepe.  The  apoftle  Poule  unto 
the  Romaineswriteth,  Man  fhal  rejoyce  with  hem 
that  maken  joye,  and  wepen  with  fwiche  folk  as 
wepen.  But  though  attempre  weping  be  granted, 
outrageous  weping  certes  is  defended.  Mefure  of 
weping  fhulde  be  confidered  after  the  lore  that 
techeth  us  Senek.  Whan  that  thy  frend  is  dede 
(quod  he)  let  not  thin  eyen  to  moifte  ben  of  teres 
ne  to  muche  drie  ;  although  the  teres  comen  to 
thin  eyen  let  hem  not  falle.  And  whan  thou  haft 
forgon  thy  frend  do  diligence  to  get  agein  another 
frend  ;  and  this  is  more  wifdom  than  for  to  wepe 
for  thy  frende  which  that  thou  haft  lorne,  fos 
therin  is  no  bote.  And  therfore  if  ye  governe 
you  by  fapience,  put  away  forwe  out  of  youre 
herte.  Remembreth  you  that  Jefus  Sirak  fayth,  A 
man  that  is  joyous  and  glad  in  herte  it  him  con- 
ferveth  fiorifhing  in  his  age ;  but  fcthly  a  forwe 
ful  herte  maketh  his  bones  drie.  He  faith  eke 
thus,  that  furwe  in  herte  fleeth  ful  many  a  man. 
Salomon  fayth,  that  right  as  mouthes  in  the  fhepes 
fleefe  anoien  to  the  clothes,  and  the  fmale  wormes 
to  the  tree,  right  fo  anoieth  forwe  to  the  herte  of 
man ;  wherfore  us  ought  as  wel  in  the  deth  of 
cure  children  as  in  the  loffe  of  our  goodes  tempo- 
rel  have  patience, 

Remembre  you  upon  the  patient  Job ;  whan 
he  hadde  loft  his  children  and  his  temporel  fub- 
ftaunce,  and  in  his  body  endured  and  received  ful 
many  a  grevous  tribulation,  yet  fayde  he  thus, 
Oure  Lord  hath  yave  it  to  me,  our  Lord  hath 
beraft  it  me  ;  right  as  cure  Lord  hath  wold  right 
fo  it  is  don  ;  ybleffed  be  the  name  of  cure  Lord. 
To  thife  forefaide  thinges  anfwered  Melibeus  unto 
his  wif  Prudence  :  All  thy  wordes  (quod  he)  ben 
trewe,  and  therto  profitable,  but  trewely  min 
herte  is  troubled  witlj  this  forwe  fo  grevouily  that 
I  n'ot  what  to  don.  Let  calle  (quod  Prudence) 
thy  trewe  frendes  alle,  and  thy  linage,  which.  ] 
that  ben  wife,  and  telleth  to  hem  ;our  cas,  and 
herkeneth  what  they  faye  in  confeilling,  and  go*  j 


THE   TALE   OF   MELIBEUS. 


149 


verne  you  after  hir  fentence.  Salomon  faith, 
Werke  all  thinges  by  confeil  and  thou  lhalt  never 
repente. 

Than  by  confeil  of  his  wif  Prudence  this  Meli 
beus  let  callen  a  gret  congregation  of  folk,  as  fur- 
giens,  phificiens,  olde  folk  and  yonge,  and  fom  of 
his  olde  enemies  reconciled  (as  by  hir  femblant) 
to  his  love  and  to  his  grace  ;  and  therwithal  ther 
comen  Tome  of  his  neigheboures  that  diden  him 
reverence  more  for  drede  than  for  love,  as  it  hap- 
peth  oft :  ther  comen  alfo  ful  many  fubtil  flatter 
ers,  and  wife  advocats  lerned  in  the  lawe. 

And  whan  thife  folk  togeder  affembled  weren, 
this  Melibeus  in  forweful  wife  mewed  hem  his  cas, 
and  by  the  manere  of  his  fpeche  it  femed  that  in 
herte  he  bare  a  cruel  ire,  ready  to  don  vengeaunce 
upon  his  foos,  and  fodeinly  defired  that  the  werre 
ihulde  beginne,  but  natheles  yet  axed  he  his  con 
feil  upon  this  matere.  A  furgien,  by  licence  and 
affent  of  fwiche  as  weren  wife,  up  rofe,  and  unto 
Melibeus  fayde  as  ye  moun  here. 

Sire,  (quod  he)  ai>  to  us  furgiens  apperteineth 
that  we  do  to  every  wight  the  befte  that  we  can, 
wher  as  we  ben  withholden,  and  to  our  patient 
that  we  do  no  damage,  wherfcre  it  happeth  many 
time  and  ofte  that  whan  twey  men  han  everich 
wounded  other  o  fame  furgien  heleth  hem  both, 
wherfore  unto  our  art  it  is  not  pertinent  to  norice 
werre,  ne  parties  to  fupporte  :  but  certes  as  to  the 
warifhingof  youre  doughter,  al  be  it  fo  that  peri- 
loufly  fhe  be  wounded,  we  Ihuln  do  fo  entent  if 
befinefle  fro  day  to  night,  that  with  the  grace  of 
God  me  fhal  be  hole  and  found  as  fone  as  is  pofii- 
ble.  Almoft  right  in  the  fame  wife  the  phificiens 
anTwerden,  lave  that  they  faiden  a  fewe  wordes 
more ;  that  right  as  maladies  ben  cured  by  hir 
contraries,  right  fo  fhal  man  warifhe  werre.  His 
hcigheboures  ful  of  enviej  his  feined  frendes  that 
Jemed  reconciled,  and  his  flaterers,  maden  fem 
blant  of  weping,  and  empeired  and  agregged  mu- 
thel  of  this  matere,  in  preyfing  grctly  Melibee  of 
might,  of  power,  of  richefle,  and  of  frendes,  def- 
pifing  the  power  of  his  adverfaries,  and  faiden 
outrely  that  he  anon  {hulde  wreken  him  on  his 
loos,  and  beginnen  werre. 

Up  rofe  than  an  advocat  that  Was  wife,  by 
leve  and  by  confeil  of  other  that  were  wife,  and 
fayde  ;  Lordinges,  the  nede  for  the  which  we 
ben  aiFembled  in  this  place  is  a  ful  havie  thing, 
and  heigh  matere,  becaufe  of  the  wrong  and 
of  the  wikkednefle  that  hath  be  don,  and  eke  by 
reafon  of  the  grete  damages  that  in  time  coming 
ben  poffible  to  fallen  for  the  fame  caufe,  and  eke 
by  refon  of  the  gret  richefle  and  power  of  the 
parties  bothe,  for  the  which  refons  it  were  a  ful 
gret  peril  to  erren  in  this  matere  ;  wherfore,  Meli 
beus,  this  is  oure  fentence  :  we  confeille  you, 
aboven  alle  thing,  that  right  anon  thou  do  thy 
diligence  in  kepirig  of  thy  propre  perfone  in 
fwiche  a  wife  that  thoune  wantnon  efpiene  watche 
thy  body  for  to  fave  :  and  after  that  we  confeille 
that  in  thin  hous  thou  fette  fuffifant  garnifon,  fo 
that  they  moun  as  wel  thy  body  as  thy  hous  de- 
fcnde  ;  but  certes  for  to  meever.  werre.  ne  fodenly 
Voi.  I,  ' 


for  to  do  vengeaunce,  we  moun  not  deme  in  fo 
litel  time  that  it  were  profitable ;  wherefore  we 
axen  leifer  and  fpace  to  have  deliberation  in  this 
cas  to  deme ;  for  the  comune  proverbe  faith  thus 
He  that  fone  demeth  fone  fhal  repente;  and  eke 
men  fain  that  thilke  juge  is  wife  that  fone  under- 
ftondeth  a  matere  and  jugeth  by  leifer  :  for  al  be  it 
fo  that  al  tarying  be  anoiful^  algates  it  is  not  to 
repreve  in  yeving  of  jugement,  ne  in  vengeance 
taking;  whan  it  is  fuffifant  and  refonable  :  and 
that  {hewed  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift  by  enfample  ;  for 
whan  that  the  woman  that  was  taken  in  advoutrie 
was  brought  in  his  prefence,  to  knowen  what 
fhuld  be  don  with  hire  perfone,  al  be  it  that  he 
wift  wel  himfelf  what  that  he  wolde  anfwcre,  yet 
ne  wolde  he  not  anfwere  fo  deinly,  but  he  wolde 
have  deliberation,  and  in  the  ground  he  wrote 
twies  :  and  by  thife  caufes  we  axen  deliberation, 
and  we  fliuln  than  by  the  grace  of  God  confeille 
the  thing  that  fhal  be  profitable. 

Up  fterte  than  the  yonge  folk  at  ones,  and  the 
moft  partie  of  that  compagnie  han  fcorned  this 
olde  wife  man,  and  begonnen  to  make  hoife  and 
faiden,  Right  fo  as  while  that  iren  is  hot  men 
fhulde  fmite,  right  fo  men  fhuln  do  wreken  hir 
wronges  while  that  they  ben  frefhe  and  newe  : 
and  with  loude  voys  they  criden  Werre !  werre ! 
Up  rofe  tho  on  of  thife  old  wife,  and  with  his-hand. 
made  countenance  that  men  fhuld  holde  hem  ftille 
and  yeve  him  audience.  Lordinges,  (quod  he) 
ther  is  ful  many  a  man  thet  crieth  Werre  !  werre ! 
that  wote  ful  litel  what  werre  amounteth.  Werre 
at  his  beginning  hath  fo  gret  an  entring  and  fo 
large,  that  every  wight  may  enter  whan  himliketh, 
and  lightly  find  werre  ;  but  certes  what  end  that 
flial  befalle  it  is  not  light  to  know ;  for  fothly 
whan  that  tverre  is  ones  begonne  there  is  ful  many 
a  child  unborne  of  his  moder  that  flial  ftervc 
yong  by  caufe  of  thilke  werre,  other  elles  live  in 
forwe,  and  dien  in  wretchednefle ;  and  therfore 
or  that  any  werre  be  begonne  men  muft  have 
gret  confeil  and  gret  deliberation.  And  whan 
this  olde  man  wende  to  enforcen  his  tale  by  refons, 
wel  nie  alle  at  ones  .begonne  they  to  rife  for  to 
breken  his  tale,  and  bidden  him  ful  oft  his  wordes 
for  to  abregge;  for  fothly  he  that  precheth  to 
hem  that  liften  not  heren  his  wordesj  his  fermoa 
hem  anoieth  5  for  Jefus  Sirak  fayth  that  mufike  in 
weping  is  a  noious  thing  :  this  is  to  fayn,  ae 
muche  availleth  to  fpeke  beforn  folk  to  which  his 
fpeche  anoieth  astofmge  beforne  him  that  wepeth. 
And  whan  this  wife  man  faw  that  him  wanted 
audience  al  fhamefaft  he  fette  him  doun  agein : 
for  Salomon  faith,  Ther  as  thou  ne  mayft  have 
non  audience  enforce  thee  not  to  fpeke.  1  fee  wel 
(quod  this  wife  man)  that  the  comune  proverbe 
is  foth,  that  good  confeil  wanteth  whan  it  is  molt 
nede. 

Yet  had  this  Melibeus  in  his  confeil  many  folk 
that  prively  in  his  ere  confeille.'  him  certain  thing, 
and  confeilied  him  the  contrary  in  general  audi 
ence.  Whan  Melibeus  had  herd  that  the  greteft 
party  of  his  confeil  were  accorded  that  he  fliuldg 
make  werre,  anon  he  contented  to  hire  confeilling,, 
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and  fully  affermed  hir  fentence.  Than  Dame  Pru 
dence,  whan  that  fhe  faw  how  that  hire  hufbonde 
ftiope  him  fortoawreke  him  on  hisfoos,  and  to  be- 
ginnc  werre,  fhe  in  ftil  humble  wife,  whan  fhe  faw 
hire  time,  fayde  him  thefe  wordes :  My  Lord,  (quod 
flie)  I  you  befcche,.  as  hertly  as  I  dare  and  can, 
ne  hafte  you  not  to  fafte,  and  for  alle  guerdonds 
as  yeve  me  audience;  for  Piers  Alphonfe  *  fayth, 
Who  fo  that  doth  to  thee  outher  good-  or  harms 
hafte  thee  not  to  quite  it,  for  in  this  wife  thy 
frend  wol  abide,  and  thin  enemie  fhal  the  1-enger 
live  m  drede.  The  proverbe  fayth,  He  hafteth 
\vel  that  wifely  cau  abide  ;  and  in  wikked  hail  is 
no  proiite. 

This  Melibee  anfwered-  unto  his  wif  Prudence ; 
I  purpofe  not  (quod  he)  to  werken  by  thy  con- 
fdil  for  many  catties  and  refons,  for  certes  every 
wight  wold  hold  me  than  a  fool;  this  is  to  fayn, 
if  I  for  tky  conlcilling  woldc  change  thinges  that 
bed  ordained  and  affirmed  by  fo  many  wife  men. 
Secondly,  1  fay  that  all  women  ben  wicker  and 
non  good  of  hem  all ;  for  of  a  thoufand  men,  faith 
Salomon,  I  found  o  good  man  ;  bu-t  certes  of  alle 
women  good  found  I  never.  And  alfo,  certes  if 
I  governed  me  by  thy  confeil  it  fhulde  feme  that 
I  had  yeve  thee  over  me  the  mniftrie ;  and  God 
forbede  that  it  fo:  were  ;  for  Jefus  Sirak  fayth,  that 
if  the  wif  have  the  maiftrie  fhe  is  contrarious  to 
hire  hufbond ;  and  Salomon  fayth,  Never  in  thy 
lif  to  thy  wif,  ne  to  thy  child,  ne  to  -thy  frend, 
ire  yeve  no  power  over  thyfelf ;  for  better  it  were 
that  thy  children  axe  of  thee  thinges  that  hem 
nedeth,  than  thou  fee  thyfelf  in  the  hancles  of  thy 
children.  And  alfo  if  I  wol  \verche  by  thy  coi:i- 
i'eiiling,  certesitrauft  be  fomtime  fecree,til  it  were 
time  that  it  be  knowen,  and  this  ne  may  not 
be  if  I  fhulde  be  confeilled  by  thee  [For  it  is 
tvriten  f  The  janglerie  of  women  ne  can  no  thing 
hide  fave  that  which  they  wote  not ;  after  the  phi- 
lofophre  feyth,  In  wikked  confeil  women  ven- 
quifhen  men  :  an-d  for  thife  refons  I  ne  owe  not 
to  be  confeilled  by  thee.] 

Whan  Dame  Prudence,  ful  debonairly,  and  with 
gretpacience,  had  herd  all  that  hire  huflbonde  liked 
for  to  fay,  than  axed  ihe  of  him  licence  for  to 
fpeke,  and  fayde  in  this  wife  :  My  lord,  (qnod 
ihe)  as  to  your  firft  refon  it  may  lightly  ben  an- 
fwefd,  for  1  fay  that  it  is  no  folie  to-  chaunge  con 
feil  whart  the  thing  is  cha'unged,  or  elles  whan  the 
thing  femeth  otherwife  than  it  femed  afore.  And 
moreover,  I  fay,  though  that  ye  have  fworne  and 


*  TIC  calls  himfel-f  Pefrtis  ^IfwM./i  in  hr<?  Dialogus  contra 
yitdae'is,  mf.  fiarl.  38151.  He rhere  ii, forms  us,  that  he 
was  him  felt'  ori^'natty  a  Jev.-,  bi:t  converted  and  baptized 
in  the  year  i  100,  in  July,  die  natalis  Afp.  Petrl  et  Pauli, 
upon  which  account  lie  tot;k  tlic  name  of  i  e;cr. 

f  \Vt'.it  is  ftlduded  between  hooks  is  wanting  in  all  the 
rrfT.  w  liich  I  have  examined  :  it  is  plainly  neceff.uy  to  the 
fen:V,  as  it  (hews  us  what  the  fourth  and  fifth  rcafotis  of 
mttibnid  were  to  whirr  Vmdence  replies:  I  have  there 
fore  inferred  as  literal  a  tr.'.ntfr  ion  as  I  imagine  Chaucer 
Kiiuhr  have  made  of  t!  e  following  pa  f  Face  in  the  Fr. 
Melfbee.tnf.  Keg.  19  C.  vii  :"  Car  i!  ett  e'cripr,  la  gengkri. 
*•  dcs  ftminc-nt  puct  ritns  rrlii-.r  trrs  ce  qu'clle'ne  icct; 
•'  Apri«ilc  p{iilo)Ophr«  dk,  en  m.uivais  coiiii-il  ies  femmes 
•'  vainqqeiit  Ies  hommeV,  et  par  oes  raiibus  je  ne  dois  point 
"  u.isjuen-" 


behight  to  performe  your  empr ifc,  and  never th«" 
Ies  ye  weive  to  performe  thilke  fame  emprife  by 
juft  caufe,  men  fhuld  not  fay  therfore  ye  were  a; 
Iyer  ne  forfworn^  for  the  book  fayth  that  the  wife 
man  rnaketh  no  lefing  whan  he  turneth  his  corage 
for  t-he  better.  And  al  be  it  that  your  emprife  be 
eftablifhed  and  ordeined  by  gret  multitude  of  folk* 
yet  thar  you  not  accomplifti  thilke  ordinance  but 
you  liketh,  for  the  trouthe  of  thinges  and  the  pro 
fit  ben  rather  foanden  in  fewe  folk  that  ben  wife 
and  ful  of  refon,  than  by  gret  multitude  of  folk 
ther  every  man  cryeth  and  clattereth  what  him 
liketh  ;  fothly  fwiche  multitude  is  not  honeft.  As' 
to  the  fecond  refon,  wheras  ye  fay  that  all  women- 
ben  wicke;  fave  your  grace,  certes  ye  defpife  alle 
women. in  this  wife,  and  he  that  all  defpifeth,  as 
faith  the  book,  all  defplefeth.  And  Senek  faith, 
that  who  fo  wol  have  fapience  fhall  no  man  dif- 
preife,  but  he  fhal  gladly  teche  the  fcience  that  he 
cs-n  without  prefumption  or  pride,  and  fwiche 
thinges  ashe  nought  can  he  fhal  not  ben  afhamcd. 
to  lere  hem,  amd  to  enquere  of  leffe  folk  than  him- 
felf.  And,  Sire,  that  ther  hath  ben  ful  many  a 
good  woman  may  lightly  be  preved ;  for  certes, 
Sire,  our  Lord  Jefu  Cfift  n'olde  never  han  def- 
cended  to  be  borne  »f  a  woman  if  all  women  had 
be  wicked  ;  and  after  thatr  for  the  gret  bountee 
that  is  in  women,  onr  Lord  Jefu  Crift,  whan  ty? 
was  rifen  from  deth;  to  lif,  appeared  rather  to  a 
woman  than  to  his  apoftks.  And  though  that  Sa 
lomon  fayde  he  fonnde  never  no  good  woman,  it 
folweth  not  therfore  that  all  women  be  wicked  ; 
for  though  that  he  ne  found  no  good,  woman,- 
certes  many  another  man  hath  founde  many  a 
woman  ful  good  and  trewe:  or  elles,  pemventure^ 
the  entent  of  Salomon  was  this,  that  in  foveraine 
bountee  he  found  no  woman  ;  this  is  to  fay,  that 
ther  is  no  wight  that  hath  foveraine  bountee  fave 
God  "alone,  as  he  himfelf  recordeth  in  hio  Ev-ange- 
lies;  for  ther  is  no  creature  fo  good  that  him  ne 
wanteth  fomwhat  of  the  perfection  of  God  that 
is  his  maker.  Youre  thridde  refon  is  this ;  ye  fay 
that-  if  that  ye  governe  you  by  my  confeil  it 
fhulde  feme  that  ye  had  yeve  me  the  maiftrie  and 
the  lordfhip  of  ^our  perfon.  Sire,  fave  your  grace, 
it  is  not  fo;  for  if  fo  were  that  no  man  fhulde  be 
confeilled  but  only  of  hem  that  han  lordfhip  and 
maiftrie  of  hisperfon,  men  n'olde  not  be  confeilled 
fo  often  \  for  fothly  thilke  man  that  aiketh  con 
feil  of  a  purpos,  yet  hath  he  free  chois  whether 
he  wol  werke  after  that  confeil  or  non.  And  as 
to  your  fourth  refon,  ther  as  ye  fain  that  the  jang 
lerie  of  women  can  hide  thinges  that  they  wot 
not,  as  who  fo  fayth  that  a  woman  can  not  hide 
that  ihe  wote ;  Sire,  thife  wordes  ben  underflonde 
of  women  that  ben  janglereffes  and  wicked,  of 
which  women  men  fain  that  three  thinges  driven 
a  man  out  of  his  hous,  that  is  to  fay,  fmoke,  drop* 
ping  of  raine,  and  wicked  wives;  and  of  fwiche 
women  Salomon  fayth,  that  a  man  were  better 
dwell  in  defert  than  with  a  woman  that  is  riotous  j 
and,  Sire,  by  your  leve,  that  am  not  I,  for  ye  have 
ful  often  affaied  my  gret  filence  and  my  gret  pa 
tience,  and  eke  how  wel  that  I  can  hide  and  hek 
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th-nges  that  men  ou^-hten  fecretly  to  hiden.  And 
(bthly  as  to  your  fifthe  refon,  wheras  ye  fay  that 
in  wicked  confeil  women  venquiflied  men,  God 
wote  that  thilke  refon  ftant  here  in  no  itede  ;  for 
underllondeth  now  ye  axen  confeil  for  to  do 
wkkedneffe,  and  if  ye  wol  werken  wickedneffe, 
and  your  wif  reftraineth  thilke  wicked  purpos,and 
overcometh  you  by  refon  and  by  good  confeil, 
certes  your  wif  ought  rather  to  be  preifed  than  to 
be  blamed :  thus  fhulde  ye  underftonde  the  philo- 
fophre  that  fayth,  in  wicked  confeil  women  ven- 
quifhen  hir  hufbondes.  And  ther  as  you  blamen 
all  women  and  hir  refons,  I  lhal  fhevve  you  by 
many  enfamples  that  many  women  have  ben  ful 
good,  and  yet  ben,  and  hir  confeil  holefome  and 
profitable.  Eke  fom  men  ban  fayd  that  the  confeil 
of  women  is  either  to  dere  or  elies  to  litel  of  pris  : 
but  al  be  it  fo  that  ful  many  a  woman  be  bad,  and 
hire  confeil  vile  and  nought  worth,  yet  han  men 
founden  ful  many  a  good  woman,  and  difcrete 
and  wife  in  confeilling.  Lo  Jacob,  thurgh  the 
good  confeil  of  his  mother  Rebecke,  wan  the  be- 
Bifon  of  his  father  and  the  lordfhip  over  all  his 
brethren ;  Judith  by  hire  good  confeil  delivered 
the  citee  of  Bethulie,  in  which  fhe  dwelt,  out  of 
the  honde  of  Holofern,  that  had  it  befeged,  and 
\volde  it  al  deitroye ;  Abigail  delivered  Nabal 
hire  houfbond  fro  David  the  king,  that  wolde  han 
ilain  him,  and  appefed  the  ire  of  the  king  by  hire 
•wit  and  by  hire  good  confeilling;  Hefter  by  hire 
confeil  enhaunced  gretly  the  pcple  of  God  in  the 
rcgne  of  Affuerus  the  king;  and  the  fame  bountee 
in  good  confeilling  of  many  a  good  woman  moun 
men  rede  and  tell.  And  further  more,  whan  that 
cure  Lord  had  created  Adam  oure  forme  father 
he  fayde  in  this  wife  ;  It  is  not  good  to  be  a  man 
allone ;  make  we  to  him  an  helpe  femblable  to 
himfelf.  Here  moun  ye  fee  that  if  that  women 
wereu  not  good,  and  hir  confeil  good  and  profita 
ble,  oure  Lord  God  of  heven  wolde  neither  han 
wrought  hem  ne  called  hem  helpe  of  man,  but 
rather  confulion  of  man.  And  ther  fayd  a  clerk 
ones  in  two  vers,  What  is  better  than  gold  ? 
jafpre  ;  what  is  better  than  jafpre  ?  wifdom  ;  and 
what  is  better  than  wifdom  ?  woman  ;  and  what 
is  better  than  a  good. woman  ?  nothing.  And, 
Sire,  by  many  other  refons  moun  ye  feen  that 
many  women  ben  good,  and  hir  confeil  good  and 
profitable  :  and  therefore,  Sire,  if  ye  wol  trofte 
to  my  confeil,  I  {hall  reftore  you  your  doughter 
hole  and  found,  and  I  wol  don  to  you  Ib  muche 
that  ye  {hum  have  honour  in  thiscas. 

Whan  Melibee  had  herd  the  wordes  of  his  wif 
Prudence,  he  fayd  thus;  I  fe  wel  tha,t  the  word  of 
Salomon  is  loth,  for  he  faith  that  worcles  that  ben 
poken  difcretly  by  ordinaunce  ben  honiecombes, 
)rtheyyeven  fweteneffe  to  the  foule  and  hol- 
)mneffe  to  the  body  :  and,  wif,  becaufe  of  thy 
fwete  wordes,  and  eke  for  I  have  preved  and  ai 
ded  thy  grete  fapience  and  thy  grete  trouthe,  I 
fol  governe  me  by  thy  confeil  in  alle  thing. 

Now,  Sire,  (quod  Dame  Prudence)  and  fn 
that  ye  vouchfafe  to  be  governed  by  my  confeil,  I 
wol  enforme  you  how  that  ye  fhuln  governe  your- 
fcif  in  chcfing  of  youre  con.(eiUours.  Ye  fhu]#  £rft 


in  alle  your  werkes  mekely  befechen  to  the  heigh 
God  that  he  wol  be  your  confeillour,  and  {hapsth. 
you  to  fwiche  entente  that  he  yeve  you  confeil 
and  comforte,  as  taught  Tobie  his  fone  ;.  At  alle 
times  thou  {halt  blelfe  God,  and  preie  him  to 
dreffe  thy  wayes ;  and  loke  that  alle  thy  confeils 
ben  in  him  for  evermore.  Seint  James  eke  fayth^ 
If  any  of  you  have  nede  of  fapience,  axe  it  of  God4 
And  afterwarde  than  Ihullen  ye  take  confeil  in 
yourfelf,  and  examine  wel  your  owen  thoughtes 
of  fwiche  thinges  as  you  thinketh  that  ben  belt 
for  your  profit ;  and  than  fhuln  ye  drive  fro  your 
herte  three  thinges  that  ben  contrarious  to  good 
confeil,  that  is  to  fayn,  ire,  coveitife,  and  haftineffe* 
.  Firft,  he  that  axeth  confeil  of  himfelf,  certes  h<j 
muft  be  withouten  ire  for  many  caufes.  The  firft 
is  this ;  he  that  hath  gret  ire  and  wrath  in  him 
felf,  he  weneth  alway  that  he  may  do  thing  that 
he  may  not  do.  And,  fecondly,  he  that  is  irous 
and  wroth  he  may  not  wel  deme  ;  and  he  that  may 
not  wel  deme  may  not  wel  confcille.  The  thridde 
is  this  ;  he  that  is  irous  and  wroth,  as  fayth  Senek, 
ne  may  not  fpekebut  blameful  thinges,  and  with 
his  vicious  wordes  he  ftirreth  other  folk  to  anger 
and  to  ire.  And  eke,  Sire,  ye  muft  drive  coveitife 
out  of  your  herte  ;  for  the  apoftle  fayth,  that  co 
veitife  is  the  rote  of  all  harmes  :  and  trofteth  wel 
that  a  coveitous  man  ne  can  not  deme,  ne  thinke, 
but  only  tonfulfille  the  end  of  his  coveitife,  and 
certes  that  ne  may  never  ben  accomplifed;  for1 
ever  the  more  haboundance  that  he  hath  o£ 
richeffe,  the  more  he  defireth.  Aad,  Sire,  ye 
muft  alib  drive  out  of  youre. herte  hafiinefle  ;  for 
certes  ye  ne  moun  not  deme  for  the  bcftc  a  foden 
thought  that  falleth  in  your  herte,  but  ye  muft 
avife  you  on  it  ful  ofie;  for,  as  ye  have  herde 
herebeforn,  the  commune  proverbe  is  this,  He 
that  fone  dcmeth  fone  repenteth. 

Sirs,  ye  ne  be  not  alway  in  like  difpoiition,  fe£ 
certes  fom  thing  that  fomtime  feme .h  to  you  that 
it  is  good  for  to  do,  another  time  it  fcmeth  to  you 
the  contrarie.  ,  ;1<;. 

And  whan  ye  han  taken  confeil  in  yourfelf, 
and  han  denied  by  good  deliberation  fwiche  thing 
as  you  femeth  befte,  than  rede  I  you  that  ye  kepe 
it  fecree.  Bewreye  not  your  confeil  to.no  perfone, 
but  if  fo  be  that  ye  wenen  fikerly  that  thurgh 
youre  bewreying  youre  condition  fhal  ben  to  you 
more  profitable  ;  for  jefus  Sirak  faith,  Neither  to 
thy  foo  ne  to  thy  frend  difcover  not  thy  fecree,  tie 
thy  folie;  for  they  woln  yeve  you  audience  and 
loking,  and  fupportation,  in  your  prefence,  and 
fcorne  you  in  youre  abfence.  Another  clerk  fayth, 
that  fcarfly  ftialt  tlou  finden  any  perfone  that  may 
kepe  thy  confeil  fe-zrely.  The  book  faith,  While 
that  thou  kepeft  thy  confeil  in  thin  herte  thou 
kepeft  it  in  thy  prifon,  and  whan  thoa  bewreyefb 
thy  confeil  to  any  wight,  he  ^holdeth  thee  in  hid 
fuare  :  and  ther  fore  you  is  better  to  hide  youi* 
confeil  in  your  herte  than  to  preye  him  to  whom 
ye  han  bewreyed  youre  confeil  that  he  wol  kepe? 
it  clofe  a;id  ftille  ;  for  Seneca  fayth,  If  fo  be  that 
thou  ne  mayft  not  thin  owen  confeil  hide,  how. 
clareft  thou  prey.en  any-  other  wight  thy  confeil 
fccrcly  to  ke^c  ,?  But  natheles,  j£, thou  wens  "" 

ifi 
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ly  that  thy  bewrcying  of  thy  confeil  to  a  perfone 
wol  make  thy  condition  to  ftonden  in  the  better 
plight,  than  fhalt  thou  telle  him  thy  confeil  in 
this  wife.  Firft,  thou  fhalt  make  no  femblant 
whether  thee  were  lever  pees  or  werre,  or  this 
or  that,  ne  fhewe  him  not  thy  will  ne  thin  en 
tente  ;  for  trofte  wel  that  communly  thefe  con- 
feillours  ben  flaterers,  namely  the  confeillours  of 
grete  lordes,  for  they  enforcen  hem  alway  rather 
to  fpeken  plefant  wordes,  enclining  to  the  lordes 
luft,  than  wordes  that  ben  trewe  or  profitable,  and 
therfore  men  fayn  that  the  riche  man  hath  felde 
good  confeil  but  if  he  have  it  of  himfelf.  And 
after  that  thou  fhalt  consider  thy  frendes  and 
thin  enemies.  And  as  touching  thy  frendes,  thou 
fhalt  confuler  which  of  hem  ben  moft  ferthful  and 
moft  wife,  and  eldeft  and  mofl  appreved,  in  con 
feilling,  and  of  hem  fhalt  thou  axe  thy  confeil  as 
the  cas  requireth. 

I  fay,  that  firft  ye  fhuln  clepe  to  youre  confeil 
youre  frendes  that  ben  trewe ;  for  Salornon  faith, 
that  right  as  the  herte  of  a  man  dehteth  in  favour 
that  is  fwote,  right  fothe  confeil  of  trewe  frendes 
yeveth  fwetenefle  to  the  foule  :  he  fayth  alfo, 
Ther  may  nothing  be  likened  to  the  trewe  frend, 
for  certes  gold  ne  filver  ben  not  fo  much  worth  as 
the  good  will  of  a  trewe  frend  :  and  eke  he  fayth, 
that  a  trewe  frend  is  a  ftrong  defence ;  who  fo 
that  it  findeth,  certes  he  findeth  a  gret  trefor. 
Than  fhuln  ye  eke  confider  if  that  your  trewe 
frendes  ben  difcrete  and  wife ;  for  the  book  faith, 
Axe  alway  thy  confeil  of  hem  that  ben  wife. 
And  by  this  fame  refon  fhuln  ye  clepen  to  youre 
confeil  youre  frendes  that  ben  of  age,  fwiche  as 
han  feyn  and  ben  expert  in  many  thinges,  and 
ben  approved  in  confeillinges;  for  the  book  fayth, 
Jn  olde  men  is  al  the  fapknce,  and  in  longe  time 
the  prudence  :  And  Tullius  fayth,  that  grete 
thinges  ne  ben  not  ay  accomplifed  by  ftrengthe 
ne  by  deliverneffe  of  body,  but  by  good  confeil,  by 
au«Sloritee  of  perfones,  and  by  fcience  ;  the  which 
three  thinges  ne  ben  not  feble  by  age,  but  cer 
tes  they  enforcen  and  encrefen  day  by  day.  And 
than  fhuln  ye  kepe  this  for  a  general  reule ;  firft, 
ye  fhuln  clepe  to  your  confeil  a  fewe  of  your 
frendes  that  ben  efpecial;  for  Salomon  faith,  Many 
frendes  have  thou,  but  among  a  thoufand  chefe 
thee  on  to  be  thy  confeillour.  For  al  be  it  fo  that 
thou  firft  ne  telle  thy  confeil  but  to  a  fewe,  thou 
mayeft  afterwarde  tell  it  to  mo  folk  if  it  be  nede. 
But  loke  alway  that  thy  confeillours  have  thilke 
three  conditions  that  I  have  fayd  before  ;  that  is 
to  fay,  that  they  be  trewe,  wife,  and  of  olde  ex 
perience.  And  werke  not  alway  in  every  nede 
by  on  confeillour  allone,  for  fomtime  behoveth  it 
to  be  confeilled  by  many ;  for  Salomon  fayth, 
Salvation  of  thinges  is  wher  as  ther  ben  many 
confeillours. 

Now  fith  that  I  have  told  you  of  which  folk  ye 
fhulde  be  confeilled,  now  wol  I  teche  you  which 
confeil  ye  ought  to  cfchue,  Firft,  ye  fhuln  efchue 
the  conTeilling  of  fooles  ;  for  Salomon  fayth,  Take 
no  confeil  of  a  fool,  for  he  ne  cannot  confeille  but 
after  his  owen  luft  and  his  affection  :  the  book 
fayth,  The  properrce  of  a  fool  is  this,  he  troweth 
lightly  harmc  of  every  man,  and  lightly  troweth 


all  bountee  in  himfelf.  ThoU  fhalt  eke  efchue 
the  confeilling  of  all  flaterers,  fwiche  as  enforcen 
hem  rather  to  preifen  youre  perfone  by  flate- 
rie,  than  for  to  tell  you  the  fothfaftneffe  of 
thinges. 

Wherfore  Tullius  faysh,  Among  alle  the  pefti- 
lences  that  ben  in  frendfhip  the  greteft  is  flaterie  ; 
and  therfore  it  is  more  nede  that  thou  efchue  and 
drede  flaterer"s  than  any  other  peple.  The  book 
faith,  Thou  fhalt  rather  drede  and  flee  fro  the 
fwete  wofdes  of  flateiing  preifers  than  fro  the 
egre  wordes  of  thy  frend  that  faith  thee  fothes  s 
Salomon  faith,  that  the  wordes  of  a  flaterer  IF  a 
fnare  to  cacdhen  innocentes :  he  fayth  alfo,  Fte 
that  fpeketh  to  his  frend  wordes  of  fwetencffc 
and  of  plefaunce,  he  fetteth  a  net  beforne  his  feet 
to  cacchen  him  :  and  therfore  fayth  Tullius,  En- 
cline  not  thin  eres  to  flaterers,  ne  take  no  confeil 
of  wordes  of  flaterie  :  and  Caton  fayth,  Avife 
thee  wel,  and  efchue  wordes  of  fwetenefTe  and  of 
plefaunce.  And  eke  thou  {halt  efchue  the  con 
feilling  of  thin  olde  enemies  that  ben  reconciled. 
The  book  fayth,  that  no  wight  retoTirneth  fafely 
into  the  grace  of  his  olde  enemie :  and  Yfope 
fayth,  Ne  troft  not  to  hem  to  which  thou  haft 
fomtime  had  werre  or  enmitee,  ne  telle  »hem  not 
thy  confeil :  and  Senek  telleth  the  caufe  why  ;  It 
may  not  be,  fayth  he,  ther  as  gret  fire  hath  long 
time  endured  that  ther  ne  dwelleth  fom  vapour 
of  warmnefle ;  and  therfore  faith  Salomon,  In 
thin  olde  foo  troft  thou  never  ;  for  fikerly  though 
thin  enemie  be  reconciled,  and  maketh  thee  chere 
xof  humilitec,  and  louteth  to  thee  with  his  hed, 
ne  troft  him  never,  for  certes  he  maketh  thilke 
feined  humilitee  more  for  his  profite  than  for  any 
love  of  thy  perfone,  becaufe  that  he  demeth  to 
have  vidlorie  over  thy  perfone  by  fwiche  feined 
contenance,  the  which  vi<5torie  he  might  not  have 
by  ftrif  of  werre.  Ar.l  Peter  Alphonfe  fayth, 
Make  no  felawfhip  with  thin  olde  enemies,  for 
if  thou  do  hem  bountee  they  wollen  perverten  it 
to  wickednefle.  And  eke  thou  muft  efchue  the 
confeilling  of  hem  that  ben  thy  fervaunts,  and 
beren  thee  gret  reverence,  for  paraventure  they. 
fein  it  more  for  drede  than  for  love  ;  and  therfore 
faith  a  philofophre  in  this  wife,  Ther  is  no  wight 
parfitly  trewe  to  him  that  he  to  fore  dredeth.  And 
Tullius  fayth,  Thor  n'is  no  might  fo  gret  of  any 
emperour  that  longe  may  endure,  but  if  he  have 
more  love  of  the  peple  than  drede.  Thou  fhalt 
alfo  efchue  the  confeilling  of  folk  that  ben 
dronkelewe,  for  they  ne  can  no  confeil  hide ;  for 
Salomon  fayth,  Ther  n'is  no  privetee  ther  as  reg- 
neth  dronkennefle.  Ye  fhuln  alfo  have  in  fufpect 
the  confeilling  of  fwiche  folk  as  confeille  you  o 
thing  prively,and  confeille  you  the  contrarie  open 
ly  ;  for  Caffiodore  fayth,  that  it  is  a  manere  fleighte 
to  hinder  his  enemy  whan  he  fheweth  to  don  a 
tning  openly,  and  werketh  prively  the  contrary. 
Thou  fhalt  alfo  have  in  fufpecft  the  confeilling  o£ 
wicked  folk,  for  hir  confeil  is  alway  ful  of  fraude. 
And  David  fayth,  Blisful  is  that  man  that  hath 
not  folwed  the  confeilling  of  fhrewes.  Thou  fhalt 
alfo  efchue  the  confeilling  of  yonge  folk,  for  hitf 
confeilling  is  not  ripe,  as  Salomon  faith. 

JSow,  Sire,  fith  I  have  {hewed  you  of  which 


THE   TALE    OF    MELIBEUS. 


133 


folk  ye  fhullen  take  youre  confeil,  and  of  which  ^ 
folk  ye  fhullen  efchue  the  confeil,  now  wol  I 
teche  you  how  ye  fhuln  examine  your  confeil  after 
the  doctrine  of  Tullius.  In  examining  than  of 
your  confeillours,  ye  fhuln  confidre  many  thinges. 
Alder  firft,  thou  fhalt  confidre  that  in  thilke  thing 
that  thou  purpofeft,  and  upon  what  thing  that 
thou  wolt  have  confeil,  that  veray  trouthe  be  faid 
and  confcrved ;  this  is  to  fay,  telle  trewely  thy 
tale;  for  he  that  fayth  falfe  may  not  wel  be  con- 
feilkd  in  that  cas  of  which  he  lieth.  And  after 
this  thou  fhalt  confidre  the  thinges  that  accorden 
to  that  thou  purpofeft  for  to  do  by  thy  confeillours, 
if  refon  accord  therto,  and  eke  if  thy  might  may 
atteine  therto,  and  if  the  more  part  and  the  bet 
ter  part  of  thin  confeillours  accorden  therto  or 
no.  Than  fhalt  thou  confidre  what  thing  fhal 
folwe  of  that  •confeilling,  as  hate,  pees,  werre, 
grace,  profile,  or  domage,  and  many  other  thinges, 
and  in  alle  thinges  thou  fhalt  chefe  the  befte, 
and  weive  all  other  thinges.  Than  fhalt  thou 
confidre  of  wl.at  roote  is  engendred  the  matere 
of  thy  confeil,  and  what  fruit  it  may  conceive 
and  engendre.  Thou  fhalt  eke  confidre  alle 
the  caufes  from  whennes  they  ben  fprongen. 
And  whan  thou  haft  examined  thy  confeil,  as 
I  have  faid,  and  which  partie  is  the  better  and 
more  profitable,  and  haft  appreved  it  by  many 
xvife  folk  and  olde,  than  fhak  thou  confidre 
if  thou  mayft  performe  it  and  maken  of  it  a 
gooo^ende  ;  for  certes  refon  wol  not  that  any  man 
fhulde  beginne  a  thing  but  if  he  mighte  performe 
it  as  him  oughte,  ne  no  wight  fhulde  take  upon 
him  fo  hevy  a  charge  that  he  might  not  beren  it, 
for  the  proverbe  fayth,  He  that  to  muche  em- 
braceth  diftreineth  litel ;  and  Caton  faith,  Affay 
to  do  fwiche  thinges  as  thou  haft  power  to  don, 
left  the  charge  opprefTe  thee  fo  fore  that  thee  be- 
hoveth  to  weive  thing  that  thou  haft  begonne. 
And  if  fo  be  that  thou  be  in  doute  whether  thou 
may.ft  performe  a  thing  or  non,  chefe  rather  to 
fuffre  than  to  beginne.  And  Peter  Alphonfe 
fayth,  If  thou  haft  might  to  don  a  thing  of  which 
thou  muft  repente,  it  is  better  nay  than  ya;  this 
is  to  fayn,  that  thee  is  better  to  holde  thy  tonge 
ftille  than  for  to  fpeke.  Than  mayft  thou  under- 
ftonde  by  ftronger  refons,  that  if  thou  haft  power 
to  performe  a  werk  of  which  thou  fhalt  repente, 
than  is  thee  better  that  thou  fuffre  than  beginne. 
Wel  fayn  they  that  defenden  every  wight  to 
affaye  a  thing  of  which  he  is  in  doute  whether 
he  may  performe  it  or  non.  And  after  whan  ye 
han  examined  your  confeil  as  I  have  faid  beforne, 
and  knowen  wel  that  ye  moun  performe  your 
emprife,  conferme  it  thali  f  adly  til  it  be  at  an  ende. 
Now  is  it  refon  and  time  that  I  fhewe  you  whan 
and  wherfore  that  you  maun  chaunge  your  con 
feil  withouten  repreve.  Sothly  a  man  may  change 
b^is  purpos  and  his  confeil  if  the  caufe  cefeth,  or 
whan  a  newe  cas  betideth ;  for  the  lawe  faith,  that 
upon  thinges" that  newly  betiden  behoveth  newe 
confeil;  and  Seneca  fayth,  If  thy  confeil  is  comen 
to  the  eres  of  thin  enemies  chaunge  thy  confeil. 
Thou 'mayft  alfo  chaunge  thy  confeil,  if  fo  be 
that  thou  find  that  by  crrour  or  by  other  caufe, 


harme  or  damage  may  betide  :  alfo  if  thy  confeil 
be  difhonefte,  other  elles  come  of  difhonefte  caufe, 
chaunge  thy  confeil;  for  the  lawes  fain  that  all 
beheftes  that  ben  difhonefte  ben  of  no  value  ;  and 
eke  if  fo  be  that  it  be  impoflible,  or  may  not 
goodly  be  performed  or  kept. 

And  take  this  for  a  general  reule,  that  every 
confeil  that  is  affermed  fo  ftrongly  that  it  may  not 
be  chaunged  for  no  condition  that  may  betide,  I 
fay  that  thilke  confeil  is  wicked. 

This  Melibeus,  whan  he  had  herd  the  doctrine 
of  his  wif  Dame  Prudence,  anfwered  in  this 
wife  :  Dame,  quod  he,  as  yet  unto  this  time  ye 
han  wel  and  covenably  taught  me,  as  in  general, 
how  I  fhal  governe  me  in  the  chefing  and  in  the 
withholding  of  my  confeillours ;  but  now  wold  I 
fain  that  you  wold  condefcend  in  efpecial,  and 
telle  me  how  liketh  you  or  what  femeth  you  by 
oure  counfeillours  that  we  han  chofen  in  oure  prer- 
fent  nede. 

My  Lord,  quod  fhe,  I  Tiefeche  you  in  alle  hum- 
bleffe  that  ye  wol  not  wilfully  replie  agein  my 
-refons,  ne  diftempre  your  herte,  though  I  fpeke 
thing  that  you  difplefe,  for  God  wote  that  as  in 
rain  entente  I  fpeke  it  for  your  befte,  for  youre 
honour  and  for  youre  profit  eke,  and  fothly  I  hope 
that  youre  benignitee  wol  taken  it  in  patience. 
And  trofteth  me  wel,  quod  fhe,  that  youre  con 
feil  as  in  this  cas  ne  fhulde  not  (as  to  fpeke  propre- 
ly)  be  called  a  confeilling,  but  a  motion  or  a- 
meving  of  folie,  in  which  confeil  ye  han  erred  in, 
many  a  fondry  wife. 

Firft  and  forward,  ye  han  erred  in  the  aflcm- 
bling  of  youre  confeillours,  for  ye  fholde  firft  han 
cleped  a  fewe  folk  to  youre  confeil,  and  after  ye 
mighte  han  fhewed  it  to  mo  folk  if  it  hadde  be 
nede;  but  certes  ye  han  fodeinly  cleped  to  your 
confeil  a  gret  multitude  of  peple,  ful  chargeant, 
and  ful  anoyous  for  to  here.  Alfo  ye  han  erred, 
for  ther  as  ye  fliulde  han  only  cleped  to  youre  con- 
feile  youre  trewe  frendes  olde  and  wife,  ye  han 
cleped  ftraunge  folk,  yonge  folk,  falfe  flaterers, 
and  enemies  reconciled,  and  folk  that  don  you  re 
verence  withouten  love.  And  eke  ye  han  erred, 
for  ye  han  brought  with  you  to  youre  confeil  ire, 
coveitife,  and  haftifr.elTe,  the  which  three  thinges 
ben  contrary  to  every  confeil  honeft  and  profitable, 
the  which  three  thinges  ye  ne  han  not  anientiffed 
or  deftroyed  neither  in  yourefelf  ne  in  youre  con 
feillours  as  you  ought-  Ye  han  erred  alfo,  for  ye 
han  fhewed  to  youre  confeillours  youre  talent  and 
youre  affedions  to  make  wcrre  anon,  and  for  to 
do  vengeaunce,  and  they  han  efpied  by  youre 
wordes  to  what  thing  ye  ben  enclined,  and  ther- 
fore  han  they  confeilled  you  rather  to  youre  ta 
lent  than  to  youre  profite.  Ye  han  erred  alfo,  for 
it  femeth  that  you  fufticeth  to  han  ben  confeilled 
by  thife  confeillours  only,  and  with  litel  avis, 
wheras  in  fo  high  and  fo  gret  a  nede  it  had  ben 
neceflarie  mo  confeillours  and  more  deliberation 
to  performe  youre  emprife.  Ye  han  erred  alfo, 
for  ye  han  not  examined  your  confeil  in  the 
forefaid  manere,  ne  in  due  manere  as  the  cas 
re'quireth.  Ye  han  erred  alfo,  for  ye  han  maked 
no  divifion  b'etwix  youre  confeillours ;  this  is  to, 
*  I  iij 
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fayn,  betwix  youre  trewe  frendes  and  youre 
feined  confculours;  ne  ye  han  not  knowe  the 
•wille  of  yoi:r^  trewe  frendes  olde  and  wife, 
but  ye  han  caft  alle  hir  wordcsin  an  hochepot, 
and  enclined  your  herte  to  the  mere  part  and 
to  the  greter  nombre,  and  ther  be  -ye  con- 
tlefcended  :  and  fith  ye  wot  wel  that  men  fhuln 
alway  fmdc  a  greter  nombre  of  fooles  than 
of  wife  men,,  and  therfore  the  confeillings  that 
ben  at  congregations  and  multitudes  of  folk,  ther 
as  men  take  more  regard  to  the  nembre  than  to 
the  fapience  of  perfones,  ye  feen  wel  that  in  fwiche 
confeillings  fooles  han  the  maiftrie.  Melibeus 
anfwered  and  faid  agein  ;  I  graunte  wel  that  I 
have  erred,  but  ther  as  thou  haft  told  me  herebe- 
forne  that  he  n'is  not  to  blame  that  chaungeth 
his  confeil  in  certain  cas,  and  for  certain  and  juft 
caufes,  I  am  al  ready  to  chaunge  my  corifeil  rig-lit 
as  thou  wolt  devife.  The  proverbe  fayth,  For  to 
don  finneis  mannifh,  but  certes  for  to  perfevere 
in  finne  is  werke  of  the  devil. 

To  this  fentence  anfwered  anon  Dame  Pru 
dence,  and  faide ;  Examineth  (quod  fhe)  wel  your 
confeil,  ;>nd  let  us  fee  the  which  of  hem  han  fpoken 
moft  refonably,  and  taught  you  beft  confeil :  and 
.for  as  muche  as  the  examination  is  neceffarie,  let 
MS  beginne  at  the  furgiens  and  at  the  phyficiens 
that  firft  fpaken  in- this  mater.  I  fay.  that  phyficiens 
and  furgiens  han  fayde  you  in  youre  confeil  dif- 
cretly  as  hem  oughte,  arid  in  hir  fpeche  faiden  ful 
wifely  that  to  the  office  of  hem  apperteineth  to 
don  to  every  wight  honour  and  profite,  and  no 
wight  to  anoye,  and  after  hir  craft  to  don  gret 
diligence  unto  the  cure  of  hem  which  tHat  .they 
han  in  hir  governaunce.  And,  Sire,  right  as  they 
han  anfwered  wifely  and  difcretly,  right  fo  rede 
I  that  they  be  highly  and  foverainly  guerdoned 
for  hir  noble  fpeche,  and  eke  for  they  fhulden  do 
the  more  ententif  befmeffe  in  the  curation  of  thy 
dere  doughter  ;  for  al  be  it  fo  that  they  ben  youre 
frendes,  therfore  fhtillen  ye  not  fuffren  that  they 
ferve  you  for  nought,  but  ye  oughte  the  'rather 
jnierdene  hem,  and  fhewe  hem  youre  largeffe. 
,  And  as  touching  the  propofition  which  the  phy 
ficiens  entreteden  in  this  cas,  this  is  to  fain, 
that  in  maladies  that  a  contrarie  is  warifhed  by 
Another  contrarie,  I  wold  fain  knowe  how  ye  un- 
derftonde  thilke  text,  and  what  is  your  fentence. 
Certes,  quod  Melibeus,  I  underftond  it  in  this 
v.'ife,  that  right  as  they  han  don  me  a  eontrarie, 
righte  fo  fhulde  I  don  hem  another  ;  for  right  as 
they  han  venged  hem  upon  me  and  don  me 
wrong,  right  fo  fhal  I  ven'ge  me  upon  hem  and 
don  hem  wrong,  and  than  have  I  cured  a  contra 
rie  by  another. 

Lo,  lo!  quod  Dame  Prudence,  hew;  lightly  is 
f  very  man  enclined  to  his  owen  defire  and  his 
owen  plefcnce  !  Certes  (quod,  fhe)  the  wordes  of 
the  phyficiens  ne  fhulden  nothan  ben  underftonden 
jn  that  wife,  for  certes  wickedneffe  is  not  contra 
rie  to  wickedneffe,  ne  vengeaunce  to  vengeaunce, 
ne  wrong  to  wrong,  but  they  ben  femblable,  and 
and  therfore  a  vengeaunce  i*  not  warifhed  by  ano 
ther  vengeaunce,  ne  a  wrong  by  another  wrong, 
JiWt  everjch  of  hen)  cacr-efcth  and  aggregg.e':h  o- 


;  ther.  But  certes  the  wordes  of  the  pliyficien* 
j  fhulden  ben  underftonde  in  this  wife,  for  good 
j  and  wickedneffe  ben  two  contraries,  and  pees  and 
j  wcrre,  vengeaunce  and  fuffraunce,  difcord  and  ac- 
|  cord,  and  many  other  thinges;  but  certes  wick- 
j  edncffe  fhal  be  warifhed  by  goodncffe,  difcord  by 
i  accord,  werre  by  pecs, and  fo  forth  of  other  thinges. 
And  hereto  accordeth  Seint  Poule  the  apoftle  in 
many  places ;  he.  fayth,  Ne  yelde  not  harme  for 
j  harme,  ne  wicked  fpeche  for  wicked  fpeche,  but 
do  vv'el  to  him  that  doth  to  thee  harme,  and  bleffe 
him  that  faith  to  thee  harme  :  and  in  many  other 
places  he  amonefteth  pees  and  accord.  But  now 
wol  I  fpeke  to  you  of  the  confeil  which  that  was 
yeven  to  you  by  the  men  of  lawe,  and  the  wife 
folk  and  old  folke,  that  fayden  alle  by  on  accord  as 
ye  han  herd  beforne,  that  over  alle  thinges  ye 
fhuln  do  your  diligence  to  kepe  your  perfone,  and 
to  warneftore  your  houfe  ;  and  faiden  alfo,  that  in 
this  cas  you  oughte  for  to  werchen  ful  avifely  and 
with  gret  deliberation.  And,  Sire,  as  to  the  firft 
point,  that  toucheth  the  kcping  of  youre  perfone, 
ye  fhuln  underftond  that  he  that  hath  werre  fhal 
ever  more  devoutly  and  mekely  preien  beforne 
alle  thinges  that  Jefu  Crift  of  his  mercie  wol  han 
him  i,n  his  protection,  and  ben  his  foveraine  help 
ing  at  his  nede  ;  for  certes  in  this  world  ther  is 
no  wight  that  may  be  confeilled  ne  kept  fuffifantly 
withoute  the  keping  of  oure  Lord  Jefu  Crift.  To 
this  fentence  accordeth  the  prophete  David,  that 
fayth,  If  God  r.c  kepe  the  citee  in  idel  wakcth  he 
that  kepcth  it.  Now,  Sire,  than  fliuln  ye  committc 
the  keping  of  youre  perfone  to  youre  trewe  frendei 
that  ben  approved  and  yknowe,  and  of  hem  fhuln 
ye  axen  helpe  youre  perfone  for  to  kepe ;  for  Ca- 
ton  faith,  If  thoa  have  nede  of  helpe,  axe  it  of  thy 
frendes,  for  ther  n'is  non  fo  good  a  phyficien  as 
thy  trewe  frend.  And  after  this  than  fliuln  ye 
kepe  you  fro  alle  ftraunge  folk,  and  fro  lieres,  and 
have  alway  in  fufpec~fc  hir  compatgnie  ;  for  Piers 
Alphonfe  fayth. Ne  take  no  compaignie  by  the' way 
of  a  ftraunge  man,  but  if  fo  be  that  thou  have 
knowen  him  of  lenger  time ;  and  if  fo  be  that  he 
falle  into  thy  compaignie  paraventure  withouten 
thin  affent,  enquerc  than  as  fubtilly  as  thou  maift 
of  his  converfation,  and  of  his  lif  beforne,  and 
feine  thy  way,  faying- thou  wolt  go  thider  as  thou 
wolt  not  go  ;  and  if  he  here  a  fpere  hold  thee  on 
the  right  fide ,  and  if  he  be  re  a  fwerd  hold  thee  on 
his  left  fide.  And  after  this  than  fhuln  ye  kepe 
you  wifely  from  all  fwiche  mancre  peple  as  I 
have  fayed  before,  and  hem  and  hir  confeil  efchue. 
And  after  this  than  fliuln  ye  kepe  you  in  fwiche 
manerethatforanyprefumption  of  youre  ftrengthe 
that  ye  ne  defpife  not  ne  account  not  the  might 
of  your  adverfary  fo  lite  that  ye  let  the  keping  of 
youre  perfone  for  your  prefumption,for  every  wife 
man  dredeth  his..enemie  :  and  Salomon  fayth, .; 
Welful  is  he  that  of  alle  hath  drede  ;  for  certes  he 
that  thurgh  the  h?.rdi?.effe  of  his  hcrte,and  thurgh 
the  harriinefftrof  hi:nfelf,  hath  to  gret  preemption, 
him  fhal  evil  betide.  Than  fhuln  ye  evermo  coun- 
trewaite  emhrfyflements  and  alle  efpiaile  ;  for  Se- 
r.el;  fayth,  that  the  v/ife  man  that  dredeth  harmes 
eichuctJi  harmes,  ne  he  ne  falleth  into  perils  thitf 
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^perils  efchneth.  And  al  be  it  ib  that  it  feme  that 
thou  art  in  fiker  place,  yet  fhalt  thou  alway  do 
thy  diligence  in  keping  of  thy  perfone  ;  this  is  to 
(ayn,  ne  be  not  negligent  to  kepe  thin  perfone 
not  only  fro  thy.greteft  enemy  but  alfo  fro  thy 
iefte  enemy.  Senek  fayth,  A  man  that  is  wel 
.avifed  he  .dredeth  his  Iefte  enemie ;  Ovide  fayth, 
that  the  litel  wefel  wol  flee  the  gret  boll  and  the 
\vilde  hart ;  and  the  book,  fayth,  A  litel  thorne 
may  prikke  a  king  ful  fore ;  and  a  litel  hound  wol 
bold  the  wilde  bore.  But  natheles  I  fay  not  thou 
jfoalt  be  fo  coward  that  thou  doute  wher  as  is  no 
drede.  The  book  faith  that  *  fom  men  [ban  taught 
lie  hir  deceivour,  for  they  han  to  much  drededj 
to  be  deceived.  Yet  fhalt  thou  drede  to  be  em- 
poyfoned  and  [therfore  fhalt  thou]  kepe  thee  fro 
the  compagnie  of  fcorners;  for  the  book  fayth, 
With  fcorners  ne  make  no  compagnie,  .but  flee  hir 

\vordes  as  venime. 

Now  as  to  the  fecond  point,  wheras  youre  wife 
confeilloursconfeilled  you  towarneftoreyour  .hous 
with  gret  diligence,  I  woldf.  fain  knowe  l«ow,that 
ye  underftonde  thilke  wordes,  aud  what  is  -our 
Sentence. 

Melibeus  anfwered  arid  faide;  Certes  I  under- 
ftond  it  in  this  wife,  that  I  fhal  warneftore  min 
hous  with  toures,  fwiche  as  han  caftelles  and  other 
manere  edifices,  and  armure,  and  artelries,  by 
which  thinges  I  may  my  perfone  and  inyn  hous 
fo  kepen  and  defenden  that  min  enemies  fhuln 
ben  in  drede  min  hous  for  to  approche, 

To  this  fentence  anfwered  anon  Prudence  : 
Warneflxring  ^quod  fhe)  of  height  toures  and 
of  gret  edifices,  is  with  grete  coftages  and  with 
grete  travaiile,  and  whan  that  they  ben  acconi- 
pliced  yet  ben  they  not  worth  a  ftre,  but  if  they 
ben  defended  by  trewe  frendes  that  ben  olde  and 
wife.  And  underftonde  wel  that  the  grerefte 
and  ftrongefte  garnefon  that  a  riche  man  may 
have,  as  wel  to  kepen  his  perfone  as  his  goodes,  is, 
that  he  be  beloved  with  his  fubgets  and  \vith  his 
iieigheboures ;  for  thus  fayth  Tullius,  that  ther 
is  a  maner  .garnefon  that  no  man  may  venquifh 
Ee  difcomfite,  and  that  is  a  lord  to  be  beloved  of 
fcis  citizeins  and  of  his  peple. 

Now,  Sire,  as  to  the  thridde  point, wheras  youre 
olde  and  wife  coufcillours  fayden  that  you  ne 
oughte  not  fodeinly  ne  haftily  proceden  in  this 
nede,  but  that  you  oi.igh.te  purveyen  and  appareilen 

.  you  in  this  cas  with  gret  diligence  and  gret  deli 
beration,  trewely  I  tvowe  that  they  fayden  right 
wifely  and  ri^ht  foth  ;  for  Tullius.  fayth,  In  every 
iiexie  er,thou  bcginne  it  appareile  thee  with  gret 
diligence.  Than  fay  I  that  in  veng'aunce  taking  in 
werrc,  in  bataille,  and  in  warneftering,  er  thou  be-i 
ginne  I  redo  tluit  thou  apparcilc  thee  therto,  and 
do  it  witli  gret  deliberation  ;  for  Tullius  fayth 

*  Thispafia^e,  which  is  defective  in  all  the  rnfl".  I  have 
patched  upas  well  as  I  could,  by  Adeline  the  words  between 
hooks  from  the',  French  Melibee,  where  it  Hands  tiius  ; 
"  Aucunes  gens  out  eiUeipnc  ieur  decev-aur,  c;ir  ils  ont 
"  rropdouhte  q;ie  on  nc  ks  iletcuft.  Aprcs  tu  tcrdois 
"  parderde  venun,<:tti  te  rtois  gardenta  compaignie  tie 
•"  moqucurs,  car  il  cit  efcripr,  Avec  Irs  niuqueurs  n'aies 
-.compaigne,  et  iuy  leurs  purolc*  coimne  ic  vcniui."--- 
Rtrvihitt. 


that  longe  appareiling  tofore  the  bataille  maketh 
fhort  vidlorie  ;  and  Cafliodorus  fayth,  The  garne 
fon  is  ftronger  whaii  it  is  longe  time  avifed. 

But  now  let  us  fpeken  of  the  confeil  that  was 
accorded  by.  youre  neighebo-urcs  fwiche  as  don 
you  reverence  withouten  love,  youre  olde  ene 
mies  reconciled,your  flatereres,  that  confeilled  you 
certain  thinges  prively,  and  openly  confeilled  you 
the  contrarie,  the  yonge  folk  alfo,  that  confeilled 
you  to  venge  you  and  to  make  wer.re  anon.  Cer 
tes,  Sire,  as  I  have  fayde  beforne,  ye  han  gretly 
erred  to  han  cleped  fwiche  maner  folk  to  youre 
confeil,  which  confeillours  ben  ynough  reproved, 
by  the  refons  aforefaid  •  but  natheles,  let  us  now 
defcende  to  the  fpecial.  Ye  {foul  firft  proceden  af 
ter  the  dscftrine  of  Tullius..  Certes  the  -trouthc 
of  thre  matere  or.  of  this  confeil  nedeth  not  dili 
gently  to  enquire,  for  it  is  wel  wift  which  they 
ben  that  han  don  to  you  this  trespas  and  vilanie, 
and  how  many  trefpafours,  and  in  wliat  inanere, 
they  han  don  to  you  all  this  wrong  and  all  this 
vilanie.  And  after  thi-;  than  Ihuln  ye  examine  the 
fecond  condition  which  that  the  fame  Tullius  ad- 
deth  in  this  matere ;  for  Tullius  putteth  a  thing 
which  that  he  clepeth  Confenting;  this  to  fayn, 
who  ben  they, and  whicli  ben  they,  and  how  many, 
that  confenten  to  thy  confeil  in  thy  wilfulneffj  to 
don  haflif  vengeaunce.  And  let  us  confidre  alfo 
who  ben  they,  and  how  many  ben  they,  and  which 
ben  they,  that  confenteden  to  youre  adverfaries. 
As  to  the  firft  point,  it  is  wel  knowen  which  folk 
they  be  that  confenteden  to  youre  wilfulneffe, 
for  trewely  all  tho  that  confeileden  you  to  maken 
fodein  wcrre  ne  ben  not  youre  frendes.  Let  us 
now  confidre  which  ben  they  that  ye  holden  fo 
gretly  youre  frendes  as  to  youre  perfone,  foralbe 
at  To  that  ye  be  mighty  and  riche,  certes  ye  ne  ben 
but  allone ;  for  certes  ye  ne  han  no  child  but  a 
doughter,  ne  ye  ne  han  no  brethren,  ne  cofins 
ger mains,  ne  non  other  nigh  kinrede,  wherfore 
that  your  enemies  for  .drede  fhulde  ftinte  to  plede 
with  yoa  or  to  deftroye  youre  perfone.  Ye  know- 
en  alfo  that  your  richelTes  mcten  b-en  difpended 
in  diverfe  parties,  and  whan  tliat  every  wight 
hath  his  part  they  ne  wollen  taken  but  litel  regard 
to  venge  youre  djeth.  But  thin  enemies  ben  three, 
and  they  han  many  brethren,  children,  cofins,  and 
other  nigh  kiurede.;  and  though  fo  were  that 
thou  haddeft  flainof  heni  two  or  three,  yet  dwel- 
len  ther  ynow  to  wreken  hir  deth,  and  to  flee  thy 
perfone.  And  though  fo  be  that  youre  ki'.rede  be 
more  ftedefaft  arid  fiker  than  the  kin  of  your  ad 
verfaries,  yet  nathelns  youre  kinrede  is  but  a  fer 
kinrede  ;  they  ben  but  litel  fibbe  to  you,  and  the 
kin  of  youre  enemies  ben  nigh  fibbe  to  hem ;  ami 
certes  as  in  that  hir  condition  is  better  thqn 
youres.  Thau  let  us  con'ndcre  alfo  of  the  confeil- 
ling  of  hem  .that  confeilled  you  to  take  fodeia 
vengeaunce,  whether,  it  accorde  to  refon  ;  and 
certes  ye  kaowc  wel  nay ;  for  as  by  right  and  re 
fon  ther  may  no  man  taken  vengeaunce  on  no 
wight  btit  the  jugc  that  hath  the  jurifdiction  of 
it,  whan  it  is  y^raunted  him  to  take  thilke  van. 
ge:umce  huftlh"  yi'  attomprely  as  the  Icuvc rc^uiv cth- 
1  iiij 
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And  moreover  of  thilke  word  that  Tulhus  clepeth  . 
Consenting,  thpu  fhalt  confidere  if  thy  might  and 
thy  power  may  confente  and  fuffice  to  thy  wil- 
fulncirc  and  to  thy  confeillours ;  and  certes  thou 
nvayeft  wel  fay  that  Nay ;  for  fikerly,  as  for  to 
fpeke  preprely,  we  moun  do  nothing  but  only 
iwlche  thing  as  we  moun  don  rightfully ;  and 
certes  rightfully  ye  ne  mowe  take  no.  vengeaunce, 
as  of  your  propre  au&orite.  Than  mowe  ye  fen 
that  your  power  ne  confenteth  not  ne  accordeth 
not  to  your  wilfulneffe.  Now  let  us  examine  the 
thridde  point,  that  Tullius  clepeth  Confequent. 
Thou  fhalt  underftonde  that  the  vengeaunce  that 
thou  purpofeft  for  t.e  take  is  the  coniequent,  and 
theroffolweth  another  vengeaunce,peril,andwerre, 
and  other  damages  without  nombre,  of  which  we 
ben  not  ware  as  at  this  time.  And  as  touching  the 
fourthe  point,  that  Tullius  clepeth  Engendering, 
thou  fhalt  confider  that  this  wrong  which  that  is 
don  to  thee  is  engendred  of  the  hate  of  thin  ene 
mies,  and  of  the  vengeaunce  taking  upon  that 
Wold  engender  another  vengeaunce,  and  muchel 
forwe  and  wafting  of  richeffes,  as  I  fayde  ere. 

Now,  Sive,  as  to  the  point  that  Tullius  clepeth 
Caufes,  which  that  is  the  laft  point,  thou  (halt  un 
derftonde  that  the  wrong  that  thou  haft  received 
hath  certaine  caufes  which  that  clerkes  clepen 
orient  and  efciens,  and  caufa  longlnqua,  and  caufa 
propinqtta ;  this  is  to  fayn,  the  fer  caufe  and  the 
nigh  caufe.  The  fer  caufe  is  almighty  God,  that 
is  caufe  of  alle  thinges;  the  ner  caufe  is  thin  three 
enemies;  the  caufe  accidental  was  hate;  the  caufe 
material  ben  the  five  woundes  of  thy  doughter ; 
the  caufe  formal  is  the  maner  of  hir  werking,  that 
broughten  ladders  and  clomben  in  at  thy  win- 
do  wes  ;  the  caufe  final  was  for  to  flee  thy  dough- 
t  -r  :  it  letted  not  in  as  muche  as  in  hem  was. 
ifiut  for  to  fpeke  of  the  fer  caufe,  as  to  what  ende 
they  fhuld  come,  or  what  dial  finally  betide  of 
hem  in  this  cas,  ne  can  I  not  deme  but  by  conjecT:- 
ing  and  fuppofmg  ;  for  we  fhuln  fuppofe  that  they 
fhuln  come  to  a  wicked  ende,  becaufe  that  the 
book  of  Decrees  fayth,  Selden  or  with  gret  peine 
ben  caufes  ybrotight  to  a  good  ende  whan  they 
ben  badly  begonne. 

Now,  Sire,  if  men  wold  axen  me  why  that  God 
fuffrect  men  to  do  you  this  vilanie,  certes  I  can  not 
wel  anfwer  as  for  no  fothfaftnefie ;  for  the  apoftle 
fayth  that  the  fciences  and  the  jugements  of  oure 
Lord  God  Almighty  |ben  ful  depe ;  ther  may  no 
man  comprehend  nej>icrche  hem  fuftifantly  ;  na- 
theles,  by  certain  pra»mptions  and  conjeclings  \ 
hold  and  beleve  that  God,  which  that  is  ful  of  juf- 
tice  and  of  rightwifeneffe,  hath  fuffered  this  betide 
by  juft  caufe  refonable. 

Thy  name  is  Melibee,  this  is  to  fayn,  a  man 
that  drinketh  hony."  Thou  huft  dronkc  fo  muche 
hony  of  fwete  temporel  richeffes,  and  delices,  and 
honours  of  this  world,  that  thou  art  dronken,  and 
haft  forget  ten  Jefu  Crift  thy  creatour  :  thou  ne 
haft  not  dori  to  him  fwiche  honour  and  reverence 
as  thee  ought,  ne  thou  ne  haft  wel  ytaken  kepc  to 
the  wordes  of  Ovide,  that  fayth,  Under  the  honey 
of  the  goodes  of  thy  body  is  hid  the  venime  that 
fleth  the  foule :  and  Salomon  fayth,  If  thou  haft 


founden  hony,  etc  of  it  that  fufficeth;  for  if  thotf 
etc  of  it  out  of  mefure  thou  fhalt  fpewe,  and  be 
nedy  and  poure.  And  peraventure  Crift  hath 
thee  in  defpit,  and  hath  tourned  away  fro  thee  his 
face  and  his  eres  of  mifericorde,  and  alfo  he  huth 
fuffred  that  thou  haft  ben  puniflied  in  the  manere 
that  thou  haft  ytrefpafed.  Thou  haft  don  fame 
again  oure  Lord  Crift,  for  certes  the  three  ene 
mies  of  mankind,  that  is  to  fayn,  the  flefh,.  the 
fend,  and  the  world,  thou  haft  fuffred  hem  entre 
into  thin  herte  wilfully  by  the  windowes  of  thy 
body,  and  haft  not  defended  thyfelf  fuffifantly 
agein  hir  ajTautes  and  hir  temptations,  fo  that 
they  han  wounded  thy  foule  in  five  places ;  this  is 
to  fayn,  the  dedly  finnes  that  ben  entred  into 
thyn  herte  by  thy  five  wittcs  :  and  in  the  fame 
manere  our  Lord  Crift  hath  wold  and  fuffred 
that  thy  three  enemies  ben  entred  into  thyn  hous 
by  the  windowes,  and  han  ywounded  thy  doagh- 
ter  in  theforefayd  manere. 

Certes,  quod  Melibee,  I  fee  wel  that  ye  enforce 
you  muchel  by  wordes  to  overcomen  me  in  fwiche 
manere  that  I  fhal  not  venge  me  on  min  enemies, 
fhewing  me  the  perils  and  the  evils  that  mighten 
falle  of  this  vengeaunce  ;  but  who  fo  wolde  confi- 
dre  in  all  vengeaunces  the  perils  and  evils  that 
mighten  fue  of  vengeaunce  taking  a  man  wold  ne 
ver  take  vengeaunce,  and  that  were  harme ;  for  by 
the  vengeaunce  taking  ben  the  wicked  men  diffe- 
vered  fro  the  goode  men,  and  they  that  han  will 
to  do  wickedneffe  reftreinen  hir  wicked  purpos 
whan  they  fen  the  punifhing  and  the  chaftifing 
*  of  the  trefpafours.  [To  this  anfwered  Dame 
Prudence  :  Certes,  quod  fhe,  I  graunte  you  that 
of  vengeaunce  taking  cometh  muche  evil  and 
muche  good ;  but  vengeaunce  taking  apperteineth 
not  to  everich  on,  but  only  to  juges,  and  to  hem 
that  han  the  jurifdi&ion  over  the  trefpafours.] 
And  yet  fay  I  more,  that  right  as  a  finguler  per- 
fone  fmneth  in  taking  vengeaunce  of  another  man, 
right  fo  finneth  the  juge  if  he  do  no  vengeaunce  of 
hem  that  it  han  deferved  ;  for  Senek  fayth  thus. 
That  mafter  (he  fayth)  is  good  that  preveth 
fhrewes  ;  and  Caffiodore  fayth,  A  man  dredeth  to 
do  outrages  whan  he  wot  and  knoweth  that  it  dif- 
plefeth  to  the  juges  and  foveraines ;  and  another 
fayth,  The  juge  that  dredeth  to  do  right  maketh 
men  fhrewes ;  and  Sein.t  Poule  the  apoftle  iayth 
in  his  epiftle,  whan  he  writeth  unto  the  Romanies, 
that  the  juges  beren  not  the  fpere  withouten 
caufe,  but  they  beren  it  to  punifhe  the  fhrewes 
and  mifdoers,  and  for  to  defende  the  goode  men. 
If  ye  wila  than  take  vengeaunce  of  youre  enemies, 
ye  fhuln  retourne  or  have  your  recours  to  the  juge 
that  hath  the  jurifdiction  upon  hem,  and  he  fhal 
punifhe  hem  as  the  lawe.  axeth  and  requireth. 

A !  fayd  Melibee,  this  vengeaunce  liketh  me 
nothing.  I  bethink  me  now  and  take  hede  how 


*  The  following  pa(Ta?e,  which  the  reader  will  fee  to  be 
very  material  to  the  .fcnfe,  I  have  tranfiated  from  the 
French,  and  inferred  between  crotchet-,  as  before;  "  E't 
"  a  cc  rafpont  Dame  Prudence:  Certes,  ;  lit  elle,  le  t'ot- 
**  troyc  que  de  venpeance  vient  molt  dc  maulx  et  de  biens, 
41  mais  venpeance  n'appartient  pas  a  un  chafcim,  fors  feu- 
"  lement  aux  juges  eta  ceulx  qui  out  la  juritiicion  furies 
"  malfaitcurs"---  Tvrwbtif, 


THE  TALE   OF   MELIBEUS. 


that  Fortune  hath  nourifhed  me  from  my  child- 
hode,  and  hath  holpen  me  to  paffe  many  a  ftronge 
pas :  nowwol  I  affayen  hire,  trowing  with  Goddes 
helpe  that  Ihe  fhal  helpe  me  my  fhame  for  to 
venge. 

Certes,  quod  Prudence,  if  ye  wol  werke  by  my 
confeil  ye  fhuln  not  affaye  Fortune  by  no  way,  ne 
ye  ne  fhuln  not  lene  or  bowe  unto  hire,  after  the 
wordes  of  Senek  ;  for  thinges  that  ben  folily  don, 
and  tho  that  ben  don  in  hope  of  Fortune,  fhuln 
never  come  to  good  ende.  And  as  the  fame  Senek 
fayth,  The  more  clere  and  the  more  fhining  that 
Fortune  is,  the  more  brotel  and  the  foner  broke  (he 
is.  Trufteth  not  in  hire,  for  Ihe  n'is  not  ftedefaft 
ne  ftable,  for  whan  thou  troweft  to  be  moft  fiker 
and  feure  of  hire  helpe,  fhe  wol  faille  and  deceive 
thee.  And  wheras  ye  fayn  that  Fortune  hath 
nourifhed  you  fro  youre  childhode,  I  fay  that  in  fo 
muchel  ye  fhuln  the  lelfe  trufte  in  hire  and  in  hire 
wit ;  for  Senek  faith,  What  man  that  is  norifhed 
by  Fortune  fhe  maketh  him  a  gret  fool.  Now 
than  fin  ye  defire  and  axe  vengeaunce,  and  the 
vengeaunce  that  is  don  after  the  lawe  and  before 
the  juge  ne  liketh  you  not,  and  the  vengeaunce 
that  is  don  in  hope  of  Fortune  is  perilous  and  un 
certain,  than  have  ye  non  other  remedie  but  for 
to  have  your  recours  unto  the  foveraine  juge  that 
vengeth  alle  vilanies  and  wronges,  and  he  fhal 
venge  you ;  after  that  himfelf  witneffetb.  wheras 
he  faith,  Leveth  the  vengeaunce  to  me,  and  I  fhal 
do  it. 

Melibeus  anfwered,  If  I  ne  venge  me  of  the 
vilanie  that  men  han  don  to  me,  I  fompne  or  warne 
hem  that  has  don  to  me  vilanie,  and  alle  other,  to 
do  me  another  vilanie  ;  for  it  is  written,  If  thou 
take  no  vengeaunce  of  an  olde  vilany,  thou  fomp- 
nefl  thin  adverfaries  to  do  thee  a  newe  vilanie  : 
and  alfo  for  my  fuffraunce  men  wolden  do  me 
fo  muche  vilanie,  that  I  might  neither  here  it  ne 
fufteine,  and  fo  fhulde  I  ben  put  and  holden  over 
lowe;  for  fom  men  fain,  In  muchel  fuffring  fhal 
many  thinges  falle  unto  thee  which  thou  fhalt  not 
movve  fuffre. 

Certes,  quod  Prudence,  I  graunte  you  wel  that 
overmuchel  fuffraunce  is  not  good,  but  yet  ne  fol- 
weth  it  not  therof  that  every  perfone  to  whom 
men  don  vilanie  fhuld  take  of  it  vengeaunce,  for 
that  apperteineth  and  longeth  all  only  to  the  ju- 
ges,  for  they  fhul  venge  the  vilanies  and  injuries ; 
and  therfore  tho  two  audtoritees  that  ye  han  fayd 
above  ben  only  underftonden  in  the  juges,  for 
whan  they  fuffren  overmuchel  the  wronges  and 
vilanies  to  be  don  withouten  punifhing,  they 
fompne  not  a  man  all  only  for  to  do  newe  wronges, 
but  they  comrnaundenit ;  al  fo  as  a  wife  man  fayth, 
that  the  juge  that  corre&eth  not  the  finner  com- 
maundeth  and  biddeth  him  do  fmne  :  and  the 
juges  and  foveraines  mighten  fn  hir  lond  fo  muche 
fuffre  of  the  fhrewes  and  mifdoers,  that  they  fhuld 
en  by  fwiche  fuffraunce  by  proces  of  time  wexen  of 
fwiche  power  and  might,  that  they  fhulde  putte 
out  the  juges  and  the  foveraines  from  hir  places, 
and  atte  lafte  maken  him  lefe  hir  lordfhippes. 

But  now  let  us  putte  that  ye  have  leve  to  venge 
you  ;  I  fay  ye  be  not  of  might  and  power  as  now 


to  venge  you ;  for  if  ye  wol  makcn  comparifon  un 
to  the  might  of  youre  adverfaries,  ye  fhuln  finde 
in  many  thinges  that  I  have  fhewed  you  er  this 
that  hir  condition  is  better  than  youres,  and  ther 
fore  fay  I  that  it  is  good  as  now  that  ye  fuffre  and 
be  patient. 

Forthermore,  ye  knowen  wel  that  after  the 
commune  faw  it  is  a  woodneffe  a  man  to  ftrivc 
with  a  flronger  or  a  more  mighty  man  than  he  i« 
himfelf;  and  for  to  ftrive  with  a  man  of  even 
flrengthe,  that  is  to  fay,  with  as  ftrong  a  man  as 
he  is,  it  is  peril ;  and  for  to  ftrive  with  a  weker 
man  it  is  folie  ;  and  therfore  fhulde  a  man  flea 
ftriving  as  muchel  as  he  mighte ;  for  Salomon 
fayth,  It  is  a  gret  worfhip  to  a  man  to  kepe  him 
fro  noife  and  ftrif.  Arid  if  it  fo  happe  that  a  man 
of  greter  mighte  and  ftrengthe  than  thou  art  do 
thee  grevaunce,  ftudie  and  befie  thee  rather  to 
ftille  the  fame  grevaunce  than  for  to  venge  thee ; 
for  Senek  fayth,  That  he  putteth  him  in  a  grete  pe 
ril  that  ftriveth  with  a  greter  man  than  he  is  him 
felf;  and  Caton  fayth.  If  a  man  of  higher  eftat  or 
degree,  or  more  mighty  than  thou,  do  thee  anoyc 
or  grevance,  fuffre  him ;  for  he  that  ones  hath  gre- 
ved  thee  may  another  time  releve  thee  and  helpe 
thee.  Yet  fette  I  cas  ye  have  bothe  might  and  li 
cence  for  to  venge  you ;  I  fay  that  ther  ben  ful  many 
thinges  that  fhuln  reftreine  you  of  vengeaunce 
taking,  and  make  you  for  to  encline  to  fuffre  and 
for  to  han  patience  in  the  wronges  that  han  ben 
don  to  you.  Firft  and  forward,  if  ye  wol  confi- 
dre  the  defautes  that  ben  in  youre  o*ven  perfone, 
for  which  defautes  God  hath  fuffred  you  have  this 
tribulation,  as  I  have  fayd  to  you  herebeforne ;  for 
the  poete  fayth,  that  we  oughten  patiently  taken 
the  tribulations  that  comen  to  us,  whan  that  we 
thinken  and  confideren  that  we  han  deferved  to 
han  hem  ;  and  Seint  Gregorie  fayth,  that  whan  a 
man  confidereth  wel  the  nombre  of  his  defautes 
and  of  his  fmnes,  the  peines  and  the  tribulations 
that  he  fuffereth  femen  the  leffe  unto  him ;  and 
in  as  muche  a?  him  thinketh  his  finnes  more  hevy 
and  grevous,  in  fo  muche  femeth  his  peine  the 
lighter  and  the  efier  unto  him.  Alfo  ye  owen  to 
encline  and  bowe  youre  herte  to  take  the  patience 
of  oure  Lord  Jefu  Crift,  as  fayth  Seint  Peter  in  his 
Epiftles.  Jefu  Crift  (he  fayth)  hath  fuffred  for  us, 
and  yeven  enfample  to  every  man  to  folwe  and 
fue  him,  for  he  did  never  fmne,  ne  never  came 
ther  a  vilains  word  out  of  his  mouth.  Whan  meu 
curfed  him  he  curfed  hem  nought,  and  whan  men 
beten  him  he  manaced  hem  nought.  Alfo  the  gre/ 
patience  which  feintes  that  ben  in  Paradis  han  had 
in  tribulations  that  they  han  fuffred  withouten  hir 
defert  or  gilt,  oughte  snuchel  ftirre  you  to  pa 
tience.  Forthermcre,  ye  fhulde  enforce  you  to 
have  patience,  confidering  that  the  tribulations  of 
this  world  but  litel  while  endure,  arid  fone  paffed 
ben  and  gon,  and  the  joye  that  a  man  feketh  to 
han  by  patience  in  tribulations  is  perdurable ;  af 
ter  that  the  apoftle  fayth  in  his  epiftle,  The  joya 
of  God,  he  fayth,  is  perdurable,  that  is  to  fayn, 
everlafting.  Alfo  troweth  and  beleveth  ftedfaflly 
that  he  n'is  not  wel  ynorifhed  ne  wel  ytaught 
that  cannot  have  patience,  or  wol  not  receive  pa- 
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tience ;  for  Salomon  fayth,  that  the  doctrine  and 
wit  of  a  man  is  knowen  hy  patience  ;  and  in  an 
other  place  he  fayth,  that  he  that  is  patient  go- 
verneth  him  by  gret  prudence  :  and  the  fame  Sa 
lomon  fayth,  The  angrie  and  wrathful  man  mak 
cth  noifes,  and  the  patient  man  attempteth  and 
flilleth  hem  :  he  faith  alfo,  It  is  more  worth  to  be 
patient  than  to  be  right  ftrong ;  and  he  that  may 
have  the  lordfhipe  of  his  owen  herte  is  more  to 
preife  than  he  that  by  his  force  or  ftrengthe  tak- 
cth  gret  citees  :  and  therfore  fayth  Seint  James  in 
his  epiflle,  that  patience  is  a  gret  vertuc  of  perfec 
tion. 

Certes,  qucd  :Melibee,  I  graunte  you,  Dame 
Prudence,  that  patience  is  a  gret  vertue  of  perfec 
tion,  but  every  man  may  not  have  the  perfection 
that  ye  feken  ;  ne  I  am  not  of  the  nombre  of  the 
right  parfit  men,  for  min  herte  may  never  be  in 
pees  unto  the  time  it  be  venged ,  And  al  be  it  fo 
that  it  was  gret  peril  to  min  enemies  to  do  me  a 
vilanie  in  taking  vengeaunce  upon  me,  yet  token 
they  non  hede  of  the  peril,  but  fulfilleden  hir 
•wicked  will  and  hir  corage ;  and  therfore  me 
ihinketh  men  oughten  not  repreve  me  though  I 
|)ut  me  in  a  litel  peril  for  to  venge  me,  and  though 
I  do  a  gret  excefle,  that  is  to  fayn,  that  I  vengc  .on 
outrage  by  another. 

A  !  quod  Dame  Prudence,  ye  fayn  your  will  and 
as  you  liketh ;  but  in  no  cas  of  the  world  a  man 
fhulde  not  don  outrage  ne  exceffe  for  to  vengen 
Iiim ;  for  Caffiodore  fayth,  that  as  evil  doth  he 
that  vengeth  him  by  outrage  as  he  that  doth  the 
outrage ;  and  therfore  ye  fhuln  venge  you  after 
the  ordre  of  right,  that,  is  to  fayn,  by  the  lawe,  and 
not  by  exceffe  ne  by  outrage.  And  alfo  if  ye  wol 
venge  you  of  the  outrage  of  youre  adverfaries  in 
other  manere  than  right  commaundeth  ye  finnen  ; 
and  therfore  fayth  Senek,  that  a  man  fhal  never 
venge  fhrewednefle  by  fhrewedneffe.  And  if  ye 
fay  that  right  axeth  a  man  to  defende  violence 
by  violence,  and  fighting  by  fighting,  certes  ye  fay 
foth,  whan  the  defence  is  don  withouten  inter- 
valle,  or  withouten  tarying  or  delay,  for  to  de- 
tende  him,  and  not  for  to  venge  :  and  it  behoveth 
that  a  man  putte  fwiche  at<emperaunce  in  his  de 
fence  that  men  have  no  caufe  ne  mater  to  repreve 
}iim  that  defendeth  him  of  outrage  and  exceffe, 
for  elles  were  it  againe  refon.  Parde  ye  knowen 
\vel  that  ye  inaken  no  defence  as  now  for  to  de- 
iende  you,  but  for  to  venge  you,  and  fo  flieweth 
at  that  ye  han  no  will  to  do  your  dede  attempre- 
ly  ;  and  therfore  me  thinketh  that  patience  is 
good ;  for  Salomon  fayth,  that  he  that  is  not  pa 
tient  fhal  have  gret  harme. 

Certes,  quod  Melibee,  I  graunte  you  that  whan 
a  man  is  impatient  and  wrothe  of  that  that  touch- 
«th  him  not,  and  that  apperteineth  not  unto  him, 
though  it  hrj-me  him,  it  is  no  wonder;  for  the  lawe 
iaiih  that  he  is  coupable  that  entremeteth  or  med- 
leth  with  fwiche  thing  as  apperteineth  not  unto 
}  ini ;  and  Salomon  faith,  that  he  tliat  entremet- 
^th  of  the  noife  or  flrif  of  another  man  is  like  to 
J.iai  that  taketh  a  frraungc  hound  by  the  eres;  for 
light  as  he  that  taketh  *  ftraunge  hound  by  the 
tr«js  is  othtj  while  bitcn  v.'ithtlic  hoimd,  right  in 


the  fame  wife  it  is  refon  that  he  have  htirme 
that  by  his  impatience  medleth  him  of  the  noife 
of  another  man,  wheras  it  apperteineth  not  unto 
htm..  But  ye  knowe  wel  that  this  dede,  that  is 
to  fayn,  my  greef  and  my  difefe,  toucheth  me 
right  nigh;  and  therfore  though  I  be  wroth  and 
impatient  it  is  no  mervaile :  and  (faving  your 
grace)  I  cannot  f«e  that  it  might  gretly  harme  me 
though  I  took  vengeaunce,  for  I  am  richer  and 
more  mighty  than  min  enemies  benj  and  wel 
knowe  ye  that  by  money  and  by  having  grete 
poffeffions  ben  alle  thinges  of  this  world  govern 
ed  ;  and  Salomon  fayth  that  alle  thinges  obeye  to 
money. 

Whan  Prudence  had  herd  hire  hufbond  avaunte 
him  of  his  richefle  and  of  his  .money,  difpreifing 
the  power  of  his  adverfaries,  fhe  fpake  and  fayd  in 
this  wife  :  Certes,  dere  Sire  !  I  graunte  you  that 
ye  ben  riche  and  mighty,  and  that  richeffes  ben 
good  to  hem  that  han  wel  ygeten  hem,  and  that 
wel  conne  ufen  hem  ;  for  right  as  the  body  of  a 
man  may  not  liven  withouten  foul,  no  more  may  it 
liven  withouten  temporel  goodes,  and  by  richeffe» 
may  a  man  gete  him  grete  frendes ;  and  therfore 
fayth  Pamphilus,  If  a  netherdes  doughter  (he 
•fayth)  be  riche,  fhe  may  chefe  of  a  thoufand  men 
which  fhe  vvol  take  to  hire  hufbond;  for  of  a 
thoufand  men  -on  wol  not  forfaken  hire  nc  refufen 
hire.  And  this  Pamphilus  faith  alfo,  If  thou  be 
right  happy,  that  is  to  fayn,  if  thou  be  right 
riche,  thou  fhalt  finde  a  gret  nombre  of  felawes 
and  frendes ;  and  if  thy  fortune  chaunge,  that 
thou  wexe  poure,  farewel  frendfhipe  and  feiaw- 
fhipe,  for  thou  fhalt  be  al  allone  withouten  any 
compaigne,  but  if  it  be  the  cornpaignie  of  poure 
folk.  And  yet  fayth  this  Pamphiius  moreover, 
that  they  that  ben  bond  and  thralle  of  linage 
fliuln  be  made  worthy  and  noble  by  richelTes. 
And  right  fo  as  by  richeffes  ther  comen  many 
goodes,  right  fo  by  poverte  come  ther  many 
harmes  and  eviles,  Jar  gret  poverte  conflreinetk 
a  man  to  do  many  eviles  :  and  therfore  clepetht 
Caffiodore  poverte  the  moder  of  ruine,  that  is  to 
fayn,  the  moder  of  overthrowing  or  falling  doun  ; 
and  therfore  fayth  Piers  Alfonfe,  On  of  the  gret- 
eft  advcrfitees  of  this  world  is  whan  a  free  man 
by  kinde,  or  of  birtbe,  is  conilreined  by  poverte 
to  eten  the  almeffe  of  his  enemie.  And  the  fame 
fayth  Innocent  in  on  .of  his  bockes  :  he  fayth, 
that  forweful  and  mifnappy  is  the  condition  of  a 
poure  begger,  for  if  he  axe  not  his  mete  he  dieth 
for  hunger,  and  if  he  axe  he  dieth  for  fhame  j 
and  algates  neceffitee  conftreineth  him-  to  axe  ; 
and  therfore  fayth  Salomon,  that  better  it  is 
to  die  than  for  to  have  fwiche  poverte ;  r.nd, 
as  the  fame  Salomon  fayth,  Better  it  is  to  die  of 
bitter  d/'th  than  for  to  liven  in  fwiche  wife.  By 
tl-.if;  rcfons  that  I  have  faicl  «nto  you,  and  by 
many  ocher  refons  that  I  coude  faye,  I  graunte 
you  that  richeffes  ben  good  to  hem  that  v/el  geten 
hem,  and  to  hem  that  wel  ufen  tho  richeffes;  and 
therfore  \vol  I  fliewe  you  how  yc  fnuln  behave 
you  in  gaclering  of  your  richsffes,  and  in  \vhai 
m;-;nero>  YC  Ihuln  ufcu  hem. 
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Firft,  ye  fliuln  gctcn  hem  \vithouten  gret  de- 
fir,  by  good  leifer,  fokingly,  and  not  over  haftifly, 
for  a  man  that  is  to  defiring  to  get  richeffei  aban- 
doneth  him  firfte  to  thcfte  and  to  alle  other 
cviies  ;  and  therfcre  fayth  Salomon,  He  that  haft- 
eth  him  to  beflly  to  wexe  riche  he  flial  be  non  in 
nocent  :  he  fayth  alfo,  that  the  richefle  that  ha- 
ftily  cometh  to  a  man  fone  and  lightly  goeth  and 
pafleth  from  a  man,  but  that  richeffe  that  cometh 
litel  and  litel  wexeth  alway  and  multiplieth.  And, 
.Sire,  ye  fhulen  gete  richeffes  by  youre  wit  and  by 
youre  travaillc,  unto  youre  profitc,  and  that  with- 
outen  \vrong-  or  harme  doing  to  any  other  per- 
fone ;  for  the  lawe  fayth,  Ther  maketh  no  man 
himfelf  riche  if  he  do  harme  to  another  wight; 
this  i?to  fay,  that  Nature  defendeth  andforbedeth 
by  right  that  no  man  make  himfelf  riche  unto 
the  harme  of  another  perfone.  And  Tullius  fayth, 
that  no  forwe,  ne  no  drede  of  deth,  ne  nothing 
that  may  falle  unto  a  man,  is  fo  muchel  ageins 
nature  as  a  man  to  encrefe  his  owen  profite  to 
Jiarme  of  another  man.  And  though  the  grete 
men  and  the  mighty  men  geten  richeffes  more 
lightly  than  thou,  yet  {halt  thou  not  ben  idel  ne 
flowe  to  do  thy  profite,  for  thou  {halt  in  alle  wife 
flee  idleneffe;  for  Salomon  fayth,  that  idlenefle 
techeth  a  man  to  do  many  eviles :  and  the  fame 
Salomon  fayth,  that  he  that  travailleth  and  befi- 
eth  him  to  tillen  his  lond  fhal  etc  bred,  but  he 
that  is  idel,  and  cafteth  him  to  no  befmefTe  ne 
i  Occupation,  fhal  falle  into  poverte,  and  die  for 
hunger.  And  he  that  is  idel  and  flow  can  never 
find  covenable  time  for  to  do  his  profite  ;  for  ther 
is  a  verfifiour  fayth,  that  the  idel  man  excufeth 
him  in  winter  becaufe  of  the  grete  cold,  and  in 
fommer  they  by  enchefon  of  the  hete.  For  thife 
catifes,  fayth  Caton,  Waketh,  and  enclineth  you 
not  over  muchel  to  flepe,  for  over  muche-1  refte 
ncrifheth  and  caufeth  many  vices ;  and  therfore 
fayth  Seint  Jerome,  Doeth  fcm  good  dedes,  that 
the  devil  which  is  oure  enemie  ne  finde  you  not 
unoccupied,  for  the  devil  he  taketh  not  lightly 
unto  his  werking  fwiche  as  he  findeth  occupied 
in  gocde  werkes. 

Than  thus  in  geting  richeffes  ye  muften  flee 
idleneffe ;  and  afterward  ye  ihuln  ufen  the  richefles 
which  ye  han  geten  by  youre  wit  and  by  youre 
travaille  in  fwiche  manere  than  men  holde  you 
not  to  fcarce  ne  to  fparing,  ne  fool-large,  that  is 
to  fay,  over  large  a  fpender ;  for  right  as  mert 
blamen  an  avaricious  man  becaufe  of  his  fcarcitee 
and  chincherie,in  the  fame  wife  is  he  to  blame  that 
fpendeth  over  largely  ;  and  therfore  faith  Caton, 
Ufe  (fayth  he)  the  richeffes  that  thou  haft  ygeten 
in  fwiche  manere  that  men  have  no  matere  ne 
caufe  to  calle  thee  nother  wretche  ne  chince,  for 
it  is  a.  gret  fhame  to  a  man  to  have  a  poure  herte 
and  a  riche  purfe  :  he  fayth  alfo,  The  goodes  that 
thou  haft  ygeten  ufe  hem  by  mefiire,  that  is  to 
fayn,  fper.de  mefurably,  for  they  that  folily  wa- 
ften  and  difpenden  the  goodes  that  they  han  whan 
they  han  no  more  propre  of  hir  owen  that  they 
fliapen  hem  to  take  the  gocdes  of  another  man. 
1  fay  than  that  ye  fluiln  flee  avarice,  ufing  youre 


richeffes  in  fwiche  manere  that  men  fayn  not  that 
youre  richefles  ben  ybcried,  but  that  ye  have  hem 
in  youre  might  and  in  youre  welding ;  for  a  wife 
man  repreveth  the  avaricious  man,  '  and  fayth 
thus  in  two  vers,  Wherto  and  why  berieth  a  man 
his  goodes  by  his  gret  avarice,  and  knoweth  wel 
that  nedes  muft  he  die,  for  deth  is  the  end  of 
every  man  as  m  this  prefent  liH  and  for  what 
caufe  or  enchefon  jbineth  he  him,  or  knitteth  he 
him  fo  faft  unto  his  goodes,  that  alle  his  wittes 
mown  not  diffeveren  him  or  departen  him  from 
his  goodes,  and  knoweth  we],  or  oughte  to  know, 
that  whan  he  is  ded  he  fhal  nothing  bere  with 
him  out  of  this  world  ?  and  therfore  fayth  Seint 
Auguftien,  that  the  avaricious  man  is  likened  unto 
helle,  that  the  more  it  fwalweth  the  more  defir  it 
hath  to  fwalwe  and  devoure.  And  as  wel  as  ye 
wolde  efchue  to  be  called  an  avaricious  man  or 
chinchc,  as  wel  fhulde  ye  kepe  you  and  governe 
you  in  fwiche  a  wife  that  men  calle  you  not  fool- 
large  ;  therfore  faith  Tullius,  The  goodes  of  thin 
hous  ne  fhulde  not  ben  hid  ne  kept  fo  clofe  but 
that  they  might  ben  opened  by  pitee  and  debo- 
nairetee,  that  is  to  fayn,  to  yeve  hem  part  that 
han  gret  nede  ;  ne  thy  goodes  fhulden  not  ben  fo 
open  to  be  every  mannes  gcodes.  Afterward,  in 
getting  of  youre  richefTes,  and  in  ufmgof  hem,  ye 
fhuln  ahvay  have  three  thinges  in  youre  herte, 
that  is  to  fay,  oure  Lord  God,  confcience,  and  good 
name.  Firft,  ye  fhuln  have  God  in  youre  herte, 
and  for  no  richefle  ye  fhuln  do  nothing  which 
may  in  any  manere  difplefeGod  that  isyoure  crea- 
tour  and  maker ;  for,  after  the  word  of  Salomon, 
It  is  better  to  have  a  litel  good,  with  love  of  God, 
than  to  have  mu'chel  good  and  lefe  the  love  of  his 
Lord  God  :  and  the  prophete  fayth,  that  better 
it  is  to  ben  a  good  man  and  have  litel  good  and 
trefor  than  to  be  holden  a  fhrewe  and  have  grete 
richeffes.  And  yet  I  fay  forthermore,  that  ye 
fhulden  alway  do  youre  befineffe  to  gete  you  rich 
effes,  fo  that  ye  gete  hem  with  good  confcience. 
And  the  apoftle  fayth,  that  there  n'is  thing  in  this 
world  of  which  we  fhulden  have  fo  gret  joye  as 
whan  oure  confcience  bereth  us  good  witririie ; 
and  the  wife  man  fayth,  The  fubftaunce  of  a  man 
is  ful  good  whan  fmne  is  not  in  mannes  confcience. 
Afterward,  in  geting  of  youre  richeffes  and  in 
ufing  of  hem,  ye  muft  have  gret  befineffe  and  gret 
diligence  that  youre  good  name  be  alway  kept  and 
conserved ;  for  Salomon  fayth,  that  beter  it  is 
and  more  it  availeth  a  man  to  have  a  good  name 
than  for  to  have  grete  richeffes ;  and  therfore  he 
fayth  in  another  place,  Do  gret  diligence  (faith 
Salomon)  in  keping  of  thy  frendes  and  of  thy 
good  name,  for  it  flial  lenger  abide  with  thee 
than  any  trefor,  be  it  never  fo  precious ;  and  cer- 
tes  he  fhulde  not  be  called  a  Gentilman  that  after 
God  and  good  confcience  alle  thinges  left  ne  doth 
his  diligence  and  befineffe  tokepen  his  good  name; 
and  Caffiodore  fayth,  that  it  is  a  figne  of  a  gentil 
Iierte  whan  a  man  loveth  and  defireth  to  have  a 
good  name  ;  and  therefore  fayth  Seint  Auguftine, 
that  ther  ben  two  thinges  that  arn  right  necefiarie 
and  ncdeful,  r.nd  that  is  good  confcience  and  good 
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los;  that  is  it  to  fayn,  good  confcience  to  thin 
owen  perfone  inward,  and  good  los  for  thy  neighe- 
bour  outward.  And  he  that  trofteth  him  fo 
niuchcl  in  his  good  confcience  that  he  defpifeth 
and  fetteth  at  nought  his  good  name  or  los,  and 
recketh  not  though  he  kepe  not  his  good  name, 
u'is  but  a  cruel  cherl. 

Sire,  now  have  I  (hewed  you  how  ye  fhulden 
do  in  geting  richeffes,  and  how  ye  fhulen  ufen 
fcem ;  and  I  fee  wcl  that  for  the  truft  that  ye  han 
in  youre  richeffes,  ye  wiln  mcve  werre  andbataille. 
]  confeille  you  that  ye  beginne  no  bataille  ne 
werre  in  truft  of  youre  richeffes,  for  they  ne  fuf- 
ficen  not  werres  to  mainteine ;  and  therfore  fayth 
a.  philofophre,  That  man  that  defireth  and  wol 
algates  han  werre  fhal  never  have  fuffifaunce,  for 
the  richer  that  he  is  the  greter  difpenoes  muft  he 
make,  if  he  will  have  worfhip  and  vi&orie ;  and 
Salomon  faith,  that  the  greter  richefles  that  a  man 
hath  the  mo  difpendours  he  hath.  And,  dere 
Sire  !  al  be  it  fo  that  for  youre  richeffes  ye  moun 
Lave  muchel  folk,  yet  behoveth  it  not  ne  it  is  not 
good  to  beginne  werre,  wheras  you  moun  in 
other  manere  have  pees  unto  youre  worfhip  and 
yrofite  :  for  the  vidorie  of  bataillesl  that  ben  in 
this  world  lith  not  in  gret  nombre  or  multitude 
of  ptple,  ne  in  the  vertue  of  man,  but  it  lith  in 
the  will  and  in  the  hond  of  oure  Lord  God  Al 
mighty  ;  and  therefore  Judas  Machabeus,  which 
•was  Goddes  knight,  whan  he  fhulde  fighte  again 
his  adverfarie  that  hadde  a  greter  nombre  and  a 
greter  multitude  of  folk,  and  ftrenger  than  was 
the  peple  of  this  Machabee,  yet  he  recomforted 
his  litel  compaignie,  and  fayde  right  in  this  wife  ; 
Al  fo  lightly  (fayde  he)  may  our  Lord  God  Al 
mighty  yeve  viclorie  to  a  fewe  folk  as  to  many 
folk,  for  the  vidorie  of  a  bataille  cometh  not  by 
the  gret  nombre  of  peple,  but  it  cometh  from 
oure  Lord  God  of  heven.  And,  dere  Sire!  for 
as  muchel  as  ther  is  |no  man  certaine  if  it  be 
worthy  that  God  yeve  him  viclorie  or  not,  after 
that  Salomon  fayth,  Therfore  every  man  fhulde 
gretly  drede  werres  to  beginne ;  and  becaufe  that 
in  batailles  fallen  many  perils,  and  it  happeth 
other  while  that  as  fone  is  the  gret  man  flain  as 
the  litel  man ;  and,  as  it  is  ywritten  in  the  fecond 
book  of  Kinges,  The  dedes  of  batailles  ben  aven- 
turous,  and  nothing  certain,  for  as  lightly  is  on 
hurt  with  a  fpere  as  another  ;  and  for  ther  is  gret 
peril  in  werre,  therfore  fhulde  a  man  flee  and 
efchue  werre  in  as  muchel  as  a  man  may  goodly ; 
for  Salomon  feyth,  He  that  loveth  peril  fhal  falle 
in  peril. 

After  that  Dame  Prudence  had  fpoken  in  this 
manere,  Melibee  anfwerd  and  faide  :  I  fee  wel, 
Dame  Prudence,  that  by  youre  faire  wordes  and 
by  youre  refons  that  ye  han  fhewed  me  that  the 
werre  liketh  you  nothing ;  but  I  have  not  yet 
herd  your  confeil  how  I  fhal  do  in  this  nede. 

Certes,  quod  fhe,  I  confeille  you  that  ye  ac- 
cordc  with  youre  adverfaries,  and  that  ye  have 
pees  with  hem;  for  Seint James  fayth  in  hisepiftle 
that  by  concorde  and  pees  the  fmale  richeffes 
wexen  grete,  and  by  debat  and  difcorde  grete 
richeffes  fallen  doun  ;  and  ye  kncwcn  wel  that  on 


of  the  greteft  and  mofte  foveraine  thing  that  is  in 
this  world  is  unitee  and  pees ;  and  therfore  fayde 
oure  Lord  Jefu  Crift  to  his  apoftles  in  this  wife, 
Wel  happy  and  bleffed  ben  they  that  loven  and 
purchafen  pees,  for  they  ben  called  the  children 
of  God.  A  !  quod  Melibee,  now  fee  I  wel  that 
ye  loven  not  min  honour  ne  my  worfhipe.  Ye 
knowen  wel  that  min  adverfaries  han  begonne 
this  debat  and  brige  by  hir  outrage,  and  ye  fee 
wel  that  they  ne  requeren  ne  prayen  me  net  of 
pees,  ne  they  axen  not  to  be  reconciled  ;  wol  ye 
than  that  I  go  and  meke  me  and  obeye  me'to  hem, 
and  crie  hem  mercie  ?  forfoth  that  were  not  my 
worfhipe ;  for  right  as  men  fayn  that  ovcrgret 
homlineffe  engendreth  difpreifing,  fo  farclh  it  by 
to  gret  humilitee  or  mekeneffe. 

Than  began  Dame  Prudence  to  make  fern- 
blaunt  of  wrathe,  and  fayde,Certes,  Sire,  (fauf  your 
grace)  I  love  youre  honour  and  youre  profite  as 
I  do  mine  owen,  and  ever  have  don,  ye  ne  non 
other  feyn  never  the  contrary  ;  and  if  I  had  fayde 
that  ye  fhuld  han  purchafed  the  pees  and  the  re-« 
conciliation,  I  ne  hadde  not  muchel  miilake  me  ne 
fayde  amis ;  for  the  wife  man  fayth,  The  diffen- 
tion  beginneth  by  another  man,  and  the  reconcil 
ing  beginneth  by  thyfelf  :  and  the  prophete  faith, 
Flee  fhrewedneffe  and  do  goodneffe  :  fekc  pee* 
and  folwe  it,  in  as  muchel  as  in  thee  is.  Yet  fay 
I  not  that  ye  fhuln  rather  purfue  to  youre  adver- 
faries  for  pees  than  they  fhuln  to  you,  for  I  know 
wel  that  ye  ben  fo  hard-herted  that  ye  wol  do 
nothing  forme;  and  Salomon  fayth,  He  that  hath  [ 
over  hard  an  herte  atte  laile  he  fhal  mifhappe  and  | 
miftide. 

Whan  Meiibee  had  herd  Dame  Prudence  make 
femblaunt  of  wrath  he  fayde  in  this  wife  :  Dame, 
I  pray  you  that  ye  be  not  difplefed  of  things  that 
I  fay,  for  I  knowe  wel  that  I  am  angry  and  wroth, 
and  that  is  no  wonder,  and  they  that  ben  wroth 
woten  not  wel  what  they  don  ne  wha.t  they  fayn ; 
therfore  the  prophetefayth,  that  troubled  eyen  han 
no  clere  fighte.  But  fayth  and  confeilleth  me  as 
you  liketh,  for  I  am  redy  to  do  right  as  ye  wol 
defire  ;  and  if  ye  repreve  me  of  my  folie 
I  am  the  more  holden  to  love  you  and  to 
preife  you ;  for  Salomon  faith,  that  he  that  re-, 
preveth  him  that  doth  folie  he  fhal  find  greter 
grace  than  he  that  deceiveth  him  by  fwete 
wordes. 

Than  fayde  Dame  Prudence,  1  make  no  fem 
blaunt  of  wrath  ne  of  anger  but  for  youre  grete 
profite ;    for  Salomon  faith,  He  is  more   wroth  j 
that  repreveth  or  chideth  a  fool  for  his  folie,  fhew-  j 
ing  him  femblaunt  of  wrath,  than  he  that  fupport-  i 
eth  him  and  preifeth  him  in  his  mifdoing,  and 
laugheth  at  his  folie  ;  and  this  fame  Salomon  faith 
afterward,  that  by  the  forweful  vifage  of  a  man, , 
that  is  to  fayn,  by  the  fory  and  hevy  countenance 
of  a  man,  the  fool  corre&eth  and  amendeth  him- 
felf. 

Than  faid  Melibee,  I  fhal  not  conne  anfwere , 
unto  fo  many  faire  refons  as  ye  putten  to  me  and ; 
fhewen :  fayth  fhortly  youre  will  and  youre 
confeil,  and  I  am  al  redy  to  performs  unJ  ful- 
fille  it, 
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Than  Dame  Prudence  difcovered  all  hire  will 
Unto  him,  and  faide,  I  confeiile  you,  quod  fhe, 
above  alle  thinges  that  ye  make  pees  betwene  God 
and  you,  and  be  reconciled  unto  him  and  to  his 
grace,  for  as  1  have  fayde  you  herebeforen,  God 
hath  fullered  yon  to  have  this  tribulation  and 
difefe  for  youre  finnes  :  and  if  ye  do  as  I  fay  you, 
God  wol  fende  youre  adverfaries  unto  you,  and 
make  hem  falle  at  youre  feet,  redy  to  do  youre 
will  and  youre  commandements ;  for  Salomon 
fayth,  Whan  the  condition  of  man  is  pidfaunt  and 
liking  unto  God,  he  chaungeth  the  hertes  of  the 
marines  adverfaries,  and  conftreineth  him  to  be- 
fechen  him  of  pecs  and  of  grace.  And  I  pray 
you  let  me  fpeke  with  your  adverfaries  in  prevee 
place,  for  they  fliuln  not  knowe  that  it  be  of 
youre  will  or  youre  aiTent,  and  than  whan  I  knowe 
hir  will  and  hir  entente  I  may  confeiile  you  the 
ttiore  feurely. 

Dame,  quod  Melibeus,  doth  youre  will  and 
youre  liking,-  for  I  putte  me  wholly  in  youre  dif- 
pofition  and  ordinance. 

•r  Than  Dame  Prudence,  whan  {he  fey  the  good 
will  of  hire  hufbond,  delibered  unto  hire,  and 
toke  avis  inhirefelf,  thinking  how  fhe  mightbring 
this  nede  unto  goode  ende  ;  and  whan  {he  fey  hire 
time  fhe  fent  for  thife  adverfaries  to  come  unto 
hire  in  to  a  privee  place,  and  {hewed  wifely  unto 
hem  the  grete  goodes  that  comen  of  pees,  and  the 
grete  harmes  and  perils  that  ben  in  werre  ;  and 
faide  to  hem  in  a  goodly  manere  how  that  hem 
oughte  have  gret  repentance  of  the  injuries  and 
wronges  that  tftey  hadden  don  to.  Melibeus  hire 
lord,  and  unto  hire  and  to  hire  doughter. 

And  whan  they  herden  the  goodly  wordes  of 
Dume  Prudence  they  weren  fo  furpifed  and  ra- 
vrllied,  and  hadden  fo  gret  joye  of  hire,  that 
wonder  was  to  telle.  A  Lady !  quod  they,  yc 
have  {hewed  unto  us  the  blefling  of  fweteneffe, 
after  the  faying  of  David  the  prophet ;  for 
the  reconciling  which  we  be  not  worthy  to  have 
in  no  manere,  but  we  oughten  requeren  it  with 
grete  contrition  and  humilitee,  ye  of  your  grete 
goodncfie  have  prefented  unto  us.  Now  fee  we 
wel  that  the  fcience  and  conning  of  Salomon  is  ful 
trewc  ;  for  he  laith,  that  fvvete  wordes  multiplien 
and  encrefen  frendes,  and  maken  fhrewes  to  be 
dcbonaire  and  meke. 

,  Certes,  quod  they,  we  putten  oure  dede  and  all 
our  matere  and  catife  al  holly  in  youre  good  will, 
and  ben  redy  to  obeye  unto  the  fpeche  and  com- 
maundement  of  my  Lord  Melibeus;  and  ther- 
fore,  dere  and  benigne  Lady!  we  praye  you  and 
befeche  you,  as  mekely  as  we  conne  and  moun, 
that  it  like  unto  your  grete  goodneffe  to  fulfille 
in  dede  youre  goodly  v/ordes  ;  for  we  confideren 
and  knowelechen  that  we  han  offended  and  grev- 
ed  my  Lord  Melibeus  out  of  mefure,  fo  fer  forth 
that  we  ben  not  of  power  to  maken  him 
amendes,  and  therfore  we  oblige  and  binde  us  and 
oure  frendes  for  to  do  all  his  will  and  his  com- 
maundements ;  but  peraventure  he  hath  fvviche 
hevineffe  and  fwiche  wrath  to  us  ward,  becaufe 
of  our  offence,  that  he  wol  enjoynen  us  fwiche 


a  peine  as  we  moun  not  bcre  nc  fufleine ;  and  ther- 
fore,  noble  Ludie !  we  befeche  youre  womanlyto- 
pittee  to  take  fwiche  a  vifement  in  this  nede  that 
we  ne  oure  frendes  ben  not  difherited  and  de- 
ftroied  thurgh  oure  folie. 

Certes,  quod  Prudence,  it  is  an  hard  thing  and 
right  perilous  that  a  man  putte  him,  all  outrely  iri' 
the  arbitration  .and  jugernent  and  in  the  might 
and  power  of  his  enemie  ;  for  Salomon  fayth,. 
Leveth  me  and  yeveth  credence  to  that  that  I 
{hall  fay ;  To  thy  fone,  to  thy  wif,  to  thy  frend, 
ne  to  thy  brother,  ne  yeve  thou  never  might  ne- 
mairtrie  over  thy  body  while  thou  liveir.  Novr 
fith  he  defendeth  that  a  man  fhulde  not  yeve  to 
his  brother  ne  to  his  frend  the  might  of  his  body, 
by  a  ftrenger  refon  he  defendeth  and  forbedeth 
a  man  to  yeve  himfelf  to  his  enemy.  And  nathe- 
les  I  confeiile  you  that  ye  miftrufte  not  my  lord, 
for  I  wot  wel  and  know  veraily  that  he  is  de- 
bonaire  and  meke,  large,  curteis  and  nothing  de- 
firous  ne  coveitous  of  good  ne  richeffe,  for  ther 
is  nothing  in  this  world  that  he  defireth  fave  only 
worfliipe  and  honour.  Forthermore,  I  know  wel 
and  am  right  fure  that  he  mal  nothing  do  in  this 
nedie  withouten  my  confeil,  and  I  ihal  fo  werkcii 
in  this  cas  that  by  the  grace  of  our  Lord  God  yc 
fliuln  be  reconciled  unto  us. 

Than  faiden  they  with  o  vois,  Worfhrpfnl  Lady  I 
we  putten  us  and  onr  goodes  al  fully  in  youre 
will  and  difpofition,  and  ben  redy  to  come  what 
day  that  it  like  unto  youre  nobleffe  to  limite  us  or 
afligne  us  for  to  make  oure  obligation  and  bond 
as  ftrong  as  it  liketh  unto  youre  goodneffe,  that 
we  moun  fulfille  the  will  of  you  and  of  my  Lord 
Melibee. 

Whan  Dame  Prudence  had  herd  the  anfwer  of 
thife  men,  fhe  bad  hem  go  agein  prively,  andjfhe 
retourncd  to  hire  Lord  Melibee,  and  told  him 
how  {he  found  his  adverfaries  ful  repentant 
knowleching  ful  lowly  hir  finnes  and  trefpas,  and 
how  they  weren  redy  to  fuffren  all  peine,  re- 
quering  and  preying  him  of  mercy  and  pitee. 

Than  faide  Melibee,  He  is  wel  worthy  to  have 
pardon  and  foryeveneffc  ofhisfmnc  that  excufeth 
not  his  finne,  but  knowlecheth  and  repentetii 
him,  axing  indulgence ;  for  Senek  faith,  Ther  is 
the  remiffion  and  furyeveneffe  wher  as  the  con- 
feffion  is,  for  confeflion  is  neighebour  to  innocence: 
and  therefore  I  afiente  and  conferme  me  to .  hav'K. 
pees :  but  it  is  good  that  we  do  nought  \vithonten 
the  aflent  and  will  of  oure  frendes. 

Than  was  Prudence  right  glad  and  joyerul,  and 
faide,  Certes,  Sire,  ye  han  wel  and  goodly  an- 
fwered;  for  right  as  by  the  confeil,  affent,  and 
helpe,  of  your  frendes  ye  han  be  ftircd  to  venge 
you  and  make  werre,  right  fo  withouten  hir  con 
feil  fhul  ye  not  accord  you  ne  have  pees  with 
youre  adverfaries ;  for  the  lawe  faith,  Ther  is  no 
thing  fo  good  by  way  of  kinde  as  a  thing  to  be 
unbounde  by  him  that  it  was  ybounde. 

And  than  Dame  Prudence,  withouten  delay  or 
tarying,  fent  anon  hire  meffagcres  for  hir  kin  and 
for  hir  olde  frendes  which  that  were  trcwe  and 
wife,  and  told  hem  by  ordre  in  the  prefencaof  Meli- 
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bee  all  the  matere  as  it  is  above  expreffed  and  de 
clared,  and  preied  hem  that  they  wold  yeve  hir 
avis  and  confeil  what  were  beft  to  do  in  this  nede. 
And  whan  Melibeus  frendes  hadden  taken  hir 
avis  and  deliberation  of  the  foreiaid  matere,  and 
hadden  examined  it  by  gret  befineffe  and  gret 
diligence,  they  yaven  ful  confeil  for  to  have  pees 
and  reft  e,  and  that  Melibee  fhulde  receive  with 
good  herte  his  adverfaries  to  foryevcneffe  and 
mercy. 

And  whan  Dame  Prudence  had  herd  the  affent 
of  hire  Lord  Melibee,  and  the  confeil  of  his 
frendes  accord  with  hire  will  and  hire  entcntion, 
fhe  was  wonder  glad  in  hire  herte,  and  faydc, 
Ther  is  an  old  proverbe,  quod  fhe,  fayth,  that  the 
goodneffe  that  thou  maifk  do  this  day  do  it,  and 
abide  not  ne  delay  it  not  till  to  morwe  :  and  there 
fore  I  confeille  that  ye  fende  youre  meffageres, 
fwiche  us  ben  difcret  and  wife,  unto  youre  adver 
faries,  telling  hem  on  youre  behalf,  that  if  they 
wol  trete  of  pees  and  of  accord,  that  they  fiiape 
hem  withouten  delay  or  taryiag  to  come  unto  us. 
Which  thing  parfourmed  wasindede.  And  whan 
thife  trefpafours  and  repenting  folk  of  hir  folies, 
that  is  to  fayn,  the  adverfaries  of  Melibee,  had 
den  herd  what  thife  meffageres  fayden  unto  hem 
they  wcren  right  glade  and  joyeful,  and  anfwerden 
ful  mekely  and  benignely,  yelding  graces  and 
thankinges  to  hir  Lord  Melibee  and  to  all  his 
compagnie,  and  fhopen  hem  withouten  delay  to 
go  with  the  meffageres,  and  obeye  to  the  com- 
mandement  of  hir  Lord  Melibee. 

And  right  anon  they  token  hir  way  to  the  court 
«f  Melibee,  and  token  with  hem  fom  of  hir  trewe 
frendes  to  make  feith  for  hem  and  for  to  ben 
hir  borwes.  And  whan  they  were  comen  to  the 
prefence  of  Melibee  he  faide  hem  thife  wordes. 
It  ftant  thus  quod  Melibee,  and  foth  it  is  that  ye 
caufeles  and  withouten  fkiil  and  refon  han  don 
grete  injuries  and  wronges  to  me  and  to  my  wif 
Prudence,  and  to  my  doughter  alfo,  for  ye  han 
entered  into  myn  hous  by  violence,  and  have  don 
fwiche  outrage  that  alle  men  knowen  wel  that  ye 
hsn  deferved  the  deth  ;  and  therefore  wol  I  know 
and  wete  of  yuu  whether  ye  wol  put.  the  punifh- 
ing  and  chaftifing,  and  the  vengence,  of  this 
outrage  in  the  will  of  me  and  of  my  wif,  or  ye 
wol  not. 

Than  the  wifeft  of  hem  three  anfwered  for  hem 
alle,  and  faide  ;  Sire,  quod  he,  we  knowen  wel 
that  we  ben  unworthy  to  come  to  the  court  of 
fo  gret  a  lord  and  fo  worthy  as  ye  ben,  for  we 
han  fo  gretly  miftaken  us,  and  han  offended  and 
agilte  in  fwiche  wife  agein  your  high  lorufhipe, 
that  trewely  we  han  deferved  the  deth ;  but  yet 
for  the  grete  goodneffe  and  dobonairetee  that  all 
the  world  witneffeth  of  youre  perfone  we  fub- 
mitten  us  to  the  excellence  and  benignitee  of  youre 
gracious  lordfhipe,  and  ben  redy  to  obeye  !to  alle 
youre  comandements,  befeching  you  that  of  youre 
jnerciable  pitee  ye  wol  confidere  cure  grete  re 
pentance  and  lowe  fubmiffion,  and  graunte  us  for- 
yeveneile  of  our  outragious  trefpas  and  offence ; 
for  wel  we  knowen  that  youre  liberal  grace  and 
Bisrcie  tretchcn  h>em  forther  into  joodneffc  than 


don  oure  outragious  gikes  and  trefpas  into  wick- 
edneffe,  al  be  it  that  curfedly  and  dampnabiy  we 
han  agilte  again  youre  highe  lordfhipe. 

Then  Melibee  toke  hem  up  fro  the  ground  ful 
benignely,  and  received  hir  obligations  and  hir 
bondes  by  hir  othes  upon  hir  plegges  and  borwes, 
and  affigned  hem  a  certain  day  to  retourne  u^ito 
his  court  for  to  receive  and  accept  fentence  and 
jugement  that  Melibee  wolde  commande  to  be 
don  on  hem  by  the  caufes  aforefiiid;  which 
thinges  ordeined  every  man  retourned  to  his 
hous. 

And  whan  that  Dame  Prudence  faw  hire  time 
fhe  freined,  and  axed  hire  Lord  Meiibee  what 
vengance  he  thoughte  to  taken  of  his  adver 
faries  ? 

To  which  Melibee  anfwerd  and  faide ;  Certes, 
quod  he,  I  think  and  purpofe  me  fully  to  difherite 
hem  of  all  that  ever  they  han,  and  for  to  putte1 
hem  in  exile  for  ever. 

Certes,  qaod  Dame  Prudence,  this  were  a  cruel 
fentence,  and  muchel  agein  refon,  for  ye  ben  richc. 
ynough,  and  han  no  nede  of  other  mennes  good ; 
and  ye  might  lightly  in]  this  wife  gcte  you  a 
coveitous  name,  which  is  a  vicious  thing,  and 
oughte  to  be  efchewed  of  every  good  man,  for" 
after  the  fawe  of  the  apofde,  coveitife  is  rote  of. 
alle  harmes ;  and  therefore  it  were  better  for  you 
to  lefe  muchel  good  of  your  oweri,  than  for  to  take. 
of  hir  good  in  this  manere  :  for  better  it  is  to  lefe 
good  with  worfhip  than  to  winne  good  with, 
vilanie  and  fhame:  and  every  man  ought  to  do  his 
diligence  and  his  befineffe  to  get  him  a  good  name  ; 
and  yet  fhal  he  not  only  befie  him  in^  keeping  hi^ 
good  name,  but  he  fhal  alfo  enforcen  him  alway 
to  do  fom  thing  by  which  he  may  renovelle  his 
good  name ;  for  it  is  written  that  the  oldc  good 
los  or  good  name  of  a  man  is  fone  gon  and  palled 
whan  it  is  not  newed.  And  as  touching  that  ye  • 
fayn,  that  ye  wol  exile  your  adverfaries,  that 
thinketh  me  muchel  agein  refon  and  out  of  me-, 
fure,  confidered  the  power  that  they  han  yeven 
you  upon  hemfelf ;  and  it  is  written,  that  he  it 
worthy  to  lefe  his  privilege  that  mifufeth  the 
might  and  the  power  that  is  yeven  him.  And 
I  fette  cas  ye  might  enjoine  hem  that  peine  by 
right  and  by  lawe,  (which  I  trowe  ye  mowe  not 
do)  I  fay  y'e  might  not  putte  it  to  execution  per- 
avcnture,  and  than  it  were  like  to  retourne  to  the 
werre  as  it  was  beforn  :  and  therefore  if  you  wol 
that  men  do  you  obeifance  ye  muft  deme  more 
curteifly,  that  is  to  fayn,  ye  muft  yeve  more  efie 
fentences  and  jugements ;  for  it  is  written,  he 
that  moft  curteifly  commandeth  to  him  men  moft 
obeyen.  And  therefore  I  pray  you  that  in  this 
neceilitee  and  in  this  nede  ye  cafte  you  to  over 
come  your  herte;  .for  Senek  fayth,  that  he  that 
overcometh  his  herte  overcometh  twies ;  and. 
\  Tullius  faith,  Ther  is  nothing  fo  commendable  in. 
'  a  gret  lord  as  whan  he  is  debonaire  and  meke,  and. 
J  appef<&h  him  lightly.  And  I  pray  you  that  ye  wol 
j  now  forbere  to  do  vengeaunce  in  fwiche  a  manere 
'  that  your  good  name  may  be  kept  and  conferved* 
'  and  that  men  mown  have  caufe  and  matere  to 
|  preife  you  "of  pitee  and  of  mercy, '  and  thai' f«" 
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liave  no  caufc  t»  repente  you  of  thing  that  ye  don; 
for  Seneke  faieth,  He  overcometh  in  an  evil 
manere  that  repenteth  of  his  vidorie.  Wherfore 
I  pray  you  let  mercy  be  in  your  herte,  to  the 
effect  and  entent  that  God  Almighty  have  mercy 
upon  you  in  his  lad  jugement ;  for  Seint  James 
faith  in  his  epiftle,  Jugement  withoute  mercy 
fhal  be  do  to  him  that  hath  no  mercy  of  an 
other  wight. 

Whan  Melibee  had  herd  the  grete  fldlles  and 
refons  of  Dame  Prudence,  and  hire  wife  informa 
tions  and  techinges,  his  herte  gan  encline  to  the 
will  of  his  wif,  confidering  hire  trewe  entente, 
enforced  him  anon,  and  aflented  fully  to  -werken 
after  hire  confeil,  and  thanked  God,  of  whom 
procedeth  all  goodncffe  and  all  vertue,  that  him 
fent  a  wif  of  fo  gret  difcretion.  And  whan  the 
day  came  that  his  adverfaries  fhulde  appere  in  his 
prefence,  he  fpake  to  hem  ful  goodly,  and  faide 


in  this  wife  :  Al  be  it  fo  that  of  youre  pride  and 
high  prefumption  and  folie,  and  of  youre  ne 
gligence  and  unconning,  ye  have  mifborne  you 
and  trefpafed  unto  me,  yet  for  as  muchel  as  I  fee 
and  behold  your  grete  humilitee,  and  that  ye  ben 
fory  and  repentant  of  youre  giltes,  it  conftreineth 
me  to  do  you  grace  and  mercy  ;  wherfor  I  receive, 
you  into  my  grace,  and  foryeve  you  outrely  alle 
the  offences,  injuries,  and  wronges,  that  yet  have 
don  agein  me  and  mine,  to  this  effed  and  to  this 
ende,  that  God  of  his  endeles  mercie  wol  at  the 
time  of  oure  dying  foryeve  us  oure  giltes  that  we 
han  trefpafed  to  him  in  this  wretched  world  ;  for 
douteles  if  we  "  be  fory  and  repentant  of  the 
finnesand  giltes  which  we  han  trefpafed  in  the  fight 
of  oure  Lord  God,  he  is  fo  free  and  fo  merciable 
that  he  wol  foryeven  us  oure  giltes,  and  bringen  u»l 
to  the  bliffe  that  never  hath  ende.  Amen* 
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WHAN  ended  was  the  Tale  of  Melibee 
And  of  Prudence  and  hire  benignitee 
Our  Hofte  faide,  As  I  am  faithful  man, 
And  by  the  precious  corpus  Madriany 
\  hadde  lever  than  a  barell  of  ale 
That  goode  lefe  my  wif  had  herde  this  Tale, 
For  fhe  n'is  no  thing  of  fwiche  patience 
As  was  this  Melibeus  wif  Prudence. 

By  Goddes  bones  whan  I  bete  my  knaves 
She  brineth  me  the  grete  clobbed  ftaves, 
And  cryeth,  Slee  the  dogges  everich  on, 
And  breke  hem  bothe  bak  and  every  bon> 

And  if  that  any  neighebour  of  mine 
Wol  not  in  chirche  to  my  wif  encline, 
Or  be  fo  hardy  to  hire  to  trcfpace, 
Whan  fhe  cometh  home  fhe  rampeth  in  my  face, 
And  cryeth,  Falfe  coward !  wreke  thy  wif : 
By  corpus  Domini  I  wol  have  thy  knif, 
And  thou  fhalt  have  my  diftaf  and  go  fpinne. 
Fro  day  til  night  right  thus  fhe  wol  beginne. 

Alas  !  fhe  faith,  that  ever  I  was  yfhape 
To  wed  a  milkfop  or  a  coward  ape, 
That  wol  ben  overladde  with  every  wight : 
Thou  darft  not  ftonden  by  the  wives  right. 

This  is  my  lif  but  if  that  I  wol  fight, 
And  out  at  dore  anon  I  mote  me  dight, 
Or  elles  I  am  loft,  but  if  that  I 
Be  like  a  wilde  Icon  fool-hardy. 

I  wote  wel  fhe  wol  do  me  flee  fom  day 
Som  neighebour,  and  thanne  go  my  way, 
For  I  am  in  perilous  with  knif  in  honde 
Al  be  it  that  I  dare  not  hire  withftonde, 
For  fhe  is  bigge  in  armes  by  my  faith, 
That  fhal  he  finde  that  hire  mifdoth  or  faith. 
But  let  us  pane  away  fro  this  matere. 

My  Lord  the  Monk,  quod  he,  be  mery  of  cherc 
For  ye  fhul  telle  a  Tale  trewely. 
Lo  !  Rpuchefter  ftondeth  here  fafle  by ; 
Ride  forth,  min  owen  Lord,  breke  not  our  game. 
But  by  my  trouthe  I  can  no  •  elle  youre  name ; 
Whether  fhal  I  call  you  my  Lord  Dan  John. 
Or  Dan  Thomas,  or  elles  Dan  Albon  ? 
Of  what  hous  be  ye  by  your  fader  kin  ? 
I  vow  to  God  thou  haft  a  ful  faire  fkin. 
It  is  a  gentil  pafture  ther  thou  goft ; 
Thou  art  not  like  a  penaunt  or  a  goft. 
Upon  my  faith  thou  art  fom  officer, 
worthy  fextein,  or  fom  celerer, 


For  by  my  fadres  foule,  as  to  my  dome, 
Thou  art  a  maifter  whan  thou  art  home  j 
No  poure  cloifterer,  ne  non  novice, 
But  a  governour  bothe  ware  and  wife, 
And  therwithal  of  braunes  and  of  bones 
A  right  wcl  faring  perfone  for  the  nones. 
I  pray  to  God  yeve  him  confufion 
That  firft  thee  brought  into  religion.       i 
Thou  woldeft  han  ben  a  trede-foul  a  right 
Haddeft  thou  as  grete  Icve  as  thou  haft  might 
To  parfourme  all  thy  luft  :  in  engendrure 
Thou  haddeft  begeten  many  a  creature. 
Alas  !  why  wereft  thou  fo  wide  a  cope  ? 
God  yeve  me  forwe  but  and  I  were  pope 
Not  only  thou  but  every  mighty  man, 
Though  he  were  fliore  ful  high  upon  his  pan, 
Shuld  have  a  wif,  for  al  this  world  is  lorn, 
Religion  hath  take  up  all  the  corn 
Of  treding,  and  we  borel  men  ben  fhrimpes ; 
Of  feble  trees  ther  comen  wretched  impes. 
This  makcth  that  our  heires  ben  fo  fclendre 
And  feble  that  they  monn  not  wel  engendre  j 
This  maketh  thai  our  wives  wol  aflaye 
R.eligious  folk,  for  they  nioun  better  paye 
3f  Venus  payements  than  mowen  we ; 
3od  wote  no  Lufheburgees  payen  ye. 
3ut  be  not  wroth,  my  Lord,  though  that  I  play 
?ul  oft  in  game  a  fothe  have  I  herd  fay. 
This  worthy  Monke  toke  all  in  patience, 

And  faide,  I  wol  don  all  my  diligence, 

As  fer  as  founeth  into  honeftee, 
To  tellen  you  a  Tale,  or  two  or  three  ; 

And  if  you  lift  to  herken  hiderward 
wol  you  fayn  the  lif  of  Seint  Edward, 
)r  elles  tragedies  firft  I  wol  telle, 

Of  which  I  have  an  hundred  in  my  celle. 
Tragedie  is  to  fayn  a  certain  ftorie, 

As  olde  bookes  maken  us  memorie, 

Of  him  that  flood  in  gret  profperitee, 

And  is  yfallen  out  of  high  degree 
n  to  miferie,  and  endeth  wretchedly ; 

And  they  ben  verfified  commurtly 

Of  fix  feet,  which  men  clepen  Exametron  : 
n  profe  eke  ben  endited  many  on, 

And  eke  in  metre  in  many  a  fondry  wife, 
o  this  declaring  ought  ynough  fuffice. 
Now  herkeneth  if  you  liketh  for  to  here. 

Jut  firft  1  you  befeche  in  this  matere. 
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Though  I  by  ordre  tellc  not  thife  thinges, 
Be  it  of  popes,  emperoures,  or  kinges, 
After  hir  ages,  as  men  written  finde, 
But  tclle  hem  fom  before  and  fom  behinde, 


As  it  now  cometh  to  my  remembrance, 
Have  me  cxcufed  of  min  ignorance; 
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WOL  bewalle  in  manere  of  tragedie 
ic  harm  of  hem  that  ftode  in  high  degree^ 
id  fellen  fo  that  ther  n'as  no  remedie 
\>  bring  hem  out  of  hir  adverfitee  ; 
jr  certain  whan  that  Fortune  lift  to  flee 
icr  may  no  man  of  hire  the  cours  withholde  : 
no  man  truft  on  blinde  profperitee ; 
ware  by  thife  enfamples  trewe  and  olde. 

Luifer. 

At  Lucifer,  though  he  an  angel  were        ' 
id  not  a  man,  at  him  I  wol  beginne ; 
though  Fortune  may  non  angel  dere, 

high  degree  yet  felle  he  for  his  finne 
an  into  helle,  wheras  he  yet  is  inne. 
Lucifer  !  brighteft  of  angels  alle, 
Jow  art  thou  Satha'nas,  that  maift  not  twinne 
)ut  of  miferie  in  which  that  thou  art  falle. 

Adam, 

Lo !  Adam  in  the  feld  of  Damafcene 
rith  Goddes  'owen  finger  wrought  was  he^ 

.  not  begeten  of  mannes  fperme  unclene, 
ind  welre  all  Paradis  faving  o  tree. 

never  worldly  man  fo  high  degree 
Adam,  til  he  for  mifgovernance 
fas  driven  out  of  his  profperitee 
labour,  arid  to  helle,  and  to  mefchaace. 

Sampfon. 

Lo  !  Sampfon,  which  that  was  annunciat 
the  angel  long  or  his  nativitee, 
id  was  to  God  Almighty  confecrat, 

ftode  in  noblefle  while  he  mighte  fee  : 
fas  never  fwiche  another  as  was  he, 
^o  fpeke  of  ftrerigth  and  therto  hardineffe ; 
lut  to  his  wives  tolde  he  his  fecree, 
'  hurgh  which  he  flow  himfelf  for  wretchedneffe. 


*  A  tragical  difcourfe  of  many  who    have  fallen  from 
eilate  into  extreme  rcifery.    Urry. 
VOL.  I. 


Sampfon,  this  noble  and  mighty  champion/ 
Withouten  wepen  fave  his  handes  twey 
He  flow  and  all  to-rente  the  Icon, 
Toward  his  wedding  walking  by  the  wey. 
His  falfe  wif  coude  him  fo  plefc  and  pray 
Til  fhe  his  confeil  kncwe,  and  Ihe  untrewe 
Unto  his  foos  his  confeil  gan  bewray, 
And  him  forfoke,  and  toke  another  newe. 

Three  hundred  foxes  tcke  Sampfon  for  ire^ 
And  all  hir  tayles  he  togeder  bond, 
Arid  fet  the  foxes  tayles  all  oa  fire^  - 
For  he  in  every  tayl  had  knit  a  brond* 
And  they  brent  all  the  comes  in  that  lond, 
And  all  hir  oliveres  and  vines  eke.         , 
A  thoufand  men  he  flow  eke  with  his  bond, 
And  had  no  wepen  but  an  affes  cheke. 

Whan  they  were  flain  fo  thurfted  him  that  h6 
Was  wel  nie  lornej  for  which  he  gan  to  preye 
That  God  wold  on  his  peine  ban  fom  pitee, 
And  fend  him  drinke,  or  elles  niofte  he  deye  j 
And  of  this  affes  cheke  that  was  fo  dreye 
Out  of  a  wang  toth  fprang  anon  a'welle, 
Of  which  he  drank  ynough,  fhortly  to  feye. 
Thus  halp  him  God,  as  Judieum  can  telle.   . 

By  veray  force  at  Gafa  on  a  night, 
Maugr'e  the  Philiftins  of  that  citee, 
The  gates  of  the  toun  he  hath  up  plight, 
And  on  his  bak  ycarried  hem  hath  he 
High  on  an  hill,  wher  as  men  might  hem  fe« 
O  noble  mighty  Sampfon,  lefe  and  dere  ! 
Haddefl  thou  not  told  to  women  thy  fecree, 
In  all  this  world  ne  had  ther  ben  thy  pere. 

This  Sampfon  never  fider  dranke-  ne  wine, 
Ne  or* his  hed  came  rafour  non  ne  mere. 
By  precept  of  the  meffager  divine, 
For  all  his  ftrengthes  in  his  heres  were  : 
And  fully  twenty  winter  yere  by  yere 
He  hadde  of  Ifrael  the  governance  ; 
But  fone  fhal  he  wepen  many  a  tere, 
For  women  fhuln  him  bringen  to  mefchance* 


JS. 
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Unto  his  lemman  Baliua>he  told 
That  in  his  heres  all  his  ftrengthe  lay, 
And  falfely  to  his  fomen  ihe  him  fold ; 
And  fleping  in  hire  barme  upon  a  day 
She  made  to  clip  or  fhere  his  here  away, 
And  made  his  fomen  al  his  craft  efpien  ; 
And  whan  that  they  him  fond  in  this  array 
They  bond  him  faft,  and  putten  out  his  eycn. 

But  or  his  here  was  clipped  or  yihave, 
Ther  was  no  bond  with  which  men  might  him 
But  now  is  he  in  prifon  in  a  cave,  [bind, 

Wheras  they  made  him  at  the  querne  grinde. 
O  noble  Sampfonr  flrongeft  of  mankind, 
O  whilom  juge  in  glory  and  richeffe  ! 
Now  niayeft  thoa  wepen  with  thin  eyen  blind 
Sith  thou  fro  wele  art  falle  in  wretchednefie. 

The  ende  of  this  caitif  was  as  I  fhal  feye  : 
His  fomen  made  a  fefte  upon  a  day, 
And  made  him  as  hir  fool  before  hem  pleye, 
And  this  was  in  a  temple  of  gret  array  : 
But  at  the  laft  he  made  a  foiile  affray, 
For  he  two  pillers  fhoke  and  made  hem  falle, 
And  doun  fell  temple  and  all,  and  ther  it  lay, 
And  flow  himfelf,  and  eke  his  fomen  alle. 

This  is  tofayn,  the  princes  everich  on, 
And  eke  three  thoufand  bodies,  were  ther  (lain 
With  falling  of  the  gret  temple  of  fton 
Of  Sampfon  now  wol  I  no  more  fain  : 
Beth  ware  by  this  enfample  old  and  plain 
That  no  men  tell  hir  confeil  to  fifrr  wives 
Of  fwiche  thing  as  they  wold  han  fecree  fain, 
If  that  it  touch  hir  limmes  or  hir  lives. 

,  -  "Hercules. 

Of  Hercules  the  foveraine  conquerour 
•Singen  his  werkes  laude,  and  high  rtnoun, 
For  in  his  time  of  ftrength  he  was  the  flour. 
He  flow  and  raft  the  Ikinne  of  the  leon  j 
Ke  of  Centaures  laid  the  bofl  adoun  ; 
He  Harpies  flow,  the  cruel  briddes  felle  ; 
He  golden  apples  raft  fro  the  dragon  r 
He  drow  out  Cerberos,  the  hound  of  helle. 

He  flow  the  cruel  tirant  Bufirus; 
And  made  his  hors  to  fret  him  flefli  and  bon.j 
He  flow  the  firy  ferpent  venemous; 
Of  Achelous  two  homes  brake  he  on ; 
And  he  flow  Cacus  in  a  cave  of  fton  ; 
He  flow  the  geaunt  Anteus  the  ftrong ; 
He  flow  the  grifely  bore,  and  that  anon  ; 
And  bare  the  hevene  on  his  nekke  long 

Was  never  wight  fith  that  the  world  began 
That  flow  fo  many  monftres  as  did  he  ; 
Thurgho  t  the  wide  world  his  name  ran, 
What  for  his  ftrength  and  for  his  high  bountee  ; 
And  every  reuame  went  he  for  to  fee. 
He  was  fo  ftrong  that  no  man  might  him  let ; 
At  bothe  the  worldes  endes,  faith  Trophee, 
In  ftede  of  boundes  he  a  piller  fat. 

A  lemman  had  this  noble  champion 
That  highte  Deianire,  as  freih  as  May: 
And,  as  thife  clerkes  maken  mention, 
SUe  hath  him  few  a  fterte  frefti  and  gay : 


Alas  !  this  fherte,  alas  and-w&Ia  waf 
Envenimed  was  fotilly  w  ithalle, 
That  or  that  lie  had  weredit  half  a  c'ay 
It  made  his  flefh  all  from  his  bones  falle. 

But  nathcles  fom  clerkes  hire  excufen 
By  on  that  highte  Neflus,  that  it  maked  : 
Be  as  may  be,  I  wol  hire  not  accufen  ; 
But  on  his  bak  this  fherte  he  wered  al  naked, 
Tif  that  his  flefh  was  for  the  venim  blaked  j 
And  whan  he  faw  non  other  remedie 
In  hote  coles  he  hath  himfelven  raked, 
For  with  no  venime  deigned  him  tc  die. 

Thus  ftarf  this  worthy  mighty  Hercules, 
Lo  !  who  may  truft  on  Fortune  any  throw 
For  him  that  folweth  all  this  world  of  pre* 
Or  he  be  ware  is  oft  ylaid  ful  lowe  : 
Ful  wife  is  he  that  can  himfelven  knowe. 
Beth  ware,  for  whan  that  Fortune  lift  to  glofe 
Than  waiteth  flie  hire  man  to  cverthrowe 
By  fwiche  a  v/ay  as  he  wold  left  fuppoie. 

Nabucbodonofor* 

The  mighty  trone,  the  precious  trefor,  - 
The  glorious  fceptre,  and  real  majeftee, 
That  hadde  the  King  Nabuchodonofor, 
With  tonge  unnethes  may  defcrived  be  : 
He  twies  wan  Jerufalem  the  citee, 
The  veflell  of  the  temple  h«  with  him  ladde  j 
At  Babiloine  was  hisfovtraine  fee> 
In  which  his  glorie  and  his  delit  he  hadde. 

The  fayreft  children  of  the  blood  real 
Of  Ifrael  he  did  do  gelde  anon, 
And  maked  eche  of  hem  to-  ben  his  thral. 
Amonges  other  Daniel  was  on, 
That  was  the  wifeft  child  of  everich  on, 
For  he  the  dremes  of  the  king  expouned, 
Wher  as  in  Caldee  clerk  ne  was  ther  non 
That  wifte  to  what  fin  his  dremes  founed. 

This  proude  king  let  make  a  ftatue  of  gol<t 
Sixty  cubites  long  and  feven  in  brede, 
To  which  miage  both  yonge  and  old 
Commanded  he  to  loute  and  have  in  drede. 
Or  in  a  fourneis  ful  of  flames  rede 
He  fhuld  be  brent  that  wolde  not  obeye  ; 
But  never  wold  aflenten  to  that  dede, 
Daniel,  ne  his  yonge  felawes  tweye. 

This  king  of  kinges  proud  was  and  elat , 
He  wend  that  God  that  fit  in  majeftee 
Ne  might  him  nat  bereve  of  his  eftat  ; 
But  fodenly  he  loft /his  dignitee. 
And  like  a  beft  him  femed  for  to  be, 
And  ete  heye  as  an  oxe,  and  lay  therout  : 
In  rain  with  wilde  beftes  walked  he 
Til  certain  time  was  ycome  about. 

And  like  an  egles  fethers  wex  his  heres, 
His  neyles'  like  a  briddes  clawes  were, 
Til  God  relefcd  him  at  certain  yeres, 
And  yaf  him  wit,  and  than  with  many  a  tcre 
He  thanked  God,  and  ever  his  lif  in  fere 
Was  he  to  don  amis,  or  more  trefpace  : 
And  til  that  time  he  laid  was  en  his  bere 
He  knew  that  God  wasRil  of  might  and  grace,. 
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jBattbafar. 

His  fone,  which  that  highte  Balthafar, 
That  held  the  regne  after  his  fadres  day, 
He  by  his  fader  conlde  not  beware, 
For  proude  he  was  of  herte  and  of  array, 
And  eke  an  ydolafter  was  he  ay. 
His  high  eftat  affured  him  in  pride  ; 
But  Fortune  caft  him  doun  (and  ther  he  lay) 
And  fodenly  his  regne  gan  devide. 

A  fefte  he  made  unto  his  lordes  alle 
Upon  a  time,  and  made  hem  blithe  be, 
And  than  his  officers  gan  he  calle  ; 
Goth  bringeth  f'orthe  the  veffels,  quod  he, 
Which  that  my  fader  in  his  profperitee 
Out  of  the  temple  of  Jerufalem  beraft, 
And  to  our  highe  goo.*  lesthankc  we 
Of  honour,  that  our  eldres  with  us  Lift. 

His  wif,  his  lordes,  and  his  concubines^ 
Ay  dronken,  while  hir  appetites  laft, 
Out  of  thife  noble  veffels  fondry  wines. 
And  on  a  wall  this  king  his  eyen  caft, 
And  faw  an  hand  armies  that  wrote  ful  faft, 
For  fere  of  which  he  quoke  and  fiked  fore  : 
This  hand  that  Balthafar  fo  fore  agaft, 
Wrote  Mane  tccbel  Pbares  and  no  more. 

In  al  that  lond  magicien  was  non 
That  coud  expounen  what  this  lettfe  ment, 
But  Daniel  expouned  it  anon, 
And  faid,  O  King  !  God  to  thy  fader  lent 
Glorie  and  honour,  regne,  trefour  and  rent, 
And  he  was  proud  and  nothing  God  ne  dradde, 
And  therfore  God  gret  wreche  upon  him  fent, 
And  him  beraft  the  regne  that  he  hadde. 
He  was  out  cail  of  mannes  compagnie. 
With  affes  was  his  habitation, 
And  etc  hey  as  a  beft  in  wete  and  drie, 
Til  that  he  knew  by  grace  and  by  refon 
That  God  of  heven  hath  domination 
yer  every  regne  and  every  creature, 
J  than  had  God  of  him  compaflion, 
k.nd  him  refcored  his  regne  and  his  figure. 
Eke  thou  that  art  his  fone  art  proud  alfo 
ind  knoweft  all  thife  thinges  veraily, 
And  art  rebel  to  God  and  art  his  fo  : 
Thou  dranke  eke  of  his  veffels  boldery1, 
Thy  wif  eke  and  thy  wenches  finfully 
)ranke  of  the  fame  veffels  fondry  wines, 
Uid  hericd  falfe  goddes  curfedly, 
"herfore  to  thee  yfhapen  ful  gret  pine  is. 
This  hand  was  fent  fro  God  that  on  the  wall 
frote  Mane  ifshel  Ptiares,  trufteth  me. 
ly  regne  is  don  ;  thou  wayeft  nought  at  all ; 
)ivided  is  thy  regne,  and  it  fhal  be 

Medes  and  to  Perfes  yeven,  quod  he. 
Lnd  thilke  fame  night  this  king  was  flawe, 

Darius  occupied  his  degree, 
though  he  therto  had  neither  right  ne  lawe. 
JLordinges,  enfample  hereby  moun  ye  take 
DW  that  in  lordfhip  is  no  fikerneffe, 
?or  whan  that  Fortune  wol  a  man  forfake 
She  bereth  away  his  regne  and  his  richeffe, 
And  eke  his  frendes,  bothe  more  and  leffe  ; 
For  what  man  that  hath  frendes  thurgh  Fortune 
Mifhap  wol  make  hem  enemies  I  geffe. 
This  proverbe  is-  ful  loth,  and  fule  commune-. 


Zenobia, 

Zenobia,  of  Palmerie  the  quene, 
(As  writen  Perfiens  of  hire  nobleffe) 
So  worthy  was  in  armes,  and  fo  kene, 
That  no  wight  pafled  hire  in  hardineffe, 
Ne  in  linege,  ne  in  other  gentilleffe. 
Of  kinges  blood  of  Perfe  is  fhe  ddcended  ; 
I  fay  not  that  fhe  hadde  moft  fairenefle, 
But  of  hire  lhape  fhe  might  not  ben  amenaecK 

From  hire  childhode  I  findc  that  fhe  fledde 
Office  of  woman,  and  to  wode  fhe  went, 
And  many  a  wilde  hartes  blood  fhe  fheddc. 
With  arwes  brode  that  me  to  hem  fent ; 
She  was  fo  fwift  that  fhe  anon  hem  hent : 
And  whan  that  fhe  was  elder  fhe  wolde  kille 
JLeons,  lepard,  and  beres  al  to-rent, 
And  in  hire  armcs  weld  hem  at  hire  wille; 

She  dorft  the  wilde  belles  dennes  feke, 
And  rennen  in  the  mountaignes  all  the  night, 
And  flepe  under  the  buih  ;  and  fhe  coude  eke 
Wraftlen  by  veray  force  and  veray  might 
With  any  yong  man,  were  he  never  fo  wight  $ 
Ther  mighte  nothing  in  hire  armes  ftonde  : 
She  kept  hire  maidenhode  from  every  wight ; 
To  no  man  deigned  hire  for  to  be  bonde. 

But  at  the  laft  hire  frendes  han  hire  marie^ 
To  Odenat,  a  prince  of  that  contree, 
Al  were  it  fo  that  fhe  hem  longe  taried, 
And  ye  fhul  underftonden  how  that  he 
Hadde  fwiche  fantafies  as  hadde  fhe ; 
But  natheles  whan  they  were  knit  in  fere 
They  lived  in  joye  and  in  felicitee, 
For  eerie  of  hem  had  other  lefe  and  dere  j 

Save  o  thing,  that  fhe  n'olde  never  affentc 
By  no  way  that  he  fhulde  by  hire  lie 
But  ones,  for  it  was  hire  plaine  entente 
To  have  a  childe  the  world  to  multiplie  j 
And  al  fo  fone  as  that  fhe  might  efpie 
That  fhe  was  not  with  childe  with  that  dede^ 
Than  wold  fhe  fuffer  him  don  his  fantafie 
Eftfone,  and  not  but  ones  out  of  drede. 

And  if  fhe  were  with  child  at  thilke  caft 
No  more  fhuld  he  playert  thilke  game 
Till  fullen  four'ty  days  weren  paft, 
Than  wold  fhe  ones  fuffre  him  dp  the  fame, 
Al  were  this  Odenate  wild  or  tame 
He  gate  no  more  of  hire,  for  thus  fhe  fayde. 
It  was  to  wives  lecherie  and  fhame 
In  other  cas  if  that  men  with  hem  playde. 

Two  fones  by  this  Odenate  had  fhe, 
The  which  fhe  kept  in  vertue  and  lettrure. 
But  now  unto  our  Tale  turne  we. 
I  fay  fo  worfhipful  a  creature, 
And  wife  therwith,  and  large  with  rhefureg 
So  penible  in  the  werre,  and  curteis  eke, 
Ne  more  labour  might  in  werre  endure, 
Was  non,  though  all  this  world  men  fhulden  fekfy 

Hire  riche  array  ne  mighte  not  be  told, 
As  wel  in  veffell  as  in  hire  clothing ; 
She  was  all  clad  in  pierrie  and  in  gold ; 
And  eke  fhe  lefte  not  for  non 
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•To  have  of  for.dry  tonges  ful  knowing, 
Whan  that  ftie  leifer  had,  and  for  to  entend 
To  lernen  bookes  was  all  hire  liking, 
How  file  in  vertue  might  hire  lif  defpend. 

And  fhortly  ef  this  ftorie  for  to  trete, 
So  doughty  was  hire  hufborxl,  and  eke  fhe, 
That  they  conquered  many  regnes  grete 
In  the  orient,  with  many  a  faire  citee 
Appertenaunt  unto  the  majeftee 
Of  Rome,  and  wkh  ftrong  hand  held  hem  ful  faft, 
Ne  never  might  hir  fomen  don  hem  flee 
Ay  wm"k  that  Odenates  dayes  laft. 

Hire  batailles,  who  fo  lilt  hem  for  to  rede, 
Againe  Sapor  the  king,  and  other  mo, 
And  how  that  all  this  proceffe  fell  in  dede, 
Why  fhe  conquered,  and  what  title  therto, 
And  after  of  hire  mifchefe  and  hire  wo, 
How  t;hat  fhe  was  befeged  and  ytake, 
Let  him  unto  my  nia.ifl.er  Petrark  go, 
That  writeth  yn'ough  of  this  I  undertake. 

Whan  Odenate  \vas~ded  fhe  mightily 
The  regnes  held,  and  with  hire  propre  hond 
Agains  hir  foos  fhe  fought  fo.  cruelly 
That  ther  n'as  king  ne  prince  in  all  that  lond 
That  he  n'as  glad  if  he  that.grace  fond 
That  fhe  ne  wolde  upon  his  lond  werreye ; 
With  hire  they  maden  alliaunce  by  bond 
To  ben  in  pees  and  let  hire  ride  and  pleye. 

1  he  Emperour  of  Rome  Claudius, 
Ne  him  beforn  the  Remain  Galien, 
Ne  dorfte  never  be  fo  corageous,, 
Ne  non  Er'min  ne  non  Egiptien^ 
Ne  Surrien  ne  non  Arabien,. 
Within  the  feld  ne  dorfte  with  hire  fight, 
Left  that  fhe  wold  hem  with  hire  hondes  flenr 
Or  with  hire  meinie  putten  hem  tc  flight. 

In  kinges  habite  wente  hire  fones  two 
As  heires  of  hir  fadres  regnes  alle, 
And  Heremanno  and  Timolao 
Hir  names  were,  as  Perfiens  hem  calle. 
But  ay  Fortune  hath  in  hire  hony  galle  : 
This  mighty  quene  may  no  while  endure ; 
Fortune  out  of  hire  regne  made  hire  falle 
To  wretchedneffe  and  to  mifaventure. 

AureHan,  whan  that  the  governance 
Of  Rome  came  into  his  hondes  twey, 
He  fhope  upon  this  quene  to  do  vengeance, 
And  with  his  legions  he  toke  his  way 
Toward  Zenobie  ;  and,  fhortly  for  to  fay, 
He  made  hire  flee,  and  atte  laft  hire  hent, 
And  fe'ttred  hire  and  eke  hire  children  tway, 
And  wan  the  lond,  and  home  to  Rome  he  went* 

Amonges  other  thinges  that  he  wan 
Hire  char,  that  was  with  gold  wrought  and  pierrie, 
This  grete  Remain,  this  Aurelian, 
Hath  with  him  lad  for  that  men  fhuld  it  fee. 
Beforen  his  triumphe  walketh  fhe, 
With  gilte  chaines  on  hire  necke  honging, 
Crouned  fhe  was,  as  after  hire  degree, 
And  ful  of  pierrie  charged  hire  clothing. 

Alas,  Fortune  !  fhe  that  whilom  was 
Bredeful  to  kinges  and  to  emperoures, 
Now  gaureth  all  the  peple  on  hire,  alas  ! 
And  ftie  that  helmed  was  in  ftarke  ftoures, 
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And  wan  by  force  tounes  ftronge  and  toures,, 
Shal  on  hire  hed  now  were  a  vitremite, 
And  fhe  that  bar.e  the  fceptre  ful  of  floure* 
Shal  bere  a  diftaf,  hire  coft  for  to  quite, 

Nero. 

Although  that  Nero  were  as  vicious 
As  any  fend  that  lieth  ful  low  adoun, 
Yet  he,  as  telleth  us  Suetonius, 
This  wide  world  had  in  fubje6Uoun, 
Both  eft  and  weft,  fowth  and  feptentrioun. 
Of  rubies,  faphires,  and  of  perles  white, 
,Were  al  his  clothes  brouded  up  and  doun, 
For  he  in  gemmes  gretly  gan  delite. 

More  delicat,  more  pompous  of  array, 
More  proude,  was  never  emperour  than  her 
That  ilke  cloth  that  he  had  wered  o  day 
After  that  time  he  n'olde  it  never  fee  : 
Nettes  of  gold  threde  had  he  gret  plentec 
To  fifh  in  Tiber  whan  him  lift  to  play  : 
His  luftes  were  as  law  in  his  degree, 
For  Fortune  as  his  frend  wold  him  obay» 

He  Rome  brente  for  his  delicacie ; 
The  Senatours  he  flow  upon  a  day 
To  heren  how  that  men  wold  wepe  and  eric, 
And  flow  his  brother,  and  by  his  fufter  lay. 
His  moder  made  he  in  pitous  array, 
For  he  hire  wombe  let  flitten,to  behold 
Wher  he  conceived  was,  fo  wala  wa  ! 
That  he  fo  litel  of  his  moder  told. 

No  tere  out  of  his  eyen  for  that  fight 
Ne  came,,  but  fayd  a  faire  woman  was  fhe. 
Gret  wonder  is  how  that  he  coud  or  might 
Be  domefman  of  hire  dede  beautee. 
The  wine  to  bringen  him  commanded  he, 
And  dranke  anon  :  no  other  wo  he  made. 
Whan  might  is  joined  unto  crueltee, 
Alas  !  to  depe  wol  the  venime  wade. 

In  youthe  a  maifter  had  this  emperour 
To  techen  him  lettrure  and  eurtefie  : 
For  of  moralitee  he  was  the  flour, 
As  in  his  time,  but  if  bookes  lie  ; 
And  while  this  maifter  had  of  him  maiftr.i* 
He  maked  him  fo  conning  and  fo  fouple 
That  longe  time  it  was  or  tyrannic 
Or  any  vice  dorft  in  him  uncouple. 

This  Seneka,  of  which  that  I  devife, 
Becaufe  Nero  had  of  him  fwiche  drede, 
For  he  fro  vices  wold  him  ay  chaftife 
Difcretly,  as  by  word  and  not  by  dede  ; 
Sire,  he  wold  fay,  an  emperour  mote  nede 
Be  vertuous,  and  haten  tyrannic ; 
For  which  he  made  him  in  a  bathe  to  blede 
On  bothe  his  armes  till  he  muft  die. 

This  Nero  had  eke  of  a  cuftumaunce 
In  youth  ageins  his  maifter  for  to  rife, 
Which  afterward  him  thought  a  gret  grevaunce,. 
Therfore  he  made  him  dien  in  this  wife. 
But  natheles  this  Seneka  the  wife 
Chees  in  a  bathe  to  die  in  this  manere 
Rather,  than  han  another  turmentife  : 
And  thus  hath  Nero  fiain  his  maifter  dere. 
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Now  fell  it  fo  that  Fortune  lift  no  lenger 
The  highe  pride  of  Nero  to  cherice, 
For  though  that  he  were  ftrong  ye£  was  {he  ftreng- 
-She  thoughte  thus  rby  God  I  am  to  nice  [er. 

To  fet  a  man  that  is  fulfilled  of  vice 
In  high  degree,  and  Emperour  him  calle  : 
By  God  out  of  his  fete  I  wol  him  trice  ; 
Whan  he  left  weneth  foneft  flial  he  falle. 

The  peple  rofe  upon  him  on  a  night 
For  his  defaute,  and  whan  he  it  efpied 
Out  of  his  dores  anon  he  hath  him  dight 

\lon-:,  and  ther  he  wend  han  had  ben  allied 
He  knocked  faft,  and  ay  the  more  he  cried 
The-fafter  fhetten  they  hir  dores  alle  ; 
Tho  wift  he  wel  he  had  himfelf  mifgied, 
And  went  his  way  ;  no  lenger  dorft  he  calle. 
The  peple  cried  and  rombled  up  and  doun, 
That  with  his  eres  herd  he  how  they  fayde, 
Wher  is  this  falfe  tyrant,  this  Neroun  ?. 
For  fere  almoft  out  of  his  wit  he  brayde, 
And  to  his  goddes  pitoufly  he  preide 
For  focour,  but  it  mighte  not  betide  s 
For  drede  of  this  him  thoughte  that  he  deide, 

\nd  ran  into  a  gardin  him  to  hide. 
And  in  this  gardin  fond  he  cherles  tweye 

'iat  faten  by  a  fire  gret  and  red, 

Lnd  to  thife  cherles  two  he  gan  to  preye 

^o  flen  him,  and  to  girden  of  his  hed, 

''hat  to  his  body  whan  that  he  were  ded 

fere  no  defpit  ydon  for  his-  defame. 

[imfelf  he  flow,  he  coud  no  better  rede, 
:  which  Fortune  lough  and  hadde  a  game. 

Holofernss, 

Was  never  capitaine  under  a  king 
That  regnes  mo  put  in  fubje&ioun, 
ISfe  firenger  was  in  feld  of  alle  thing 
As  in  his  time,  ne  greter  of  renoun, 
Ne  more  pompous  in  high  prefumptioun, 
Than  Holofcrne,  which  that  Fortune  ay  kift 

likeroufly,  and  lad  him  up  and 'doun, 
"il  that  his  hed  was  of  or  that  he  wift. 

Not  only  that  this  world  had  him  in  awe 
For  lefing  of  richeffe  and  libertee, 
~  it  he  made  every  man  reneie  his  lawe. 

Jabuchodonofor  was  God,  fayd  he ; 
Non  other  god  ne  fhulde  honoured  be, 
Ageins  his  hefte  ther  dare  no  wight  trefpace 
^ave  in  Bethulia,  a  ftrong  citee, 

''her  Eliachim  a  preeft  was  of  that  place. 

But  take  kepe  of  the  deth  of  Holoferne  : 

mid  his  hoft  he  dronken  lay  a  night 

^ithin  his  tente,  large  as  is  a  berne  ; 

id  yet  for  all  his  pompe  and  all  his  might 
Judith,  a  woman,  as  he  lay  upright 
SIcping,  his  hed  of  fmote,  and  fro  his  tente 
Ful  prively  fhe  ftale  from,  every  wight, 
And  with  his  hed  unto  hire  toun  fhe  wente. 

Antiocbus. 

What  nedeth  it  of  King  Antiochus 
To  tell  his  high  and  real  majeftee, 
His  gret  pride,  and  his  werkes  venimous  ? 
For  i'wiche  another  was  ther  non  as  he  : 


Redeth  what  that  he  was  in  Machabe, 
And  redeth  the  proud  wordes  that  he  feid, 
And  why  he  fell  from  his  profperitee, 
And  in  an  hill  how  wretchedly  he  deid. 

Fortune  him  had  enhaunfed  fo  in  pride 
That  veraily  he  wend  he  might  attaine 
Unto  the  fterres  upon  every  fide, 
And  in  a  balaunce  weyen  eche  mountaine, 
And  all  the  floodes  of  the  fee  reftreine  : 
And  Goddes  peple  had  he  moft  in  hate, 
Hem  wold  he  fleen  in  turment  and  in  peine, 
Wening  that  God  ne  might  his  pride  abate. 

And  for  thai  Nichanor  and  Timothee 
With  Jewes  were  venquifhed  mightily, 
Unto  the  Jewes  fwiche  an  hate  had  he 
That  he  bad  greithe  his  char  ful  haftily, 
And  fwore  and  fayde  ful  defpitoufly 
Unto  Je rufalem  he  wold  eftfone, 
To  wreke  his  ire  on  it  ful  cruelly ; 
But  of  his  purpos  was  he  let  ful  fone. 

God  for  nis  manace  him  fo  fore  fmote 
With  invifible  wound,  ay  incurable, 
That  in  his  guttes  carfe  it  fo  and  bote 
Thatte  his  peines  weren  importable  ; 
And  certainly  the  wreche  was  refonable, 
For  mahy  a  niannes  guttes  did  he  peine; 
But  from  his  purpos  curfecl  and  damnable, 
For  all  his  fmerte,he  n'olde  him  not  reftreine; 

But  bade  anon  apparailen  his  hoft. 
And  fodenly,  or  he  was  of  it  ware, 
God  daunted  all  his  pride  and  ail  his  boft ; 
For  he,  fo  fore  fell  out  of  his  chare 
That  it  his  limmes  and  his  fkinne  to-tare, 
So  that  he  neither  mighte  go  ne  ride, 
But  in  a  chaiere  men  about  him  bare, 
Alle  forbrufed  bothc  bak  and  fide. 

The  wreche  of  God  him  fmote  fo  cruelly 
That  thurgh  his  body  wicked  wormes  crept, 
And  therwithal  he  ftanke  fo  horribly 
That  non  of  all  his  meinie  that  him  kept, 
Whether  fo  that  he  woke  or  elles  flept, 
Ne  mighte  not  of  him  the  ftinke  endure. 
In  this  mifchiefe  he  wailed  and  eke  wept, 
And  knew  God  lord  of  eyery  creature. 

To  all  his  hoft  and  to  'himfelf  alfo 
Ful  wlatfom  was  the  ftinke  of  his  careine  ; 
No  man  ne  mighte  him  beren  to  ne  fro ; 
And  in  this  ftinke  and  this  horrible  peine      . 
He  ftarf  ful  wretchedly  in  a  mountaine. 
Thus  hath  this  robbour  and  this  homicide, 
That  many  a  man  made  to  wepe  and  pleine, 
Swiche  guerdon  as  belongeth  unto  pride. 

Alexander, 

The  ftorie  of  Alexandre  is  fo  commune 
That  every  wight  that  hath  difcr,etioun 
Hath  herd  fomwhat  or  all  of  his  fortune. 
This  wide  world,  as  in  conclufioun, 
He  wan  by  ftrength,  01  for  his  high  renoim 
They  weren  glad  for  pees  unto  him  fende. 
The  pride  of  man  and  boft  he  layd  adoun, 
Wher  fo  he  came,  unto  the  worldes  ende, 
K  iij 
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Comparifon  might  never  yet  be  maked 
Betwix  him  and  another  conquerour, 
For  al  this  world  for  drede  of  him  hath  quaked  ; 
He  was  of  knighthode  and  of  fredome  flour  ; 
Fortune  him  maked  the  heir  of  hire  honour. 
Save  wine  and  women  nothing  might  afiwage 
His  high  entente  in  armes  and  labour, 
So  was  he  ful  of  leonin  corage.. 

What  pris  were  it  to  him  though  I  you  told 
Of  Darius,  and  an  hundred  thpufand  mo 
Of  kinges,  princes,  dukes,  erles  bold, 
"Which  he  conquered,  and  brought  hem  into  \vo  ? 
I  fay  as  fer  as  man  may  ride  or  go 
The  world  was  his  ;  what  ftmld  I  more  devife  ? 
For  though  I  wrote  or  told  you  ever  mo 
Of  his  knighthode  it  mighte  not  fuffice. 

Twelf  yere  he  regned,  as  faith  Machabe  : 
Philippus  fone  of  Macedoine  he  was, 
That  firft  was  king  in  Greece  the  contree. 
O  worthy  gentil  Aiexandre  !  alas 
That  ever  ihuld  thee  fallen  fwiche  a  cas  ! 
Enpoifoned  of  thyn  owen  folke  thou  were  ; 
Thy  fis  Fortune  !  ath  turned  into  an  as, 
And  yet  for  thee  ne  wept  fhe  never  a  tere. 

Who  fhal  me  yeven  teres  to  complaine 
The  deth  of  gentilleffe  and  of  fraunchife, 
That  all  this  world  welded  in  his  demaine, 
And  yet  him  thought  it  mighte  not  fuffice  ? 
So  ful  was  hiy.  corage  of  high  emprife. 
.  Alas !  who  fhal  me  helpen  to  endite 
Falfe  Fortune,  and  poifon  to  defpife  t 
The  which  two  of  all  this  wo  I  wite. 


Cefa 


By  wifdome,  manhode,  and  by  gret  labour, 
From  humblehede  to  real  majeftee 
Up  rofe  he  Julius  the  conquerour, 
That  wan  all  the  Occident  by  lond  and  fee 
By  ftrengthe  of  bond,  or  elles  by  tretee, 
And  unto  Rome  made  hem  tributarie, 
And  fith  of  Rome  the  Emperour  was  he 
Til  that  Fortune  wexe  his  adverfarie. 

O  mighty  Cefar  !  that  in  Theffalie 
Ageins  Pompeius,  father  thin  in  lawe, 
That  of  the  orient  had  all  the  chivalrie 
As  fer  as  that  the  day  beginneth  dawe, 
Thou  thurgh  thy  knighthode  haft  hem  take  and 
Save  few  folk  that  with  Poryipeius  fledde,    [fiawe, 
Thurgh  which  thou  put  all  the  orient  in  awe, 
Thanke  fortune  that  fo  wel  thee  fpcdde, 

But  now  a  litel  while  I  wol  bewaile 
This  Pompeius,  this  noble  governour 
Of  Rome,  which  that  fled  at  this  bataille. 
I  fay  on  of  his  men,  a  falfe  traitour, 
His  hed  of  fmote,  to  winnen  him  favour 
Of  Julius,  and  him  the  hed  he  brought  : 
Alas,  Pompeie  !  of  the  orient  conquerour, 
That  Fortune  unto  iwiche  a  fin  thee  brought. 

To  Pv.ome  again  repaireth  Julius 
With  his  triumphe  laureat  ful  hie, 
But  on  a  time  Brutus  and  Caflius, 
That  ever  had  of  his  high  eftat  cnvie, 


Ful  prively  had  made  confpiracic 
Ageins  this  Julius  in  fotil  wife, 
And  call  the  place  in  which  he  fhulde  dia 
With  bodekins,  as  J  fhal  you  devife. 

This  Julius  to  the  Capitolie  wente 
Upon  a  day,  as  he  was  wont  to  gon, 
And  in  the  Capitolie  anon  him  hente 
This  falfe  Brutus  and  his  other  foon, 
And  ftiked  him  with  bodekins  anon 
With  many  a  wound,  and  thus  they  let  him  lie  S 
But  never  gront  he  at  no  ftroke  but  on, 
Or  elles  at 'two,  but  if  his  ftorie  lie. 

So  manly  was  this  Julius  of  herte, 
And  fo  wel  loved  eftatly  honeftee, 
That  though  his  dedly  woundes  fore  fmerte 
His  mantel  over  his  hippes  cafte  he, 
For  no  man  fliulde  feen  his  privetee ; 
And  as  he  lay  of  dying  in  a  trance, 
And  wifte  veraily  that  ded  was  he. 
Of  hopeftee  yet  had  he  remembrance. 

Lucan,  to  thee  this  ftorie  I  recommendc, 
And  to  Sueton  and  Valerie  alfo, 
That  of  this  ftorie  writen  word  and  ende, 
How  that  to  thife  gret  conqueroures  two 
Fortune  was  firft  a  frend  and  fith  a  fo. 
No  man  ne  truft  upon  hire  favour  long, 
But  have  hire  in  await  for  evermo, 
Witneffe  on  all  thife  conqueroures  ilrong. 

Crefus. 

The  riche  Crefus,  whilom  King  of  Lide. 
Of  whiche  Crefus  Cirus  fore  himdradde, 
Yet  was  he  caught  amiddes  all  his  pride, 
And  to  be  brent  men  to  the  fire  him  ladde, 
But  iwiche  a  rain  doun  from  the  welken  fhaddc 
That  flow  the  fire,  and  made  to  him  efcape  ; 
But  to  beware  no  grace  yet  he  hadde 
Til  Fortune  on  the  galwes  made  him  gape. 

Whan  he  efcaped  was  he  can  not  flint 
For  to  beginne  a  newe  werre  again  : 
He  wened  wel  for  that  Fortune  him  fent 
Swiche  hap  that  he  efcaped  thurgh  the  rain 
That  of  his  foos  he  mighte  not  be  ilain  ; 
And  eke  a  fweven  upon  a  night  he  mette 
Of  which  he  was  fo  proud  and  eke  fo  fain. 
That  in  vengeance  he  all  his  herte  fette. 

Upon  a  tree  he  was,  as  that  him  thought^ 
Ther  Jupiter  him  wesfhe  both  bak  and  fide, 
And  Phebus  eke  a  faire  to  wail  him  brought 
To  drie  him  with,  and  therfore  vvex  his  pride. 
And  to  his  doughter  that  flood  him  befide, 
Which  that  he  knew  in  high  fcience  habound, 
He  bad  hire  tell  him  what  it  fignified, 
And  fhe  his  dreme  began  right  thus  expound. 

The  tree  (quod  fhe)  the  galwes  is  to  mene, 
And  Jupiter  betokeneth  fhow  and  rain, 
And  Phebus  with  his  towail  clere  and  clene, 
Tho  ben  the  fonnes  ftremes,  foth  to  fain  : 
Thou  fhalt  anhanged  be,  fader,  certain  ; 
Rain  fhal  thee  wafh,  and  fonne  fhal  thee  drie0 
Thus  warned  him  ful  plat  and  eke  ful  plain 
His  doughter,  which  that  called  was  Phaniea 
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Anhan-gecl  was  Crefus  the  proude  king  ; 
His  real  trone  might  him  not  availle  : 
Tragedie  is  non  other  mancr  thing, 
Ne  can  in  finging  crien  ne  bewaik, 
But  for  that  Fortune  all  day  wol  affaille 
With  unware  ftroke  the  regnes  that  ben  proude  ; 
For  whan  men  truflen  hire  than  wol  Ihe  faille, 
And  cover  hire  bright  face  with  a  cloude. 

Peter  of  Spaine. 

O  noble,  o  worthy,  Petro,  glorie  of  Spaine  ! 
"Whom  Fortune  held  fo  high  in  majeftee, 
Wei  oughten  men  thy  pitous  deth  complaine  : 
Out  of  thy  lond  thy  brother  made  thee  flee, 
And  after  at  a  fege  by  fotiltee 
Thou  were  betraied  and  lad  unto  his  tent, 
Wher  as  he  with  his  owen  hond  flow  thee, 
Succeding  in  thy  regne  and  in  thy  rent. 

The  feld  of  fno.v,  with  th'  egle  of  blak  therin, 
Caught  with  the  limerod,  coloured  as  the  glede, 
He  brewed  this  curfednefle  and  all  this  fmne  ; 
The  wicked  nefte  was  werker  of  this  dede, 
Not  Charles  Oliver,  that  toke  ay  hede 
Of  trouthe  and  honour,  but  of  Armorike 
Genilon  Oliver,  corrupt  for  mede, 
Broughte  this  worthy  king  in  fwiche  a  brike. 

Petro  King  ofCyprc. 

O  worthy  Petro  !  King  of  Cypre  alfo, 
That  Alexandrie  wan  by  high  maiftrie, 
Ful  many  an  Hethen  wroughteft  thou  ful  wo, 
Of  which  thin  owen  lieges  had  envie, 
And  for  nothing  but  for  thy  chivalrie 
They  in  thy  bed  han  flain  thee  by  the  morwe. 
Thus  can  Fortune  hire  whele  governie  and  gie, 
And  out  of  joye  bringen  men  to  forwe. 

Barnala  Vifcount. 

Of  Milane  grete  Barnabo  Vifcount, 
God  of  delit,  and  fcourge  of  Lumbardie, 
Why  fhuld  I  not  thin  infortune  account, 
Sith  in  eftat  thou  clomben  were  fo  high  ? 
Thy  brothers  fone,  that  was  thy  double  allie, 
For  he  thy  nevew  was  and  fone  in  lawe, 
Within  his  prifon  made  he  thee  to  die, 
But  why  ne  how  n'ot  1  that  thou  were  flawe. 

Hugelin  ofPife. 

Of  the  Erl  Hugelin  of  Pife  the  langour 
Ther  may  no  tonge  tellen  for  pitee. 
But  litel  out  of  Pife  ftant  a  tour, 
IB  whiche  tour  in  prifon  yput  was  he, 


And  with  hun  ben  his  litel  children  three, 
The  eldeft  icarfely  five  yere  was  of  age  : 
Alas  !  Fortune,  it  was  gret  crueltee 
Swiche  briddes  for  to  .put  in  fwiche  a  cage, 

Dampned  was  he  to  die  in  that  prifon, 
For  Roger  which  that  Bilhop  was  of  Pife 
Had  on  him  made  a  falfe  fuggeftion, 
Thurgh  which  the  peple  gan  upon  him  rife, 
And  put  him  in  a  prifon  in  fwiche  a  wife 
As  ye  han  herd  ;  and  mete  and  drinke  he  had 
So  fmale,  that  wel  unnethe  it  may  fuffife, 
And  therwithal  it  was  ful  poure  and  bad. 

And  on  a  day  befell  that  in  that  houre 
Whan  that  his  mete  wont  was  to  be  brought 
The  gailer  fhette  the  dores  of  the  toure ; 
He  herd  it  wel,  but  he  fpake  right  nought : 
And  in  his  herte  anon  ther  fell  a  thought      ' 
That  they  for  hunger  wolden  do  him  dien  : 
Alas  !  quod  he,  alas  that  I  was  wrought ! 
Therwith  the  teres  fellen  fro  his  eyen. 

His  yonge  fone,  that  three  yere  was  of  age, 
Unto  him  faid,  Fader,  why  do  ye  wepe  ? 
Whan  will  the  gailer  bringen  our  potage  ? 
Is  ther  no  morfel  bred  that  ye  do  kepe  ? 
I  am  fo  hungry  that  I  may  not  flepe. 
Now  wold  God  that  I  might  flepen  ever, 
Than  ihuld  not  hunger  in  my  wombe  crepe  ; 
Ther  c'is  no  thing  fauf  bred  that  me  were  lever. 

Thus  day  by  day  this  childe  began  to  crie, 
Til  in  his  fadres  barme  adoun  it  lay, 
And  faide,  Farewel,  fader,  I  mote  die ; 
And  kift  his  fader,  and  dide  the  fame  day. 
And  whan  the  woful  fader  did  it  fey 
For  wo  his  armes  two  he  gan  to  bite, 
And  faide,  Alas  !  Fortune,  and  wala  wa  ! 
Thy  falfe  whele  my  wo  all  may  I  wite. 

His  children  wenden  that  for  hunger  it  was 
That  he  his  armes  gnowe,  and  not  for  wo, 
And  fayden,  Fader,  do  not  fo,  alas ! 
But  rather  etc  the  fleih  upon  us  two  : 
Our  fiefh  thou  yaf  us,  take  our  flefh  us  fro, 
And  etc  ynough,  Right  thus  they  to  him  fckle, 
And  after  that,  within  a  day  or  two, 
They  laide  hem  in  his  lappe  adoun  and  deide. 

Himfelf  difpeired  eke  for  hunger  ftarf. 
Thus  ended  is  this  mighty  Erl  of  Pife  : 
From  high  eftat  Fortune  away  him  carf. 
Of  this  tragedie  it  ought  ynough  fuffice; 
Who  fo  wol  here  it  in  a  longer  wife 
Redeth  the  grete  poete  of  Itaille 
That  highte  Dante,  for  he  can  it  devife 
Fro  point  to  point ;  not  o  word  wol  he  faiJJe4 
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JJo  Iquod  the  Knlght,goodSire,no  more  of  this/; 
That  ye  han  faid  is  right  ynough  ywis, 
And  mochel  more  ;  for  litel  hevineffe 
Is  right  ynough  to  mochel  folk .  I  gefle. 
I  fay  for  me  it  is  a  gret  difefe 
"Wher  as  men  have  ben  in  gret  wealth  and  efe 
To  heren  of  hir  foden  fail,  alas  ! 
And  the  contrary  'is  joye  and  gret  folas, 
As  whan  a  man  hath  ben  in  poure  eftat, 
And  clinjbeth  up  and  wexeth  fortuna^ 
And  ther  abideth  in  profperitee  : 
Swich  thing  is  gladfom  as  it  thinketh  me, 
And  of  fwiche  thing  were  goodly  for  to  telle. 
Ye,  quod  our  Hofte,  by  Seint  Poules  belle, 
Ye  fay  right  i'oth  ;  this  Monk  hath  clapped  loude; ' 
He  fpake  how  Fortune  covered  with  a  cloude 
I  wote  not  what,  and  als  of  a  tragedie 
Right  now  ye  herd;  and  parde  no  remedie 
It  is  for  to  bewailen  ne  complaine 
That  that  is  don,  and  als  it  is  a  paine, 
As  ye  han  faid,  to  here  of  hevinefie. 
Sire  Monk,  no  more  of  this,  fo  God  you  blefle  ; 
Your  Tale  anoyeth  all  this  compagnie  ; 
Swiche  talking  is  not  worth  a  boterflie, 
For  therin  is  ther  no  difport  ne  game  ; 
Thertore  Sire  Monk,  Dan  Piers  by  your  name, 
I  pray  you  hertely  tell  us  fomwhat  elled, 
Tor  fikerly  n'ere  of  your  belles 


That  on  your  bridel  hange  on  every  fide, 

By  heven  king,  that  for  us  alle  dide, 

I  fliuld  er  this  have  fallen  doun  for  flepe, 

Although  the  flough  had  ben  never  fo  depe, 

Than  hadde  your  Tale  all  ben  told  in  vain  : 

For  certainly,  as  that  thife  clerkes  fain, 

Wher  as  a  man  may  have  non  audience 

Nought  helpeth  it  to  tellen  his  fentence  ; 

And  wel  I  wote  the  fubftance  is  in  me 

If  any  thing  lhal  wel  reported  be. 

Sire,  fay  fomwhat  of  hunting  I  you  pray. 

Nay,  quod  this  Monk,  I  have  not  luft  to  play  j 
Now  lette  another  telle  as  I  have  told,. 

Than  fpakeour  Hoftewith  rude  fpeche  and  bold. 
And  fayd  unto  the  Nonnes  Preeft  anon, 
Come  nere,thouPreefl,comehither,thou  Sire  John; 
Telle  us  fwiche  thing  as  may  our  hertes  glade  : 
Be  blithe  although  thou  ride  upon  a  jade. 
What  though  thin  horfe  be  both  foule  and  lene  i 
If  he  wol  ferve  thee  recke  thee  not  a  bene  : 
Loke  that  thyn  herte  be  mery  evermo. 

Yes,  Hofte,  quod  he,  fo  mote  I  ride  or  go 
But  I  be  mery  ywis  I  wol  be  blamed. 
And  right  anon  his  Tale  he  hath  attained ; 
And  thus  he  faid  unto  us  eveiich  on, 
This  fwete  Preeft,  this  goodly  man,  Sire  John,; 
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A  POURE  widewe,  fomdel  ftoupen  in  age, 

Was  \vhilom  dwelling  in  a  narwe  cotage 

Befide  a  grove  ftonding  in  a  dale. 

This  widewe,  which  I  tell    cu  of  my  Tale, 

Sin  thilke  day  that  fhe  was  laft  a  wif 

In  patience  led  a  ful  fimple  lif, 

For  litel  was  hire  catel  and  hire  rente ; 

By  hufbondry  of  fwiche  as  God  hire  fente 

*  Of  aci.-i-k  .uid  a  hen  ;  the  moral  whereof  is  to  em 
brace  true  triends,  and  to  beware  of  flatcrers.    Urry. 


She  found  hirefelf  and  eke  hire  doughtren  two. 
Three  large  fcwes  had  fhe,  and  no  mo, 
Three  kine,  and  eke  a  fheep  that  highte  Malle 
Ful  footy  was  hire  boure  and  eke  hire  halle, 
In  which  Ihe  etc  many  a  flender  mele  ; 
Of  poinant  fauce  ne  knew  Ihe  never  a  dele  : 
No  deintee  morfel  paffed  thurgh  hire  throte  i 
rfire  diete  was  accordant  to  hire  cote  : 
Repletion  ne  made  hire  never  fike ; 
Attempre  diete  was  all  hire  phyCke, 


THE   NONNES  PREESTES   TAL-E. 


And  exercife,  and  hertes  fuffifance  : 
The  goute  let  hire  nothing  for  to  dance, 
Ne  apoplexie  fhente  not  hire  hed  : 
No  win  ne  dranke  Ihe  nyther  white  ne  red:: 
Hire  bord  was  ferved  moft  with  white  and  black, 
Milk  and  broun  bred,  in  which  fhe  fond  no  lack, 
Seinde  bacon,  and  fomtime  an  eye  or  twey, 
For  fhe  was  as  it  were  a  maner  dey. 

A  yerd  fhe  had  enclofed  all  about 
With  ftickes,  and  a  drie  diche  without, 
In  which  fhe  had  a  cok  highte  Chaunteclere, 
In  all  the  land  of  crowing  n'as  his  pere  : 
His  vois  was  njerier  than  the  mery  orgon 
On  maffe  daies  that  in  the  chirches  gon  : 
Wei  fikerer  was  his  crowing  in  his  loge 
Than  is  a  clok  or  any  abbey  orloge  : 
By  nature  he  knewe  eche  afcentioun 
Of  the  equinoctial  in  thilke  toun, 
For  whan  degrees  fi'ftene  were  afcended 
Than  crew  he  that  it  might  not  ben  amended. 

His  combe  was  redder  than  the  fin  corall, 
Znbattelled  as  it  were  a  caftel  wall; 
His  bill  was  black,  and  as  the  jet  it  fhone, 
Like  afure  were  his  legges  and  his  tone, 
His  nailes  whiter  than  the  lily  flour, 
And  like  the  burned  gold  was  his  colour. 

This  gentil  cok  had  in  his  governance 
Seven  hennes  for  to  don  all  his  plefance, 
Which  were  his  fufters  and  his  paramoures, 
And  wonder  like  to  him  as  of  coloures, 
Of  which  the  fair  eft,  hewed  in  the  throte, 
-Was  cleped  faire  Damofelle  Pertelote. 
Curteis  fhe  was,  difcrete,  and  debonaire, 
And  compenable,  and  bare  hirefelf  fo  faire, 
Sithen  the  day  that  fhe  was  fevermight  old, 
That  trewelich  fhe  hath  the  herte  in  hold 
Of  Chaunteclere,  loken  in  every  lith  : 
He  loved  hire  fo  that  wel  was  him  therwith  : 
But  fwiche  a  joye  it  was  to  here  hem  fmg, 
Whan  that  the  brighte  fonne  gan  to  fpring, 
In  fwete  accord,  My  lefe  is  fare  in  lond. 

For  thilke  time,  as  I  have  underftond, 
Beftes  and  briddes  couden  fpeke  and  fing, 

Apd  fo  befell  that  in  a  dawening 
As  Chaunteclere  among  his  wives  alle 
Sate  on  his  perche  that  was  in  the  halle, 
And  next  him  fate  his- faire  Pertelote, 
This  Chaunteclere  gan  gronnen  in  his  throte 
As  man  that  in  his  dreme  is  dretched  fore ; 
And  whan  that  Pertelote  thus  herd  him  rore 
She  was  agaft,  and  faide,  Herte  dere  ! 
What  aileth  you  to  grone  in  this  manere  ? 
Ye  ben  a  veray  fleper,  fy  for  fhame ! 

And  he  anfwered  and  fayde  thus ;  Madame, 
I  pray  you  that  ye  take  it  n«t  agrefe ; 
By  God  me  mete  I  was  in  fwiche  mifchefe 
Right  now,  that  ye  min  herte  is  fore  afright. 
Now  God  (quod  he)  my  fweven  recche  aright, 
Ami  kepe  my  body  out  of  foule  prifoun. 

My  mete  how  that  I  romed  up  and  doun 
Within  our  yerde,  wher  as  I  faw  a  befte 
Was  like  an  hound,  and  wold  han  made  arefle 
Upon  my  body,  and  han  had  me  ded  : 
His  colour  was  betwix  yelwe  and  red, 


And  tipped  was  his  tail  and  both  his  eres 
With  black,  unlike  the  remenant  of  his  heres  : 
His  fnout  was  -final,  with  glowing  eyen  twey ; 
Yet  for  his  loke  almoft  for  fere  I  dey  : 
This  caufed  me  my  groning  douteles. 

Away,  quod  fhe;  fyon  you  herteles! 
Alas!  quod  fhe,  for  by  that  God  above 
Now  han  ye  loft  myn  herte  and  all  my  love  : 
I  cannot  love  a  coward  by  my  faith  ; 
For  certes,  what  fo  any  woman  faith, 
We  al  defiren,  if  it  mighte  be, 
To  have  an  huibond  hardy,  wife,  and  free, 
And  fecree,  and  non  niggard  ne  no  fool, 
Ne  him  that  is  agaft  of  every  tool, 
Ne  non  avantour  by  that  God  above. 
How  dorften  ye  for  fhame  fay  to  your  love 
That  any  thing  might  maken  you  aferde  ? 
Han  ye  no  mannes  herte  and  han  a  berde  ? 
Alas  !  and  con  ye  ben  agaft  of  fwevenis  ? 
Nothing  but  vauitee,  God  wote,  in  fweven  is. 

Swevenes  engendren  of  repletions, 
And  oft  of  fume,  and  of  complexions, 
Whan  humours  ben  to  habundant  in  a  wight. 
Certes  this  dreme  which  ye  han  met  to-night 
Cometh  of  the  gret  fuperfluitee 
Of  youre  rede  ctlera  parde, 
Which  caufeth  folk  to  dreden  in  hir  dremee 
Of  arwes,  and  of  fire  with  rede  lemes, 
Of  rede  beftes  that  they  wol  hem  bite, 
Of  conteke,  and  of  wafpes  gret  and  lite, 
Right  as  the  humour  of  melancolie 
Caufeth  ful  many  a  man  in  flepe  to  crie 
For  fere  of  bolles'and  of  beres  bla'ke, 
Or  elles  that  blake  devils  wol  hem  take. 

Of  other  humours  coud  I  tells  alfo, 
That  werken  many  a  man  in  fiepe  and  wo  ; 
But  I  wol  paffe  as  lightly  as  I  can. 

Lo  Caton,  which  that  was  fo  wife  a  man* 
Said  he  not  thus  ?  Ne  do  no  force  of  dremes. 

Now,  Sire,  quod  fhe,  whan  we  flee  fro  the  beme& 
For  Goddes  love  as  take  fom  laxatif : 
Up  peril  of  my  foul  and  of  my  lit" 
I  coiifeil  you  the  beft,  I  wol  not  lie, 
That  both  of  coler  and  of  melancolie 
Ye  purge  you;  and  for  ye  fhul  not  tarie, 
Though  in  this  toun  be  non  apotecarie, 
I  flial  myfelf  two  herbes  techen  you 
That  fhal  be  for  your  hele  and  for  your  prow, 
And  in  our  yerde  the  herbes  fhal  I  finde, 
The  which  han  of  hir  propretee  by  kinde 
To  purgen  you  benethe  and  eke  above. 
Sire,  forgete  not  this  for  Goddes  love ; 
Ye  ben  ful  colerike  of  complexion  ; 
Ware  that  the  fonne  in  his  afcention 
Ne  finde  you  not  replete  of  humours  hote ; 
And  if  it  do  I  dare  wel  lay  a  grote 
That  ye  fhul  han  a  fever  tertiane,  k  -  ^'•;'-" 

Or  elies  an  ague,  that  may  be  your  bane. 
A  day  or  two  ye  fhul  han  degeftives 
Of  wormes  or  ye  take  your  laxatives, 
Of  laureole,  centaurie,  and  fumetere, 
Or  elles  of  ellebor  that  groweth  there, 
Of  catapuce  or  of  gaitre  beries, 
Or  erbe  ive  growing  in  our  yerd  that,  mery  is  j  r 
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Picke  hem  rig-lit  as  they  grow,  and  ete  hem  in. 
Beth  mery,  hufbond;  for  your  fader  kin 
Dredeth  no  drcme :  I  can  fay  you  no  more.          , 

Madame,  quod  he,  grand  mercy  of  your  lore  ; 
But  natheles  as  touching  Dan  Caton, 
That  hath  of  wifdome  fwiche  a  gret  renoun, 
Though  that  he  bade  no  dremes  for  to  drede, 
By  God  men  moun  in  olde  bookes  rede 
Of  many  a  man  more  of  audoritee 
Than  ever  Caton  was,  fo  mote  I  the, 
That  all  the  revers  fayn  of  his  fentence, 
And  han  wel  foundjn  by  experience 
That  dremes  ben  fignifications 
As  wel  of  joye  as  tribulations 
That  folk  enduren  in  this,  lif  prefent  : 
Ther  nedetk  make  of  this  non  argument ; 
The  veray  preve  fheweth  it  indede. 

On  of  the  greteft  au&ours  that  men  rede 
Saith  thus,  that  whilom  twey  felawes  wente 
On  pilgrimage  in  a  ful  good  entente, 
And  happed  fo  they  came  into  a  toun 
Wher  ther  was  fwiche  a  congrcgatioun 
Of  peple,  and  eke  fo  ftreit  of  herbergage, 
That  they  ne  founde  as  moche  as  a  cotage 
In  which  they  bothe  might  ylogged  be, 
Wherfore  they  muften  of  neceffitee; 
As  for  that  night,  departen  compagnie, 
And  eche  of  hem  goth  to  his  hoftelrie, 
And  toke  his  logging  as  it  wolde  falle. 

That  on  of  hem  was  logged  in  a  ftalle, 
Fer  in  a  yard,  with  oxen  of  the  plough, 
That  other  man  was  logged  wel  ynough, 
As  was  his  aventure  or  his  fortune, 
That  us  governeth  all,  as  in  commune. 

And  fo  befell  that  long  or  it  were  day 
This  man  met  in  his  bed  ther  as  he  lay 
How  that  his  felaw  gan  upon  him  calle, 
And  faid,  Alas!  for  in  an  oxes  ftalle 
This  night  fhal  I  be  mordred  ther  I  lie  j 
Now  help  me,  dere  brother!  or  I  die: 
In  alle  hafte  come  to  me,  he  faide. 

This  man  out  of  his  flepe  for  fere  abraide; 
But  whan  that  he  was  waked  of  his  flepe 
He  turned  him,  and  toke  of  this  no  kepe ; 
Him  thought  his  dreme  was  but  a  vanitee. 
Thus  twies  in  his  fleping  dremed  he. 

And  at  the  tkridde  time  yet  his  felaw 
Came,  as  him  thought,  and  laid,  I  now  am  flaw; 
Behold  my  blody  woundes  depe  and  wide : 
Arife  up  erly  in  the  morwe  tide, 
And  at  the  weft  gate  of  the  toun  (quod  he) 
A  carte  ful  of  donge  ther  (halt  thou  fee, 
In  which  my  body  is  hid  prively; 
Do  thilke  carte  arreften  boldely. 
My  gold  caufed  my  mordre,  foth  to  fain  ; 
And  told  him  every  point  how  he  was  flain 
With  a  ful  pitous  face,  pale  of  hewe ; 
And  trufteth  wel  his  dreme  he  found  ful  trewe; 
For  on  the  morwe  fone  as  it  was  day 
-To  his  felawes  inne  he  toke  his  way, 
^A.nd  whan  that  he  came  to  this  oxes  ftalle 
A^er  his  felaw  he  began  to  calle. 

The  hofteler  anfwered  him  anon, 
And  faide,  Sire,  your  felaw  is  agon  j 


As  fone  as  day  -he  went  out  of  the  toua. 

Thisjnan  gan  fallen  in  fufpecioun, 
Remembring  on  his  dremes  that  he  mette, 
And  forth  he  goth,  no  lenger  wold  he  iette, 
Unto  the  weft  gate  of  the  toun,  and  fond 
A  dong  carte  as  it  went  for  to  dong  lond, 
That  was  arraied  in  the  fame  wife 
As  ye  han  herde  the  dede  man  devife,- 
And  with  an  harde  herte  he  gan  to  crie 
Vengeance  and  juftice  of  this  felonie; 
My  felaw  mordred  is  this  fame  night, 
And  in  this  carte  he  lith  gaping  upright. 
I  crie  out  on  the  minifters,  quod  Jie, 
That  fhulden  kepe  and  reulen  this  citee : 
Harow!  alas!  here  lith  my  felaw  flain. 

What  fhuld  1  more  unto  this  tale  fain  ? 
The  peple  out  ftert,  and  caft  the  cart  to  ground, 
And  in  the  middel  of  the  dong  they  found 
The  dede  man  that  mordred  was  all  newe. 

O  blisful  God!  that  art  fo  good  and  trewe, 
Lo,  how  that  thou  bewreyeft  mordre  alwayl 
Mordre  wol  out,  that  fee  we  day  by  day : 
Mordre  is  fo  wlatfom  and  abhominable 
To  God,  that  is  fo  juft  and  refonable, 
That  he  ne  wol  not  fuffre  it  hylled  be : 
Though  it  abide  a  yere,  or  two  or  three, 
Mordre  wol  out;  this  is  my  conclufioun. 

And  right  anon  the  miniftres  of  the  toun 
Han  hent  the  carter,  and  fo  fore  him  pined, 
And  eke  the  hofteler  fo  fore  engined, 
That  they  beknewe  hir  wickedneffe  anon, 
And  were  anhanged  by  the  necke  bon. 

Here  moun  ye  fee  that  di  ernes  ben  to  dredc. 
And  certes  in  the  fame  book  I  rede, 
Right  in  the  next  chapitre  after  this, 
(1  gabbe  not,  fo  have  I  joye  andblis) 
Two  men  that  wold  han  paffed  over  the  fee, 
For  certain  caufe,  in  to  a  fer  contree, 
If  that  the  winde  ne  hadde  ben  contrarie, 
That  made  hem  in  a  citee  for  to  tarie 
That  ftood  ful  mery  upon  a  haven  fide : 
But  on  a  day,  agein  the  even  tide, 
The  wind  gan  change,  and  blew  right  as  hem  left! 
Jolif  and  glad  they  wenten  to  hir  reft, 
And  caften  hem  ful  erly  for  to  faile ; 
But  to  that  o  man  fel  a  gret  mervaile. 

That  on  of  hem  in  fleping  as  he  lay 
He  mette  a  wonder  dreme  again  the  day : 
Him  thought  a  man  ftood  by  his  beddes  fide, 
And  him  commanded  that  he  (huld  abide, 
And  faid  him  thus;  If  thou  to-morwe  wcnde 
Thou  ftialt  be  dreint;  my  tale  is  at  an  ende.  ( 

He  woke,  and  told  his  felavr  what  he  met, 
And  praied  him  his  viage  for  to  let; 
As  for  that  day  he  prayd  him  for  to  abide. 

His  felaw,  that  lay  by  his  beddes  fide, 
Gan  for  to  laugh,  and  fcorned  him  ful  fafte  : 
No  dreme,  quod  he,  may  fo  my  herte  agafte 
That  I  wol  leten  for  to  do  my  thinges : 
I  fette  not  a  ftraw  by  thy  dreminges, 
For  fwevens  ben  but  vanitees  and  japes : 
Men  dreme  al  day  of  oules  and  of  apes, 
And  eke  of  many  a  mafe  therwithal; 
Men  drejne  of  thing  that  never  vrasr.e  ffol 
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Jktt  frth  I  fee  that  thou  wol  there  abide, 
And  thus  forflouthen  wilfully  thy  tide, 
(God  wot  it  reweth  me;  and  have  good  day  : 
And  thus  he  took  his  leve,  and  went  his  way. 

But  or  that  he  had  half  his  cours  yfailed, 
N'ot  I  not  why  ne  what  mefchance  it  ailed, 
But  cafuelly  the  fhippes  bottom  rente, 
And  fhip  and  man  under  the  water  wente 
In  fight  of  other  fhippes  ther  befide 
That  with  him  failed  at  the  fame  tide. 

And  therfore,  faire  Pertelote  fo  dere, 
By  fvviche  enfamples  olde  maift  thou  lere 
That  no  man  fhulde  be  to-reccheles 
Of  dremes,  for  I  fay  thee  douteles 
That  many  a  dreme  ful  fore  is  for  to  drede. 

Lo,  in  the  lif  of  Seint  Kent-hue  I  rede, 
That  was  Kenulphus  fone,  the  noble  King 
Of  Mercenrike,  how  Kenelm  mette  a  thing. 
A  litel  or  he  were  mordred  on  a  day 
His  mordre  in  his  avifion  he  fay ; 
His  norice  him  expouned  every  del 
His  fweven,  and  bade  him  for  to  kepe  him  wel 
Fro  trefon;  but  he  n'as  but  feven  yere  old, 
And  therfore  litel  tale  hath  he  told 
Of  any  dreme,  fo  holy  was  his  herte. 
By  God  I  hadde  lever  than  my  fherte 
That  ye  had  red  his  legend  as  have  I. 

Dame  Pertelote,  I  fay  you  trewely, 
Macrobius,  that  writ  the  avifion 
In  Affrike  of  the  worthy  Scipion, 
Affirmeth  dremes,  and  fayth  that  they  ben 
Warning  of  thinges  that  men  after  feen. 

And  forthermore,  I  pray  you  loketh  wel 
In  The  Olde  Teftament  of  Daniel, 
If  he  held  dremes  any  vanitee. 

Rede  eke  of  Jofeph,  and  ther  fhuln  ye  fee 
Wher  dremes  ben  fomtime  (I  fay  not  alle) 
Warning  of  thinges  that  fhuln  after  falle. 

Loke  of  Egipt  the  king,  Dan  Pharao, 
His  baker  and  his  boteler  alfo, 
Wheder  they  ne  felten  non  effect  in  dremes. 
Who  fo  wol  feken  acftes  of  fondry  remes 
May  rede  of  dremes  many  a  wonder  thing. 

Lo  Crefus,  which  that  was  of  Lydie  king, 
Mette  he  not  that  he  fat  upon  a  tree  ? 
Which  fignified  he  fhuld  anhauged  be. 

Lo  hire  Adromacha,  Hedlores  wif, 
That  day  that  Hedor  fhulde  lefe  his  lif, 
She  dremed  on  the  fame  nighte  beforne 
How  that  the  lif  of  He&or  fhuld  be  lorne 
If  thilke  day  he  went  into  bataille  ; 
She  warned  him,  but  it  might  not  availle ; 
He  went  forth  for  to  fighten  natheles, 
And  was  yflain  anon  of  Achilles. 

But  thilke  tale  is  al  to  long  to  telle, 
And  eke  it  is  nigh  day,  I  may  not  dwelle. 
Shortly  I  fay,  as  for  conciufion, 
That  I  fhal  han  of  this  avifion 
Adverfitee ;  and  I  fay  forthermore, 
That  I  ne  tell  of  laxatives  no  ftore, 
For  they  ben  venimous,  I  wot  it  wel: 
I  hem  deffie;  1  love  hem  never  a  del. 

But  let  us  fpeke  of  mirthe,  and  flints  all  this. 
Madame  Fertelote,  fo  have  I  blis, 


Of  o  thing  God  hath  fent  me  large  grace, 

For  whan  I  fee  the  beautee  of  your  face, 

Ye  ben  fo  fcarlet  red  about  your  eyen, 

It  maketh  all  my  drcde  for  to  dien  j 

For  al  fo  fiker  as  In  principle 

Mulier  eft  hominis  cotifujlo, 

(Madame,  the  fentence  of  this  Latine  is, 

Woman  is  mannes  joye  and  mannes  blis;) 

For  whan  I  fele  a-night  your  fofte  fide, 

Al  be  it  that  I  may  not  on  you  ride 

For  that  our  perche  is  made  fo  narwe,  alas! 

I  am  fo  ful  of  joye  and  of  folas 

That  1  deffie  bothe  fweven  and  dreme. 

And  with  that  word  he  flew  doun  fro  the  beme, 
For  it  was  day,  and  eke  his  hennes  alle, 
And  with  a  chuk  he  gan  hem  for  to  calle, 
For  he  had  found  a  corn  lay  in  the  yerd. 
P.eal  he  was,  he  was  no  more  aferd  ; 
He  fethered  Pertelote  twenty  time, 
And  trade  hire  eke  as  oft,  er  it  was  prime  : 
He  loketh  as  it  were  a  grim  leoun, 
And  on  his  toos  he  rometh  up  and  doun  ; 
Him  deigned  not  to  fet  his  feet  to  ground  : 
He  chukketh,  whan  he  hath  a  corn  yfound, 
And  to  him  rennen  than  his  wives  alle. 

Thus  real  as  a  prince  is  in  his  halle 
Leve  I  this  Chaunteclere  in  his  pafture, 
And  after  wol  I  till  his  aventure. 

Whan  that  the  month  in  which  theworld began, 
That  highte  March,  whan  God  firft  maked  man, 
Was  complete,  and  ypaffed  were  alfo 
Sithen  March  ended  thritty  dayes  and  two, 
Befell  that  Chaunteclere  in  all  his  pride, 
His  feven  wives  walking  him  befide, 
Caft  up  his  eyen  to  the  brighte  fonne, 
That  in  the  figne  of  Taurus  hadde  yronnc 
Twenty  degrees  and  on,  and  fomwhat  more  : 
He  knew  by  kind,  and  by  non  other  lore, 
That  it  was  prime,  and  crew  with  blisful  fleven. 
The  fonne,  he  faid,  is  clomben  up  on  heven 
Twenty  degrees  and  on,  and  more  ywis; 
Madame  Pertelote,  my  worldes  blis, 
Herkeneth  thife  blisful  briddes  how  they  fing, 
And  fee  the  frefhe  floures  how  they  fpring; 
Ful  is  min  herte  of  revel  and  of  folas. 

But  fodenly  him  fell  a  forweful  cas, 
For  ever  the  latter  ende  of  joye  is  wo  ; 
God  wote  that  worldly  joye  is  fone  ago; 
And  if  a  rethor  coude  faire  endite 
He  in  a  chronicle  might  it  faufly  write 
As  for  a  foveraine  notabilitee. 

Now  every  wife  man  let  him  herken  me  : 
This  fiery  is  al  fo  trewe,  I  undertake, 
As  is  the  book  of  Launcelot  du  Lake, 
That  women  holde  in  ful  gret  reverence, 
Npw  wol  I  turne  agen  to  my  fentence. 

A  col  fox,  ful  of  fleigh  iniquitee, 
That  in  the  grove  had  wonned  yeres  three, 
By  high  imagination  forecaft, 
The  fame  night  thurghout  the  hegges  braft 
Into  the  yerd  ther  Chaunteclere  the  faire 
Was  wont,  and  eke  his  wives,  to  repaire, 
And  in  a  bedde  of  wortes  ftille  he  lay 
Till  it  was  pafled  wndern  of  the  day, 
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Waiting  his  time  on  Chaunteclere  to  falle, 
As  gladly  don  thife  homicides  alle 
That  in  await  liggen  to  mordre  men. 

O  falfe  morderour !  rucking  in  thy  den, 
O  newe  Scariot,  newe  Genelon! 
O  falfe  diffimulour,  o  Greek  Sinon! 
That  broughteft  Troye  al  utterly  to  forwe, 

0  Chavmtecier e  ^  accurfed  be  the  morwe 
That  thou  into  thy  ycrd  flew  fro  the  bemesj 
Thou  were  ful  wel  ywarned  by  thy  dremes 
That  thilke  day  was  perilous  to  thee : 

But  what  that  God  forewote  moft  nedes  be, 
After  the  opinion  of  certain  clerkes, 
WitneiTe  on  him  that  any  parfit  clerk  is, 
That  in  fcole  is  gret  altercation 
In  this  matere  and  gret  difputifon, 
And  hath  ben  of  an  hundred  thoufand  men  : 
But  I  ne  cannot  boult  it  to  the  bren, 
As  can  the  holy  Doctour  Auguftin, 
Or  Boece,  or  the  bifhop  Bradwardln, 
Whether  that  Goddes  worthy  foreweting 
Streineth  me  nedely.for  to  don  a  thing, 
(Nedely  clepe  I  fimple  necefiitee) 
Or  elles  if  free  chois  be  granted  me 
To  do  that  fame  thing  or  do  it  nought, 
Though  God  forewot  it  or  that  it  was  wrought, 
Or  if  his  weting  ftreineth  never  a  del 
But  by  neceffitee  condicionel. 

1  wol  not  ban  to  don  of  fvviche  matere; 
My  Tale  is  of  a  cok,  as  ye  may  here, 
That  took  his  confeil  of  his  wif  with  forwe 
To  walken  in  the  yerd  upon  the  morwe 
That  he  had  met  the  dreme,  as  I  you  told. 
Womennes  confeilesben  ful  often  cold; 
Womennes  confeil  brought  us  firft  to  wo, 
And  made  Adam  fro  Paradis  to  go, 
Ther  as  he  was  ful  mery  and  wel  at  efe  : 
But  for  I  n'ot  to  whom  I  might  difplefe 

If  I  confeil  of  women  wolde  blame, 

Pafle  over,  for  I  faid  it  in  my  game. 

Rede  audtours  where  they  trete  of  fwiche  matere, 

And  what  they  fayn  of  women  ye  mown  here. 

Thife  ben>the  Cokkes  wordes  and  not  mine  j 

I  can  non  harme  of  no  woman  devine. 

Faire  in  the  fond,  to  bath  hire  merily, 
Lith  Pertelote,  and  all  hire  fufters  by, 
Agein  the  fonne,  and  Chaunteclere  fo  free 
Sang  merrier  than  the  mermaid  in  the  fee, 
For  Phifiologus  fayth  fikerly 
How  that  they  fingen  wel  and  merily. 

And  fo  befell  that  as  he  cafe  his  eye 
Among  the  wortes  on  a  boterflie 
He  was  ware  of  this  fox  that  lay  ful  low  : 
Nothing  ne  lift  him  thaune  for  to  crow, 
But  cried  anon  Cok,  cok,  and  up  he  fterte 
As  man  that  was  affraied  in  his  herte ; 
For  naturally  a  beeft  defireth  flee 
Fro  his  contrarie  if  he  may  it  fee, 
Though  he  never  erft  had  feen  it  with  his  eye. 

This  Chaunteclere,  whan  he  gan  him  efpie, 
He  wold  ban  fled,  but  that  the  fox  anon 
Said,  Gentil  Sire,  afos !  what  wol  ye  don  ? 
Be  ye  affraid  of  me  that  am  your  frend  ? 
Now  certes  I  were  werfe  than  any  fend 


If  I  to  you  wold  harme  or  vilanie. 

I  n'am  not  come  your  confeil  to  efpie, 

But  trewely  the  caufe  of  my  coming 

Was  only  for  to  herken  how  ye  fing. 

For  trewely  ye  han  as  mery  a  fteven 

As  any  angel  hath  that  is  in  heven, 

Therwith  ye  han  of  mufike  more  feling 

Than  had  Boece,  or  any  that  can  fing. 

My  Lord,  your  fader  (God  his  foule  bleffe) 

And  eke  your  mnder  of  hire  gentilleffe 

Han  in  myn  hous  yben,  to  my  gret  efe, 

And  certes,  Sire,  ful  fain  wold  I  you  plefe. 

But  for  men  fpeke  of  fingen,  I  wol  fey, 

So  mote  I  brouken  wel  min  eyen  twey, 

Save  you  ne  herd  I  never  man  fo  fing 

As  did  your  fader  in  the  morwening  : 

Certes  it  was  of  herte  all  that  he  fong  : 

And  for  to  make  his  nois  the  more  ftrong 

He  wold  fo  peine  him,  that  with  both  his  eyen 

He  mufte  winke,  fo  loude  he  walde  crien, 

And  ftonden  on  his  tiptoon  therwithal, 

And  ftretchen  forth  his  necke  long  and  final. 

And  eke  he  was  of  fwiche  difcretion, 

That  ther  n'as  no  man  in  no  region 

That  him  in  fong  or  wifdom  mighte  paffe. 

I  have  wel  red  in  Dan  Burnel  the  affe 

Among  his  vers,  how  that  ther  was  a  cok 

That  for  a  preeftes  fone  yave  him  a  knok 

Upon  his  leg,  while  he  was  yonge  and  nice, 

He  made  him  for  to  lefe  his  benefice  ; 

But  certain  ther  is  no  comparifon 

Betwix  the  wifdom  and  difcretion 

Of  your  fader  and  his  fubtilitee. 

Now  fingeth,  Sire,  for  Seint  Charitec  : 

Let  fee,  can  ye  your  fader  counterfete  ? 

This  Chaunteclere  his  winges  gan  to  bete, 
As  man  that  coud  not  his  trefon  efpie, 
So  was  he  ravifhed  with  his  flaterie. 

Alas  !  ye  lordes,  many  a  falfe  flatour 
Is  in  your  court,  and  many  a  lofengeour, 
That  plefeth  you  wel  more,  by  my  faith, 
Than  he  that  fothfaftneffe  unto  you  faith, 
Redeth  Ecclefiaft  of  flaterie  : 
Beth  ware,  ye  lordes,  of  hire  tre.cherie. 

This  Chaunteclere  ftood  high  upon  his  toos 
Strechhig  his  necke,  and  held  his  eyen  cloos 
And  gan  to  crowen  loude  for  the  nones ; 
And  Dan  Ruffel  the  fox  ftert  up  at  ones, 
And  by  the  gargat  hente  Chaunteclere, 
And  on  his  back  toward  the  wood  him  bere, 
For  yet  ne  was  ther  no  man  that  him  fued. 

O  dcftinee  !  that  maift  not  ben  efchued, 
Alas  that  Chaunteclere  flew  fro  the  bemes  1 
Alas,  his  wif  ne  raughte  not  of  dremes  ! 
And  on  a  Friday  fel  all  this  mefchance. 

O  Venus  !  that  art  goddeffe  of  Plefance, 
Sin  that  thy  fervant  was  this  Chaunteclere, 
And  in  thy  fervice  did  all  his  powere, 
More  for  delit  than  world  to  multiplie, 
Why  wolt  thou  fuffre  him  on  thy  day  to  die  ? 

O  Gaufride,  dere  maifter  foverain  ! 
That  whan  thy  worthy  King  Richard  was  flain 
With  fhot  complaincdeft  his  deth  fo  fore, 
Why  ne  had  I  now  thy  icicnce  and  thy  lore 
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The  Friday  for  to  chiden  as  did  ye  ? 
(For  on  a  Friday  fothly  flain  was  he) 
Then  weld  I  fhew  you  how  that  I  coud  plainc 
For  Chauntecleres  drede  and  for  his  paine. 

Ccrtes  fwichc  cry  ne  lamentation 
N'as  never  of  ladies  made  whan  Ilion 
Was  wonne,  and  Pirrus  with  ftreite  fwerd, 
When  he  had  hen  King  Priam  by  the  berd 
And  fiain  him,  (as  faith  us  Enidos) 
As  maden  all  the  hennes  in  the  cloos 
Whan  they  had  feen  of  Chaunteclere  the  fight ; 
But  foverainly  Dame  Pertelote  fhright 
Ful  louder  than  did  Hafdruballes  wif 
Whan  that  hire  hufbond  hadde  yloft  his  lif, 
And  that  the  Romaines  hadden  brent  Cartage; 
«5he  was  fo  ful  of  turment  and  of  rage 
That  wilfully  into  the  fire  fie  fterte, 
And  brent  hire  felven  with  a  ftedfaft  herte, 

O  woful  hennes  !  right  fo  criden  ye 
As  whan  that  Nero  brente  the  citee 

;;  Of  Rome  cried  the  Senatoures  wives 
For  that  hir  hufbonds  loften  allehir  lives. 
Withouten  gilt  this  Nero  hath  hem  flain. 
Now  wol  I  turne  unto  my  Tale  again. 
The  fely  widewe  and  hire  doughtren  two 
Harden  thefe  hennas  crie  and  maken  wo, 
And  out  at  the  dores  fterten  they  anon, 
And  faw  the  fox  toward  the  wode  is  gon, 

S, And  bare  upon  his  back  the  cok  away  : 
They  crieden  out  Harow  and  wala  wa ! 

|A  ha  the  fox  land  after  him  they  ran, 

/And  eke  with  Haves  many  an  other  man  ; 
Ran  Colle  our  dogge,  and  Talbot  and  Gcrlond, 
And  Malkin,  with  hire  diflaf  in  hire  bond  ; 
Ran  cow  and  calf ;  and  eke  the  veray  hoggts 
So  fered  were  for  barking  of  the  dogges, 
And  Ihouting  of  the  men  and  women  eke, 
They  ronnan  fo  hem  thought  hir  hertes  breke  ; 

k:  They  yelleden  as  fendes  don  in  helle  ; 

•  The  dokes  crieden  as  men  wold  hem  quelle : 
The  gees  for  fere  flewen  over  the  trees, 
Out  of  the  hive  came  the  fwarme  of  bees, 
So  hidous  was  the  noife,  a  benedlclte  ! 
Ccrtes  he  Jakke  Straw  and  his  meinie 

Ne  madcn  never  fhoutes  half  fo  flirille, 
\  Whan  that  they  wolden  any  Fleming  kille, 
JAsthilke  day  was  made  upon  the  fox. 

-  Of  bras  they  broughten  beemcs  and  of  boy, 

Of  horn  and  bone,  in  which  they  blew  and  pouped, 
And  therwithal  they  fhriked  and  they  houped  ; 
felt  fenied  as  that  the  heven  fliulde  faile. 

Now,  goode  men,  I  pray  you  herkeneth  alle  : 
Lo  how  Fortune  turneth  fodenly 
The  hope  and  pride  eke  of  hire  enemy  ! 
\  This  cok  that  lay  upon  the  foxes  bake, 
'  In  all  his  drede  unto  the  fox  he  fpake, 
And  fayde  ;  Sire,  if  that  I  were  as  ye 
Yet  wold  I  fain,  (as  wifly  God  help  me) 


Turneth  agein,  ye  proude  cherles  alle, 
A  very  peftilence  upon  you  falle  : 
Now  I  am  come  unto  the  wodes  fide, 
Maugre  your  bed  the  cok  fhal  here  abide  ; 
I  wol  him  etc  in  faith,  and  that  anon. 

The  fox  anfwered,  in  faith  it  flial  be  don  ; 
And  as  he  fpake  the  word  al  fodenly 
The  cok  brake  from  his  mouth  deliverly, 
And  high  upon  a  tree  he  flew  anon. 

And  whan  the  fox  faw  that  the  cok 
Alas!  quod  he,  o  Chaunteclere,  alas  ! 
J  have  (quod  he)  ydon  to  you  trefpas, 
In  as  moche   as  I  malted  you  aferdi 
Whan  I  you  hente  and  brought  out  of  your  yen! 
But,  Sire,  I  did  it  in  no  wikke  entente  : 
Come  doun,  and  I  fhal  tell  you  what  I  mente  : 
I  fhal  fay  fothe  to  you,  God  helpe  me  fo.  . 

Nay  than  quod  he,  I  fhrewe  us  bothe  two  ; 
And  firft  I  ftrewe  myfelf  bothe  blood  and  bones 
If  thou  begile  me  oftener  than  ones  : 
Thou  fhalt  no  more  thurgh  thy  flaterie 
Do  me  to  fing  and  winken  with  mine  eye, 
For  he  that  winketh  whan  he  Ihulde  fee, 
Al  wilfully,  God  let  him  never  the.    . 

Nay,  quod  the  fox,  but  God  yeve  him  mefchance 
That  is  fo  indifcrete  of  governance 
That  jangleth  whan  that  he  fliuld  hold  his  pees, 

Lo,  which  it  is  for  to  be  reccheles 
And  negligent,  and  trufl  on  flaterie. 
But  ye  that  holden  this  Tale  a  folie, 
As  of  a  fox,  or  of  a  cok  or  hen, 
Taketh  the  moralitee  therof,  good  men; 
For  Seint  Poule  fayth,  that  all  that  writcn  is 
To  our  doctrine  it  is  y writen  ywis. 
Taketh  the  fruit,  and  let  the  chaf  be  ftille. 

Now,  goode  God,  if  that  it  be  thy  wille, 
As  fayth  my  Lord,  fo  make  us  all  good  men. 
And  bring  us  to  thy  high  bliffe.  An:cn 

Sire  Nonnes  Preeft,  our  Hofte  fayd  anon, 
Yblefled  be  thy  breche  and  every  fton ; 
This  was  a  mery  Tale  of  Chaunteclere  : 
But  by  my  trouthe  if  thou  were  feculere 
Thou  woldeft  ben  a  tredcfoule  a  right, 
For  if  thou  have  corage  as  thou  hail  might 
Thee  were  nede  of  hennes,  as  I  wene, 
Ye  mo  than  feven  times  feventene. 
Se  whiche  braunes  hath  this  gentil  Preeft, 
So  gret  a  neck,  andfwiche  a  large  breeft 
He  loketh  as  a  fparhauk  with  his  eyen  : 
*Him  nedeth  not  his  colour  for  to  dien 
With  Brafil  ne  with  grain  of  Portingale, 

But,  Sire,  faire  falle  you  for  your  Tale. 
And  after  that  he  with  ful  mery  chere 
Sayd  to  another  as  ye  fhulen  here. 
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THE  miniftre  and  the  norice  unto  vices, 

Which  that  men  clepe  in  Englifh  IdelnefTe, 

That  porter  at  the  gate  is  of  Delices, 

To  efchuen,  and  by  hire  contrary  hire  oppreffe, 

That  is  to  fain,  by  leful  befineffe. 

Wei  oughte  we  to  don  al  our  entente. 

Left  that  the  fend  thurgh  idelneffe  us  hente. 

For  he  that  with  his  thoufand  cordes  flic 
Continuelly  us  waiteth  to  be  clappe, 
Whan  he  may  man  in  idelnefle  efpie, 
He  can  fo  lightly  cacche  him  in  his  trappe, 
Til  that  a  man  be  hent  right  by  the  lappe 
He  n'is  not  ware  the  fend  hath  him  in  hond  : 
Wei  ought  us  werche  and  idelnefle  withftond". 

And  though  men  dradden  never  for  to  die, 
Yet  fee  men  wel  by  refon  douteles 
That  i'delnefle  is  rote  of  ilogardie, 
Of  which  ther  never  cometh  no  good  encrees, 
And  fee  that  flouth  holdeth  hem  in  a  lees, 
Only  to  flepe  and  for  to  etc  and  drinke, 
And  to  devouren  all  that  other  fwinke. 

And  for  to  put  us  from  fwiche  idelneffe, 
That  caufe  is  of  gret  confufion, 
I  have  here  don  my  feithful  befmefle, 
After  the  legende,  in  tranflation 
Right  of  thy  glorious  lif  and  paflion, 
Thou  with  thy  gerlond  wrought  of  rofe  and  lilie, 
Thee  mene  I,  maid  and  martir,  Seinte  Cecilie, 

And  thou,that  arte  floure  of  virgines  all, 
Of  whom  that  Bernard  lift  fo  wel  to  write, 
To  thee  at  my  beginning  firft  I  call, 
Thou  comfort  of  us  wretches,  do  me  endite 
Thy  maidens  deth,  that  wan  thurgh  hire  merite 
The  eternal  lif,  and  over  the  fend  victorie^ 
As  man  may  after  reden  in  hire  ftorie. 

Thou  maide  and  mother,  doughter  of  thy  fon, 
Thou  wel  of  mercy,  iinful  foules  cure, 
In  whom  that  God  of  bountee  chees  to  wonjv 
Thou  humble  an'd  high  over  every  creature, 
Thou  nobledeft  fo  fer  forth  our  nature, 
That  no  difdaine  the  maker  had  of  kinde 
His  fon  in  blood  and  flefh  to  clothe  and  winde. 

Within  the  cloyftre  blisful  of  thy  fides 
Toke  niannes  fhape  the  eternal  Love  and  Pees, 


;  '#  The  life  and  death  of  Saint  Cecily.  Sp. 


That  of  the  trine  compas  Lord  and  guide  is. 
Whom  erthe,  and  fee,  and  heven,oat  ofrellec* 
Ay  herien  ;  and  thou  virgine  wemrneles 
Bare  of  thy  body  (and  dwelteft  maiden  pure) 
The  Creatour  of  every  creature. 

Affembled  in  thee  magnificence 
With  mercy  goodnefle,  and  with  fwiche  pitee, 
That  thou  that  art  the  fonne  of  excellence, 
Not  only  helpeft  hem  that  praien  thee, 
But  oftentime  of  thy  benignitea 
Ful  fv,  ely,  or  that  men  thin  helpe  befeche, 
Thou  goeft  beforne  a.id  art  hir  lives  leche. 

Now  helpe,  thou  meke  and  blisful  foire  maide, 
Me  flamed  wretch,  in  this  defert  ofgalle; 
Thinke  on  the  woman  Cananee,  that  faide 
That  whelpes  eten  fom  of  the  cfomes  alle 
That  from  hir  lordes  table  been  yfalle  ; 
And  though  that  I,  unworthy  fone  of  Eve, 
Be  finful,  yet  acceptcch  my  beleve. 

And  for  that  feith  is  ded  withouten  werkes,' 
So  for  to  werken  yeve  me  wit  and  fpace 
That  I  be  quit  from  thennes  that  moft  dcrke  is  r 
O  thou  !  that  art  fo  faire  and  fill  of  grace, 
Be  thou  min  advocat  in  that  high  place, 
Ther  as  withouten  ende  is  fonge  Ofanne, 
Thou  Criftes  mother,  doughter  dere  of  Anne.- 

And  of  thy  light  my  foule  in  prifon  light, 
That  troubled  is  by  the  contagion 
Of  my  body,  and  alfo  by  the  wight 
Of  erthly  luft  and  falfe  affection  : 
O  haven  of  refute  !  o  falvation  ^ 

Of  hem  that  ben  in  forwe  and  in  diftrefTe  f 
Now  help,  for  to  my  werk  1  wol  me  dreffe. 

Yet  pray  I  you  that  reden  that  I  write 
Foryeve  me  that  I  do  no  diligence 
This  ilke  ftorie  fubtilly  to  endite  ; 
For  both  have  I  the  wordes  and  fentence 
Of  him  that  at  the  feintes  reverence 
The  ftorie  wrote,  and  folowed  hire  legende, 
And  pray  you  that  ye  wol  my  werk  amende,, 

Firft  wol  I  you  :he  name  of  Seinte  Cecilie 
Expoune,  as  men  may  in  hire  ftorie  fee  ; 
It  is  to  fayn  in  Englifli,  Hevens  lilie, 
For  pure  chaftnefle  of  virginitee, 
Or  for  fhe  whitneiie  had  of  honeftee, 
And  grene  of  conference,  and  of  good  fame 
The  fvvote  favour,  Lilie  was  hire  name* 
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Or  Cecik  is  to  fayn,  The  way  to  blinde, 
For  {he  enfample  was  by  good  teching, 
Or  elles  Cecilie,  as  I  writen  finde, 
Is  joined  by  a  maner  conjoining 
Of  heven  and  Lia,  and  here  in  figuring 
The  heven  is  fet  for  thought  of  hol'ineSe, 
And  Lia  for  hire  lafting  befmeffe. 

Cecilie  may  eke  be  fayd  in  this  manere, 
Wanting  of  blindneffe,  for  hire  grete  light 
Of  fapience,  and  for  hire  thewes  clere  ; 
Or  elles  lo  this  maidens  name  bright 
Of  heven  and  Leos  cometh,  for  which  by  right 
Men  might  hire  wel  the  heven  of  peple  calle, 
Infample  of  good  and  wife  werkes  alle. 

For  Leos  peple  in  Englifh  is  to  fay  : 
And  right  as  men  may  in  the  heven  fee 
The  fonne  and  mo^e,  and  fterres,  every  way, 
Right  fo  men  goftly,  in  this  maiden  free 
Sawen  of  faith  the  magnanimitee, 
And  eke  the  clereneffe  hole  of  fapience, 
And  fondry  werkes  bright  of  excellence. 

And  right  fo  as  thife  pholofophres  write, 
That  heven  is  fwift  and  round,  and  eke  brenning, 
Right  fo  was  faire  Cecilie  the  white 
Ful  fwift  and  befy  in  every  good  werking, 
And  round  an    hole  in  good  perfevering, 
Arid  brenning  ever  in  charitiee  ful  bright. 
Now  have  I  you  delcared  what  fhe  hight.         ' 

This  maiden  bright  Cecile,  as  hire  life  faith, 
Was  come  of  Romaines  and  noble  kind, 
And  from  hire  cradle  foftred  in  the  faith 
Of  Grift,  and  bare  his  gofpel  in  hire  mind  : 
She  never  cefed,  as  I  writen  find, 
Of  hire  prayere,  and  God  to  love  and  drede, 
Befeching  him  to  kepe  hire  maidenhede. 

And  whan  this  maiden  fhuld  until  a  man 
Ywedded  be  that  was  ful  yonge  of  age, 
Which  that  ycleped  was  Valerian, 
And  day  was  comen  of  hire  marriage, 
She  ful  devout  and  humble  in  hire  corage, 
Under  hire  robe  of  gold,  that  fat  ful  faire 
Had  next  hire  flefli  yclad  hire  in  an  haire. 

And  while  that  the  organs  maden  melodic 
To. God  alone  thus  in  hire  hert  fong  fhe ; 
O  Lord  !  my  foule  and  eke  my  bodie  gie 
Unwemmed,  left  that  I  confounded  be. 
And  for  his  love  that  died  upon  the  tree 
Every  fecond  or  thridde  day  {he  faft, 
Ay  bidding  in  hire  orifons  ful  faft. 

The  night  came,  and  to  bed  muft  fhe  goa 
With  hire  hufbond,  as  it  is  *he  manere, 
And  prively  fhe  faid  to  him  anon  ; 

0  fwete  and  wel  beloved  fpoufe  dere  ! 
Ther  is  a  confeii,  and  ye  wol  it  here, 
Which  that  right  fayn  I  wold  unto  you  faie, 
So  that  ye  fwere  ye  wol  it  not  bewraie. 

Valerian  gan  faft  unto  hire  fwere 
That  for  no  cas  ne  thing  that  mighte  be 
He  fhulde  never  to  non  bewraien  here  ; 
And  than  at  erft  thus  to  him  faide  fhe  j 

1  have  an  angel  which  that  loveth  me, 
That  with  gret  love  wher  fo  I  wake  or  flepe 
1»  redy  ay  my  body  for  to  kepe  : 

And  if  that  he  may  felen  out  of  drede 
That  ye  me-  touch  or  love  invilanjea 


I  He  right  anon  wol  fleen  you  with  the  dede, 
And  in  your  youthe  thus  ye  fhulden  die  j 
And  if  that  ye  in  clene  love  me  gie, 
He  wol  you  love  as  me  for  your  clenerreffe, 
And  {hew  to  you  his  joye  and  his  brightnefle. 

This  Valerian,  corrected  as  God  wold, 
Anfwered  again  ;   If  I  fhal  truften  thcc 
Let  me  that  angel  feen  and  him  behold, 
And  if  that  it  a  veray  angel  be, 
Than  wol  I  don  as  thou  haft  prayed  me  ; 
And  if  thou  love  another  man,  forfothe 
Right  with  this  fwerd  then  wol  I  flee  you  bothc, 

Cecile  anfwerd  anon  right  in  this  wife  : 
If  that  you  lift  the  angel  Ihui  you  fee, 
So  that  ye  trowe  on  Crift,  and  you  baptife  : 
Go  forth  to  Via  Apia,  (quod  fhe) 
That  fro  this  toun  ne  ftant  but  miles  three, 
And  to  the  poure  folkes  that  ther  dwellen 
Say  hem  right  thus  as  that  I  fhal  you  tellen. 

Tell  hem  that  I  Cecile  you  to  hem  fent 
To  fhewen  you  the  good  Urban  the  old, 
For  fecree  nedes  and  lor  good  entent ; 
And  whan  that  ye  Seint  Urban  han  behold, 
Tell  him  the  wordes  whiche  I  to  you  told  : 
And  whan  that  he  hath  purged  you  fro  finnc 
Than  fhal  ye  feen  that  angel  ere  ye  twinne. 

Valerian  is  to  the  place  gon, 
And  right  as  he  was  taught  by  hire  lerninj 
He  fond  this  holy  old  Urban  anon 
Among  the  feintes  buriels  touting  j 
And  he  anon  withouten  tarying 
Did  his  meffage,  and  whan  that  he  it  tolde 
Urban  for  joye  his  hondes  gan  upholde. 

The  teres  from  his  eyen  let  he  falle ; 
Almighty  Lord,  o  Jefu  Crift  !  quod  he, 
Sower  of  chaft  corrfeil,  hierde  of  us  alle, 
The  fruit  of  thilk  feede  of  chaftitee 
That  thou  haft  fow  in  Cecile  take  to  thee1 ;. 
Lo,  like  a  befy  bee  withouten  gile 
Thee  ferveth  ay  thin  owen  thral  Cecile. 

For  thilk  fpoufe  that  fhe  toke  but  newe, 
Ful  like  a  fiers  leon,  fhe  fendeth  here 
As  meke  as  ever  was  any  lamb  or  ewe. 
And  with  that  word  anon  ther  gan  apere 
An  old  man  clad  in  white  clothes  clere, 
That  had  a  book  with  letters  of  gold  in  hond, 
And  gan  beforne  Valerian  to  ftond. 

Valerian  as  ded  fell  doun  for  drede 
Whan  he  him  faw,  and  he  up  hent  him  tht>,. 
And  on  his  book  right  thus  he  gan  to  rede : 
On  Lord,  on  faith, on  God  withouten tno, 
On  Criftendom,  and  fader  of  all  alfo 
Aboven  all,  and  over  all  every  wher. 
Thife  wordes  all  with  gold  y  writen  were. 

Whan  this  was  red,  than  faid  this  olde  manv 
Leveft  thou  this  thing  or  no  ?  fay  ye  or  nay. 
I  leve  all  this  thing,  quod  Valerian, 
For  fother  thing  than  this  I  dare  wel  fay 
Under  the  heven  no  wight  thinken  may. 
Tho  vanifhed  the  olde  man  he  n'ifte  wher, 
And  Pope  Urban  him  criftened  right  ther. 

Valerian  gc-th  home,  and  fint  Cecilie 
Within  his  chambre  with  an  angel  ftonde  ; 
This  angel  had  of  rofes  and  of  lilie 
Corones  two,  the  which  he  bare  in  honde, 
And  firft  to  Cecile^as  I  underftonde, 
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He  yaf  that  on,  and  after  gan  h,e  take 
That  other  to  Valerian  hire  make, 

With  body  clene  and  with  unwemmed  thought 
Kepeth  ay  wel  thife  corones  two,  quod  he, 
From  Paradis  to  you  I  have  hern  brought, 
Ne  never  mo  ne  fhul  they  roten  be, 
Ne  lefe  hir  fwete  favour,  trufteth  me, 
Ne  never  wight  flial  feen  hem  with  his  eye, 
But  he  be  chafte  and  hate  vilanie,. 

And  thou,  Valerian,  for  thou  fo  fonc 
Affentedeft  to  good  confeil,  alfo 
Say  .what  thee  lift  and  thou  fhalt  han  thy  bone. 
I  have  a  brother,  quod  Valerian  tho, 
That  in  this  world  I  love  no  man  fo, 
I  pray  you  that  my  brother  may  have  grace 
To  know  the  trouth,  as  I  do  in  this  place. 

The  angel  fayd,  God  liketh  thy  requeft, 
And  bothe  with  the  palme  of  martirdome 
Ye  fhullen  come  unto  this  blifsfulreft ; 
And  with  that  word  Tiburce  his  brother  come. 
And  whan  that  he  the  favour  undernome, 
Which  that,  the  rofes  and  the  Klies  caft, 
.  Within  his  herte  he  gan  to  wonder  faft, 

And  faid;  I  wonder  this  time  of  the  yere 
Whenes  that  fwete  favour  cometh  fo 
Of  'rofes  and  lilies  that  I  fmelle  here, 
For  though  I  had  hem  nlin  Ironcles  two 
The  favour  might  in  me  no  deper  .go  : 
The  fwete  fmel  that  in  min  herte  I  find 
Hath  changed  me  all  in  another  kind. 

Valerian  faid,  Two  corones  han  we 
Snow-white  and  rofe-red^that^fhinen  clere, 
Which  .that  thin'eyen  han  no  might  to  fee, 
And  as  thou  fmelleft  hem  thurgh  my  praiere, 
So  fhalt  thou_feen^ hem,  leve  brother  dere, 
If  it  fo  be  thou-wolt  withouten  flouthe 
Beleve  aright,  and  know  the  yeray  troathe. 

Tiburce  anfwered;  Saieft  thou  this  to  me 
In  fothneffe,  or  in  dreme  herken  I  this  ? 
In  dremes,  quod  Valerian,  han  we  be 
Unto  this  time,  brother  min,  ywis  ; 
But  now  at  erft  in  trouthe  our  dwelling  is. 
How  woft  thou  this,  quod  Tiburce,  in  what  wife  ? 
Quod  Valerian,  That  fhal  I  thee  d'evit\:. 

The  angel  of  God  hath  me  the  trouth  ytaught, 
Which  thou  malt  feen,  if  that  thou,  wilt  xCiiey 
The  idbles,  and  be  clene,  and  elles  naught.  . 
And  of  the  miracle' of  thife  corones.  tiw-ey.^ 
Seint  Ambrofe  in  hia  preface  lift  to  fey  ; 
Solempnely  this  noble  do&our  dere 
Commendetij^t,  ajad  faith  in  this  man  ere  : 

The  palme  of  martirdome  for  to  receive 
Seint  Cecilie,. fulfilled  of  Goddes  yeft, 
The  world,and  eke  hire  chambre  gan  me  weive,, 
Witneffe  Tiburces  and  Ceciles  fhrift, 
To  wKich  God  of  his  bountee  wolde  ihift 
Corones  tw*o,  of  floures  wel  fmelling, 
And  made  his  angel  hem  the  corones  bring. 

T^ev  maid  ha^i  brought  thife  men -to    bliffs 

above  ;. 

The  world  hath  \vift  wliat  it  is  worth  certain,  I 
Devotion  of  chaftitee  to  love.  ^ 

Though  fheyv-ed  him  Cecile  all  open  and  plain 
Thai:  all  idoles  n'is  but  a  thing  in  vain, 


For  they  ben  dombe,  and  th'ertq  they  ben  devCj  ' 
And  ch:irg'ed.  him  his- idoles 'for  to  leve. 

Who  fo  that,  troweth  not  this, 'a  be&  he  is, 
Quod  this  Tibiirce,  if  that  I  fhal  JTet  lie. 
And  fne  gankiffe  his  breft  whan  fhe  herd  this, 
And  was  ful  glad  he  coude  trouthe  efpie  : 
This  day  I  take  thee  for  min  allie, 
Saide  this  blifsful  faire  maiden  dere ; 
And  after  that  {he  faid  as  ye  may  here  : 

Lo,  right  fo  as  the  love  of  Crift  (quod  flic) 
Made  me  thy  brothers  wif,  right  in  that  wife 
Anon  for  min  allie  here  take  I  thee, 
Sithen  ,that  thou  wolt  thin  idoles  defpife. 
Goth  with  thy  brother  now  and  thee  buptife, 
And  make  thee  clene,  fo  that  thou  maift  behold 
The  angels  face  of  which  thy  brother  told. 

Tiburce  anfwered,  and  faide,  Brother  dere, 
Firft  tell  me  whither  I  fhal,  and  to  what  man. 
To  whom,  quod  he,  Come  for  with  goode  chere^ 
I  wol  thee  lede  unto  the  Pope  Urban. 
To  Urban  ?  brother  min,  Valerian, 
Quod  tho  Tiburce,  wilt  thou  me  thider  lede'  ? 
Me  thinketh  that  it  were  a  wonder  dede. 

Ne  meneft  thou  not  Urban  (quod  he  tho) 
That  is  fo  often  damned  to  be  dcd, 
And  woneth  in  halkes  ahvay  to  and  fro, 
And  'dare  not  ones  putten  forth  his  bed  ? 
Men  fliold  him  brennen  in  a  fire  fo  red 
If  he  were  found,  or  that  men  might  him  fpie. 
And  we  alfo,  to  bere  him  compagnie. 

And  while  we  feken  thilke  divmitee 
That  is  yhid  in  heven  prively, 
Algate  ybrent  in  this  world- {huld  we  foe, 
To  whom  Cecile  anfwered  boldel^  ; ' 
Mea  mighten  dreden  wel  and  fkilfully 
This  lif  to  lefe,  min  owen^dere  brother  ! 
If  this  were  living  onlf  and  non  other.   • 

But  ther  is  better  lif  in  other  place 
That  never  fl^al  be  loft,  ne  drede  thee  nought^ 
Which  Goddes  fone  us  tolde  thurgh  his  gractv 
That  fadres  fone.  which  alle  thinges  wrought ; 
And  all  that  wrought  is  with  a  fkilful  thought,, 
The  goft  that  from  the  fader  gan  procede 
Hath  fouled  hem  withouten  any  drede. 

By  word  and  by  miracle'he  Goddes  fone^ 
Whan  he  was  in  this  world,  declared  here 
That  ther  is  other  UfVther  men  may  wone. 
To  whom  anfwerd  Tiburce  ;  O  f lifter  dere  \ 
Ne  faideiLihou  righ't  now  in  this  manere, 
Ther  n'isj-b.  ut  o  God  Lord  in  fothfaftnefle, 
And  now  of  three  ho'w  mayft  tjiou  bere  witneffc 

That  ihal  I'tcll,  quod  fhe,(  or  that  I  go. 
Right_a'S  a  mah  hath . fapien.ce.s  three,     ' 
Memorie,  •  engine,  and  intellect  alfo, 
S-o  in  o  being  of  diyinitee 
Three  perfon.es  mowen.ther  righte  wel  be. 
Tho  gan  fhc  him  ful  befily  to  preche 
Of  Crifles  fohde,  and  of  his  peines  teche, 

And  many  pointes  of  his  pafiion,   •'• 
How  Goddes  fone  in  this  world  was  withhold 
To  don  mankinde  plcine  r§miffion, 
That  was  ybound  in  finne  andrkares  cold, 
A3i  this  thing  flie  unto  Tiburce  told, 
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And  after  this  Tiburce  in  good  entent 
With  Valerian  to  Pope  Urban  he  went, 
''     That  thanked  God,  and  with  glad  herte  and 

light 

He  cr'uened  him,  and  made  him  in  that  place 
Parfitc  in  his  lerning,  and  Goddes  knight  : 
And  after  this  Tiburce  gat  fwiche  grace 
That  every  day  he  faw  in  time  and  fpace 
The  angel  of  God  and  every  maner  bone 
fcThat  he  God  axed  it  was  fped  ful  fone. 
\    It  were  ful  hard  by  ordre  for  to  fain 
How  many  wonders  Jefus  for  hem  wrought  : 
But  at  the  laft,  to  tellen  fhort  and  plain, 
?The  fergeaunts  of  the  toun  of  Rome  hem  fought, 
•And  liem  before  Almache  the  Prefedl  brought, 
•Vhicli  hem  appofed,  and  knew  all  hir  entent, 
aA.nct  to  the  image  of  Jupiter  hem  fent. 

And  fcxid,  Who  fo  wol  nought  do  facrifice 
Swap  of  hished ;  this  is  my  fenterice  here. 
Anon  thife  martyrs  that  I  you  devife 
On  Maximus,  that  was  an  officere 
|Of  the  Prefecles,  and  his  Corniculere        *» 
mem  hent,  and  whan  he  forth  the  feintes  lad 
iHimfelf  he  wept  for  pitee  that  he  had. 
f     Whan  Maximus  had  herd  the  feintes  lore 
He  gate  him  of  the  turmentoures  leve, 
And  lad  hem  to  his  hous  withouten  more; 
And  with  hir  preching  or  that  it  were  eve 
They  gonnen  fro  the  turtvientours  to  reve, 
And  fro  Maxime,  and  fro  his  folk  eche  on, 
i  T  he  falfe  faith,  to  trowe  in  God  alone. 

Cecilie  came,  whan  it  was  waxen  night, 
With  psreeftes  that  hem  criftencd  all  yfere ; 
And  afterward  whan  day  was  waxen  light 
Cecilie  hern  laid  with  a  fulftedfaft  chere, 
Now,  Grilles  owen  knightes  leve  and  dere, 
Cafte  all  away  the  werkes  of  derkeneffe, 
And  armeth  you  in  armesof  brightneflie. 

Ye  han  forfoth  ydon  a  gret  bataille ; 
Y;mr  coues  is  don  ;  your  faith  hath  you  conferved; 
Goth  to  the  croune  of  lif  that  may  not  faille  ;  '  • 
-The  rightful  juge,  which  that  ye  han  ferved, 
Shal  yeve  it  you,  as  ye  han  it  deferved. 
And  whan  this  thing  was  faid  as  I  devife 
Men  ledde  hem  forth  to  don  the  facrifice. 

But  whan  they  weren  to  the  place  ybrought, 
To  tellen  fhortly  the  conclufioun, 
They  n'olde  encenfe  ne  facrifice  right  nought, 
But  on  hir  knees  they  fetten  hem  adoun, 
With  humble  herte  and  fad  devotioun, 
And  loften  both  hir  hedes  in  the  place  : 
Hir  foules  wenten  to  the  King  of  grace. 

This  Maximus,  that  faw  this  thing  betide, 
With  pilous  teres  told  it  anon  right 
That  he  hir  foules  faw  to  heven  glide 
With  angels,  ful  of  clerenefle  and  of  light, 
And  with^his  word  converted  many  a  wight, 
For  which  Almachius  did  him  to-bete 
With  whip  of  led  til  he  his  lif  gan  lete. 
Cecile  him  toke  and  buried  him  anen 
By  Tiburce  and  Valerian  foftely, 
"Within  hir  burying  place,  under  the  fton  ; 
And  after  this  Almaehius  haftily 
Bad  his  miniftres  fetchen  openly 
Voi.  I, 


Cecile,  fo  that  (lie  might  in  his  prefence 
Don  facrifice,  arid  Jupiter  encenfe. 

But  they,  converted  at  hire  wife  lore, 
Wepten  ful  fore,  and  yaven  ful  credence 
Unto  hire  word,  and  crieden  more  and  more 

rift,  Goddes  fone,  withouten  difference, 
Is  veray  God,  this  is  all  our  fentence, 
That  hath  fo  good  a  fervant  him  to  ferve  : 
Thus  with  o  vois  we  trowen  though  we  fterve* 

Almachius,  that  herd  of  this  doing, 
Bad  fetchen  Cecile,  that  he  might  hire  fee  : 
And  alderfirft,  lo,  this  was  his  axing  ; 
What  maner  woman  art  thou  ?  quod  he. 
1  am  a  gentihvoman  borne,  quod  (he'. 
I  axe  thee,  quod  he,  though  it  thee  greve, 
Of  thy  religion  and  of  thy  beleve. 

Why  than  began  your  queftion  folily, 
Quod  fhe,  that  woldeft  two  anfwers  conclude 
In  o  demand  ?  Ye  axen  lewedly, 
Almache  anfwered  to.  that  fimilitude, 
Of  -whennes  cometh  thin  anfwerhig  fo  rude  ? 
Of  whennes?  (quod  fhe,  whan  that  flie  was  friened) 
Of  confciehce,  and  of  good  faith  unfeined. 

Almachius  fuid;   Ne.takeft  thou  non  hede* 
Of  my  power  ?  And  fhe  him  anfwerd  this  ; 
Your  might  (quod  fhe)  ful  litel  is  to  drede. 
For  every  mortal  mannes  power  n'is 
But  like  a  bladder  ful  of  wind  ywis, 
For  with  a  nedles  point  whan  it  is  blow1 
May  all  the  boft  of  it  be  laid  ful  low. 

Ful  wrongfully  begonneft  thou,  (quod  he) 
And  yet  in  wrong  is  all  thy  perfeverance  : 
Woft  thou  not  how  our  mighty  princes  free 
Have  thus  commanded  and  made  ordinance 
That  every  Criften  wight  fhal  han  penance 
But  if  that  he  hisCrillendome  withfeye, 
And  gon  al  quite  if  he  wol  it  reneye  ? 

Your  princes  erren,  as  your  nobley  doth, 
Quod  tho  Ceeile,  and  with  a  wood  fentence 
Ye  make  us  gilty,  and  it  is  not  foth  ; 
For  ye,  that  knowen  wel  our  innocence, 
For  as  moche  as  we  don  ay  reverence 
To  Crift,  and  for  we  bere  a  Criften  name^ 
Ye  put  on  us  a  crime  and  $ke  a  blame. 

But  we,  that  knowejf  thilke  name  fo 
For  vertuous,  we  may  it  not  withfeye. 
Almache  apfwe^ed.?  Chefe  on  cf  thife  two, 
Do  facrifice,  or  Criftendom  reneye, 
That  thou  mow  now  efcapen  by  that  wey.      •* 
At  which  this  holy  bliiful  fayre  maid 
Gan  for  to  laughe,  and  to  the  juge  faid; 

O  juge  !  confufe  in  thy  nicetee, 
Woldeft  thou  that  I  reneye  innocence  ? 
To  maken  me  a  wicked  wight  (quod  fhe) 
Lo,  he  difiimuleth  here  in  audience, 
He  ftareth  and  wodeth  in  his  advertence. 
To  whom  Almachius  faid,  Unfely  wretch ! 
Ne  woft  thou  not  how  far  my  might  may  ftretch  } 

Han  not  our  mighty  princes  to  me  yeven 
Ya  bothe  power  and  eke  auctoritee 
To  maken  folk  to  dein  or  to  liven  ? 
Why  fpekeft  thou  fo  proudly  than  to  me  ? 
I  ne  fpeke  nought  but  ftedfaftly,  quod  Ihc^ 
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Not  proudely,  for  I  fay,  as  for  my  fide 
We  haten  dedly  thilkc  vice  of  pride. 

And  if  thou  drede  not  a  foth  for  to  here 
Than  \vol  I  fliewe  al  openly  by  right 
That  thou  haft  made  a  ful  gret  lefmg  here. 
Thou  faift  thy  princes  ban  thee  yeven  might 
Both  for  to  flee  and  for  to  quicken  a  wight. 
Thou  that  ne  maift  but  only  lit  bereve 
Thou  haft  non  other  power  ne  no  leve. 

But  thou  maift  fayn  thy  princes  ban  thee  maked 
Miniftre  of  Deth,  for  if  thou  fpeke  of  mo 
Thou  lieft,  for  thy  power  is  ful  naked. 
Do  way  thy  boldneffe,  faid  Almachius  tho, 
And  facrifice  to  our  goddes  er  thou  go, 
J  recke  not  what  wrong  that  thou  me  proffre, 
For  I  can  fuffre  it  as  a  philofophre. 

But  thilke  wronges  may  I  not  endure 
That  thou  fpekeft  of  our  goddes  here,  quod  he. 
Cecile  anfwerd  ;  O  nice  creature  ! 
Thou  faideft  no  word  fin  thou  fpake  to  me 
That  I  ne  knew  therwith  thy  nicetee, 
And  that  thou  were  in  every  maner  wife 
A  lewed  officer,  a  vain  juftice. 

Ther  lacketh  nothing  to  thin  utter  eyen 
That  thou  n'urt  blind  ;  for  thing  that  we  feen  alle, 
That  is  a  fton,  that  men  may  wel  efpien, 
That  ilke  fton  a  god  thou  wolt  it  calle  : 
I  rede  thee  let  thin  bond  upon  it  falle, 
And  taft  it  wel,  and  fton  thou  Ihalt  it  find, 
Sin  that  thou  feeft  not  with  thin  eyen  blind. 

It  is  a  fhame  that  the  peple  fhal 
So  fcornen  thee,  and  laugh  at  thy  folie, 
For  comunly  men  wot  it  wel  over  al 
That  mighty  God  is  in  his  hevens  hie ; 
And  thile  images,  wel  maift  thou  efpie, 
To  thee(ne  to  nemfelf  may  not  profile, 
For  in  effe.it  they  be  not  worth  a  mite. 

Thife  and  Iwiche  other  wordes  faid  fhe, 
And  he  wex  wroth,  and  bade  men  fhulde  hire  lede 
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Home  til  hire  hous,  and  in  hire  hous  (quod  he) 
Brenne  hire  right  in  a  bath  with  flames  rede. 
And  as  he  bade  right  fo  was  don  the  dede, 
For  in  a  bathe  they  gonne  hire  fafte  fhetten, 
And  night  and  day  gret  fire  they  under  betten. 

The  longe  night,  and  eke  a  day  alfo, 
For  all  the  fire,  and  ek.e  the  bathes  hete, 
She  fate  al  cold,  and  felt  of  it  no  wo  ; 
It  made  hire  not  a  drop?  for  to  fwete  ; 
But  in  that  bath  hire  lif  fhe  mufte  lete, 
For  he  Almache  with  a  ful  wicke  entent 
To  fleen  hire  in  the  bath  his  fonde  fent. 

Three  ftrokes  in  the  nekke  he  fmote  hire  tho 
The  turmentour,  but  for  no  maner  chance 
He  mighte  not  fmite  all  hire  nekke  atwo  : 
And  for  ther  was  that  time  an  ordinance 
That  no  man  fhulde  don  man  fwiche  penance 
The  fourthe  ftroke  to  fmiten  foft  or  fore,          » 
This  turmentour  ne  dorfte  do  no  more  ; 

But  half  ded,  with  hire  nekke  ycorven  ther 
He  left  hire  lie,  and  on  his  way  is  went  : 
The  Criften  folk  which  that  about  hire  were 
With  fhete§  ban  the  blood  ful  faire  yhent : 
Three  dayes  lived  fhe  in  this  turment, 
And  never  cefed  hem  the  faith  to  teche, 
That  fhe  had  foftred  hem  fne  gan  to  preche. 

And  hem  flie  yaf  hire  mebles  and  hire  thine, 
And  to  the  Pope  Urban  betpke  hem  tho? 
And  faid,  I  axed  this  of  heven  King 
To  have  refpit  three  dayes  and  no  mo, 
To  recommend  to  you  or  that  I  go 
Thife  foules,  lo,  and  that  I  might  do  werche 
Here  of  min  houfe  perpetuellich  a  cherce, 

Seint  Urban  with  his  dekenes  prively 
The  body  fette,  and  buried  it  by  night 
Among  his  other  feintes  honeftly. 
Hire  hous  The  Cherche  of  Seint  Cecile  hight  $ 
Seint  Urban  halowed  it  as  he  wel  might, 
In  which  unto  this  day  in  noble  wife 
Men  don  to  Criil  and  to  hisfeintc  fervifc. 


THE    CHANQNES    YEMANNES    PROLOGUE. 


THE  CHANONES  YEMANNES  PROLOGUE. 


WHAN  that  tolde  was  the  lif  of  Scinte  Cecile, 

Er  we  had  ridden  fully  five  mile, 

At  Boughton-under-Blee  us  gan  atake 

A  man  that  clothed  was  in  clothes  blake, 

And  undcrnethe  he  wered  a  white  furplis. 
•  His  hakeney,  which  that  was  al  pomclee  gris^ 
vSo  fwatte  that  it  wonder  was  to  fee; 
Ht  femed  as  he  had  priked  miles  three. 

The  horfe  eke  that  his  Yeman  rode  upon 

So  fwatte  that  unnethes  might  he  gon  : 

About  the  peytrel  flood  the  fome  fulhie  ; 

He  was  of  fome  as  flecked  as  a  pie. 

A  male  tweifold  on  his  croper  lay, 

Jt  fcmcd  that  he  caried  litel1  array ; 
i'Al  light  for  fommer  rode  this  worthy  man. 

And  in  my  herte  wondren  I  began 
fWhat  that  he  was,  til  that  I  underftode 

How  that  his  cloke  was  fowed  to  his  hode, 
I  For  which  whan  I  had  long  avifed  me 

I  denied  him  fome  cl  union  for  to  be. 

His  h at  heng  at  his  back  doun  by  a  las, 

For  h- had  ridden  more  than  trot  or  pas  ; 

He  aad  ay  priked  like  as  he  wer,e  wode. 

A  clote  Icfe  he  had  laid  under  his  hode 
;  For  fwete,  and  for  to  kepc  his  hed  fro  hete  : 
I  But  it  was  joye  for  to  fcen  him  fwete; 

His  forched  dropped  as  a  ftillatorie 
I  Were  ful  of  plantaine  or  of  puritorie. 

And  whan  that  he  was  come  he  gan  to  crie, 
•God  fave  (quod  he)  this  joly  compagnie ! 
;Faft  have  I  priked  (quod  he)  for  your  fake, 
jjBccaufe  that  I  wolde  you  atake, 

To  riden  in  this  mery  compagnie. 
His  Yeman  was  eke  ful  of  curtefie, 

And  faide,  Sires,  now  in  the  mo  rive  tide 
K)ut  of  your  hoftelrie  I  faw  you  ride, 

And  warnt'd  here  my  lord  and  foverain, 

Which  that  to  riden  with  you  is  ful  faia 

For  his  difport ;  he  loveth  daliance. 

Frend,  for  thy  warning  God  yeve  the  good  chance. 

Than  faid  our  Hotte  :  certain  it  wolde  feme 

Thy  lord  were  wife,  and  fo  I  may  wel  denic  ; 

He  is  ful  jocondc  alfo  dare  I  leye  : 

Can  he  ought  tell  a  mery  tale  or  tweie, 

With  which  he  gladen  may  this  compagnie  ? 
?Who,  Sire  ?  my  lord  ?  Ye,  Sire,  withouten  lie, 

He  can  of  mirth  and  eke  of  jolitee 
i  Jtfot  but  ynough;  alfo,  Sire,  trufteth  me 


And  ye  him  knew  al  fo  wel  as  do  T 

Ye  wolden  wondre  how  wel  and  craftily 

Ke  coude  werke,  and  that  in  fondry  wife  : 

He  hath  take  on  him  many  a  gret  emprife, 

Which  were  ful  harde  for  any  that  is  here 

To  bring  about  but  they  of  him  it  lere. 

As  homely  as  he  rideth  amonges  you 

If  ye  him  knew  it  wold  be  for  your  prow  : 

Ye  wolden  not  forgon  his  acquaintance 

For  mochel  good,  I  dare  Iny  in  balance 

All  that  I  have  in  my  poffeffion, 

He  is  a  man  of  high  difcreflion ; 

I  warne  you  wel  he  is  :i  paffing  man. 

Wel,  quod  our  Hoftc,  £  pray  thee  tell  me  than 
Is  he  a  clerk  or  non  ?  Tell  what  he  is. 

Nay,  he  is  greter  than  a  clerk  ywis, 
Saide  this  Yeman,  and  in  wordcs  fewe, 
Hofte,  of  his  craft  fornwhat  I  wol  you  fhewe. 

I  fay  my  lord  can  fvviche  a  fubtihee, 
(But  all  his  craft  yc  moun  not  wete  of  me, 
And  fomwhat  help  I  yet  to  his  werking) 
That  all  the  ground  on  which  we  ben  riding, 
Til  that  we  come  to  Canterbury  toun, 
He  coud  al  clene  turnen  up  fo  doun, 
And  pave  it  all  of  filver  and  of  gold. 

And  whan  this  Yeman  had  this  tale  ytoldc 
Unto  our  Hofte,  he  faid  Benedisite! 
This  thing  is  wonder  mervaillous  to  me, 
Sin  that  thy  lord  is  of  fo  high  prudence, 
Becaufe  of  which  men  fhulde  him  reverence. 
That  of  his  worfhip  rekketh  he  fo  lite ; 
His  overeft  floppe  it  is  not  worth  a  mite, 
As  in  effect,  to  him,  fo  mote  I  go  j 
It  is  all  baudy  and  to-tore  alfo. 
Why  is  thy  lord  fo  fluttifh  I  thce  preye, 
And  is  of  power  better  cloth  to  beyc, 
If  that  his  dede  acorded  with  thy  fpechc  ! 
Telle  me  that,  and  that  I  thee  befeche. 

Why  ?  quod  this  Yeman,  wherto  axe  ye  me  ? 
God  helpe  me  fo,  for  he  fhal  never  the  : 
(But  I  wol  not  avowcn  that  I  fay, 
And  therforc  kepe  it  fecree  I  you  pray) 
He  is  to  wife  in  faith,  as  I  beleve  : 
Thing  that  is  overdon  it  wol  not  preve 
Aright,  as  clcrkes  fain  ;  it  13  a  vice  ; 
Wherfore  in  that  I  hold  him  lewed  and  nice  ; 
For  whan  a  man  hath  overgret  a  wit 
Ful  oft  him  happcth  to  mifufen  it ;     - 
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S -»  doth  my  lord,  and  that  me  grcveth  fore  : 
God  it  amende  ;  T  can  fay  now  no  more 

Therof  no  force,  good  Yeman,  quod  our  Hoft  ; 
Sin  of  the  conning  of  thy  lord  thou  woft 
Telle  how  he  doth,  I  pray  thee  hertily, 
Sin  that  he  is  fo  crafty  and  fo  fly. 
Wher  dwellen  ye,  if  it  to  tellen  be  ? 

In  the  fubarbes  of  a  toun,  quod  he, 
Lurking  in  hernes  and  in  lanes  blinde, 
Wheras  thife  robbours  and  thife  theves  by  kinde 
Holden  hir  privee  fcreful  refulence, 
As  they  that  dare  not  fhewen  hir  prefence  ; 
So  faren  we,  if  I  flial  fay  the  fothe. 

Yet,  quod  our  Hofte,  let  me  talken  to  the ; 
Why  art  thou  fo  difcoloured  of  thy  face  ? 

Peter,  quod  he,  God  yeve  it  harde  grace  ; 
I  am  fo  ufed  the  hote  fire  to  blow 
That  it  hath  changed  my  colour1  I  trow  : 
I  n'am  not  wont  in  no.  mirrour  to  prie, 
But  fwiuke  fore,  and  lerne  to  multiplie. 
We  blundren  ever  and  poren  in  the  lire, 
And  for  all  that  we  faille  qf  our  defire  ; 
For  ever  we  lacken  our  conclufion. 
To  mochel  folk  we  don  illufion,    . 
And  borwe  gold  be  it  a  pound  or  two, 
Or  ten  or  twelve,  or  many  fomm.es  mo, 
And  make  hem  wenen  at  the  lefte  wey 
That  of  a  pound  we  connen  maken  twey  j 
Yet  it  is  falie  ;  and  ay  we  han  good  hope 
It  for  to  don,  and  after  it  we  grope  : 
But  that  fcience  is  fo  fer  us  beforne, 
We  moweYi  not,  although  we  had  it  fwornej 
It  overtake,  it  flit  away  fo  faft  • 
It  wol  us  maken  beggers  at  the  laft. 

While  this  Yeman  was  thus  in  his  talking 
This  chauoa  drpw  him  ner/e  and  herd  all  thing 


j    Which  this  Yeman  fpake,  for  fufpecioo 
!    Of  mennes  fpeche  ever  had  this  chanon  ; 
For  Caton  fayth,  that  he  that  gilty  is 
Dcmcth  all  thing  be  fpoken  of  him  ywis  : 
That  was  the  caufe  he  gan  fo  nigh  him  drawe 
To  his  Yeman,  to  herken  all  his  fawe  ; 
And  thus  he  faide  unto  his  Yemain  tho  : 
Hold  thou  thy  pees,  and  fpeke  no  wordes  mo, 
For  if  thou  do  thou  fhalt  it  dere  abie  : 
Thou  fclaundreft  me  here  in  this  compagnie, 
And  eke.difcovereft  that  thou  luuUlelt  hide. 

Ye,  quod  our  Hofte,  tell  on,  what  fo  betide  ^ 
Of  all  his  thretening  recke  not  a  mite. 

In  faith,  quod  he,  no  more  I  do  but  lite. 
And  whan  this  chanon  faw  it  wold  not  be 
But  his  Yeman  wold  tell  his  privetee, 
He  fled  away  for  veray  forwe  and  fliame. 

A  !  quod  the  Yeman,  here  ftial  rife  a  game  : 
All  that  I  can  anon  I  wol  you  telle, 
Sin  he  is  gon  :  the  foule  fend  him  quelle, 
For  never  hereafter  wol  I  with  him  mete 
For  peny  ne  for  pound,  I  you  behete. 
He  that  me  broughte  firft  unto  that  game, 
Er  that  h,e  die  forwe  have  he  and  fliame, 
For  it  is  erneft  to  me  by  my  faith  ; 
That  fele  I  wel,  what  that  any  man  faith ; 
And  yet  for  all  my  fniert  and  all  my  grief, 
For  all  my  forwe,  labour,  and  mefchief, 
I  coude  never  leve  it  in  no  wife. 
Now  wolde  God  my  wit  might,e  fuffice 
To  tellen  all  that  longeth  to  that  art ; 
But  natheles  yet  wol  I  tellen  part : 
Sin  that  my  lord  is  gon  1  wol  not  fpare  ; 
Swithe  thing  as  that  I  know  I  wol  declare., 
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T\TITH  this  chanon  I  dwelt  have  feven  yere, 
And  of  his  fcience  am  I  never  the  nere ; 
All  that  I  had  I  have  yloft  therby, 
And  God  wot  fo  han  many  mo  than  I. 
Ther  I  was  wont  to  be  right  iVefh  and  gay 
Of  clothing,  and  of  other  good  array, 
Now  may  I  vere  an  hofe  upon  min  hed; 
And  wher  my  colour  was  both  frefh  and  red 
Now  is  it  wan  and  of  a  leden  hewe ; 
(Who  fo  it  ufeth  fo  fhal  he  it  rewe) 

»  A  prkft  of  London,  more  covetous  than  wife,  Is  cfc- 
ccivcd  by  a  cbanoir  prolcffing  the  art  of  alch/mye.   J/rrjp. 


And  of  my  fwinke  yet  blered  is  min  eye  ; 

Lo  which  avantage  is  to  multiplie ! 

That  fliding  fcience  hath  me  made  fo  bare 

That  I  have  no  good  wher  that  ever  I  fare  ; 

And  yet  I  am  endetted  fo  therby, 

Of  gold  that  I  have  borwed  trewely, 

That  while  I  live  I  fhal  it  quiten  never  ; 

Let  every  man  beware  by  me  for  ever. 

What  maner  man  that  cafteth  him  therto, 

If  he  continue,  I  hold  his  thrift  ydo ; 

So  heipe  me  God,  therby  fhal  he  nat  winne, 

But  empte  hispurfe,  and  make  his  wittes  thinnc. 
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AT!  whan  lie  thurgh  his  madnefle  and  folie, 
Hath  loll  his  oweu  jjood  thurgh  jupariie, 
Tluui  he  cxciteth  other  folk  therto, 
To  11 1-  iii r  good  as  he  himfclf  hath  do, 
For  unto  fhrcwcs  joye  it  is  and  efe 
To  have  hir  fclawes  in  peine  and  difefc. 
Thus  was  I  ones  lerned  of  a  clerk. 

,  Of  that  no  charge  ;  I  wol  fpekc  of  our  wcrk. 
Whan  we  he  ther  as  we  ihuhi  cxercife 
Our  elvifh  cruft  we  femcn  wonder  wife, 
Our  tcrme*  hen  fo  clergial  and  queinte. 
I  blow  the  fire  til  that  myn  herte  feinte. 
What  fhuld  I  tellen  cche  proportion 
Of  thinges  whiche  that  we  werchen  uponj 
As  on  live  or  fix  unce.%  may  wel  be, 
Of  filver,  or  fom  other  quantitee  ? 
And  belie  me  to  tellen  you  the  names, 
As  orpiment,  brent  bones,  yren  iquames, 
That  into  poudre  grounden  ben  ful  final  ? 
And  in  an  crthen  pot  how  put  is  al, 
And  fait  yput  in  and  alfo  peperc, 
Beforn  thife  poudres  that  I  Ipckc  of  here, 
And  wcl  y  covered  with  a  lampe  of  glas  ? 
And  of  moche  other  thing  which  that  thcr  was  ? 

,  And  of  the  pottes  and  glaffcs  cngluting, 

',  That  of  the  aire  might  paflen  out  no  thing  ? 

;  And  of  the  efy  fire,  and  fmert  alfo, 
Which  that  was  made  ?  and  of  the  care  and  wo 
That  we  had  in  cur  m?leres  fubliming, 
And  in  amalgaming  and  calcening 
Of  quickiilver,  yclepcd  Mercuric  crude  ? 

•  For  all  our  fleightes  we  can  not  conclude. 
Our  orpiment  and  fublimed  mercuric, 

't  Our  grounden  litarge  eke  on  the  porphurie, 
Of  eche  of  thife  of  unces  a  certain 

Bfot  helpeth  us ;  our  labour  is  in  vain. 
/Ne,  neyther  our  fpirites  afcentioun, 

iNe  our  matercs  that  lien  al  fix  adoun, 
Mown  in  our  wcrking  nothing  us  availle, 

l?For  loft  is  all  our  labour  and  travaille, 
And  all  the  coft  a  twenty  devil  way 
Js  loft  alfo  which  we  upon  it  lay. 
|  Ther  is  alfo  ful  many  another  thing 
That  is  unto  our  craft  apperteining, 
Though  I  by  ordre  hem  nat  reherfen  can, 

luBecaule  that  I  am  a  lewed  man, 
Yet  wol  I  telle  hem  as  they  come  to  minde, 
Tnough  I  ne  cannot  fet  hem  in  hir  kinde, 
As  bole  armoniak,  verdegrefe,  boras, 
And  fondry  veffels  made  of  erthe  and  glas, 
Our  urinalcs,  and  our  defcenfories, 
Viols,  croflettes  and  fublimatories, 
Cucurbitcs  and  alembikes  eke, 
And  other  fwiche  ger,  dere  ynough  a  leke, 
What  ntcleth  it  for  to  reherfe  hem  alle  ? 
Watercs  rubifying,  and  holies  galle, 
Arfenik,  fal  armoniak,  and  brimfton, 
And  herbes  coude  I  tell  eke  many  on, 
As  cgrcmoine,  valerian,  and  lunarie> 
And  other  fwiche,  if  that  me  lift  to  tarie, 
Our  lainpes  brenning  bothe  night  and  day, 
To  bring  about  our  craft  if  that  we  may, 
Our  fourneis  eke  of  calcination, 
And  of  wateres  albification, 


UnfU-kkcd  lime,  chalk,  and  gleire  of  an  ey, 

Poudres  divers,  afhes,  dong,  piillr,  and  cley, 

Sered  pokettes,fal  peter,  and  vitriolc, 

And  divers  fires  made  of  vvode  and  cole, 

Sal  tartre,alcaly,  and  fait  preparat, 

And  combuft  matercs  and  coagulat, 

Cley  made  with  hors  and  mannes  here,  and  oile 

Of  tartrc,  alum,  glas,  bcrmc,  wort,  and  argoile, 

Rofalgar,  and  other  matercs  enbibing, 

And  eke  of  our  materes  encofporirig, 

And  of  our  filver  citrination, 

Our  cementing  and  fermentation, 

Our  ingottes, teftes, and  many  thinges  mo? 

I  wol  you  tell  as  was  me  taught  alfo 
The  foure  fpintes  and  the  bodies  fevene 
By  ordre,  as  oft  I  herd  my  lord  hem  ncvcnc. 
The  firfte  fpirit  Qmckfilvcr  cleped  is, 
The  fecond  Orpiment,  the  thridde  ywis 
Sal  Armoniak,  and  the  fourth  Brimfton. 

The  bodies  fevene  eke,  lo  hem  here  anon  } 
Sol  gold  is,  and  Luna  filver  we  thrCpc, 
Mars  iren,  Mercuric  quickfilver  we  clepe, 
Saturnus  led,  and  Jupiter  is  tin, 
And  Venus  coper,  by  my  fader  kin. 

This  curfed  craft  who  fo  wol  excfcifs 
He  fhal  no  good  have  that  him  may  fuffice, 
For  all  the  good  he  fpendeth  thcraboutc 
He  lefen  fhal,  therof  have  I  no  doute. 
Who  fo  that  lifteth  uttren  his  folie 
Let  him  come  forth  and  iernen  muldplic ; 
And  every  mari  that  hath  ought  in  his  cofre 
Let  him  appere  and  wex  o  philofophrc, 
Afcaunce  that  craft  is  fo  light  to  lerc. 
Nay,  nay,  God  wot  al  be  he  monk  or  frere, 
Preeft  or  chanon,  or  any  other  wight, 
Though  he  fit  at  his  book  both  day  and  night 
In  lerning  of  this  elvifh  nice  lore 
All  is  in  vain,  and  parde  mochcl  more 
To  lerne  a  lewed  man  this  fubtiltee  . 
Fie  !  fpcke  not  therof,  for  it  wol  not  be  i 
And  conne  he  lettcrure,  or  conne  he  non 
As  in  effect  he  fhal  finde  it  all  on, 
For  bothe  by  two  my  falvation 
Concluden  in  multiplication 
Ylike  wel  whan  they  have  al  ydo  * 
This  is  to  fain,  they  faillen  bothe  two. 

Yet  forgate  I  to  maken  reherfaile 
Of  waters  corofif  and  of  limailc, 
And  of  bodies  molification, 
And  alfo  of  hir  induration, 
Oiles,  ablufions,  metal  fufible  ; 
To  tellen  all  wold  paffen  any  Bible 
That  o  wher  is ;  wherfore  as  for  the  beft 
Of  all  thife  names  now  wol  I  me  reft ; 
For  as  I  trow  I  have  you  told  ynow 
To  reife  a  fend,  al  loke  he  never  fo  row. 
A !   nay,  let  be ;  the  philofophres  fton, 
Elixer  cleped,  we  fekcn  faft  eche  on, 
For  had  we  him  than  were  we  fiker  ynow; 
But  unto  God  of  heven  I  make  avow, 
For  all  our  craft,  whan  wfc  ban  all  ydo, 
And  all  our  fleight,  he  wol  not  come  u*  tc  * 

L  iij 
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He  hath  ymade  us  fpenden  mochel  good, 

For  forwe  of  which  almoft  we  waxen  wood, 

But  that  good  hope  crepeth  in  our  herte, 

Suppofmg  ever,  though  we  fore  fmerte,  , 

To  ben  releved  of  him  afterward  : 

Swiche  fuppofing  and  hope  is  fharp  and  hard  : 

I  warne  you  wel  it  is  to  icken  ever  : 

That  future  temps  hath  made  men  diflever 

In  truft  therof  from  all  that  ever  they  had, 

Yet  of  that  art  they  conne  not  waxen  fad, 

For  unto  hem  it  is  a  bitter  fwete  : 

So  femeth  it,  for.ne  had  they  but  -a  fhete 

Which  that  they  might  wrappen  hem  in  a-night, 

And  a  bratt  to  walken  in  by  day-light, 

They  wold  hem  fell,  and  fpend  it  on  this  craft : 

They  conne  not  ftinten  til  no  thing  be  laft ; 

And  evermore,  wher  ever  that  they  gon, 

Men  may  hem  kennen  by  fmell  of  brimfton  : 

For  all  the  world  they  ftinken  as  a  gote  ; 

Hir  favour  is  fo  rammifh  and  fo  hote 

That  though  a  man  a  mile  from  hem  be 

The  favour  wol  enfed  him,  trufteth  me. 

Lo,  thus  by  fmelling  and  thred-bare  array 
If  'that  men  lift  this  folk  they  knowen  may  ; 
And  if  a'inan  wol  axe  hem  prively 
Why  they  be  clothed  fo  unthriftily, 
They  right  anon  wol  rounen  in  his  ere, 
And  faien,  if  that  they  efpied  were 
Men  wolde  hem  fie  becaufe  of  hir  fcience. 
JLo,  thus  thife  folk  betraien  innocence. 

Fafie  over  this  ;  I  go  my  Tale  unto. 
Er  that  the  pot  be  on  the  fire  ydo^ 
Of  metals  with  a  certain  quantitee 
My  lord  hem  tempereth,  and  no  man  but  he,- 
(Now  he  is  gon  I  dare  fay  boldely) 
For  as  men  fain  he  can  don  craftily, 
Algate  I  wote  wel  he  hath  fvviche  a  name, 
And  yet  ful  oft  he  renneth  in  a  blame  ; 
And  wete  ye  how  ?  ful  oft  it  falleth  fo 
The  pot  to-breketh,  and  farewel !  all  is  go. 
Thife  metales  ben  of  fo  gret  violence 
Our  walles  may  not  make  hem  refiftence, 
But  if  they  weren  wrought  of  lime  and  fton  j 
They  percen  fo  that  thurgh  the  wall  they  gon, 
And  fom  of  hem  fmke  doun  into  the  ground, 
(Thus  have  we  loft  by  times  many  a  pound) 
And  fom  arc  fcatered  all  the  flore  aboute, 
Som  lepen  into  the  roof  withouten  doute. 
Though  that  they  fend  not  in  our  fight  him  fhewe 
I  trow  that  he  be  with  us,  thilke  fhrewe 
In  helle,  wher  that  he  is  lord  and  fire, 
Ne  is  ther  no  more,  rancour,  ne  ire. 
Whan  that  our  pot  is  broke,  as  I  have  fayde, 
Every  man  chit,  and  holt  him  evil  apayde  : 
Som  fayd  it  was  long  on  the  fire-making, 
Som  fayd  nay,  it  was  long  on  the  blowing  ; 
(Than  was  I  ferd,  for  that  was  min  office) 
Straw  !  quod  the  thridde,  ye  ben  lewed  and  nice; 
It  was  not  tempred  as  it  oughte  to  be  ; 
Nay,  quod  the  fourthe,  ftinte  and  herken  me  ; 
Becaafe  our  fire  was  not  made  of  beche 
That  is  the  caufe,  and  other  non,  fo  the  iche. 
I  can  not  tell  wheron  it  was  along, 
But  wel  I  wot  gret  ftrif  is  us  among. 


What?  quod  my  lord,  ther  n'is  no  more  to  don?' 
Of  thife  perils  I  wol  beware  eftfone  ; 
I  am  right  fiker  that  the  pot  was  crafed. 
Be, as  be  may  be  ye  no  thing  amafed  ; 
As  ufage  is  let  fwepe  the  fiore  as  fwithe ; 
Plucke  up  your  hertes,  and  be  glad  and  blithe. 

The  mullek  on  an  hepe  yfweped  was, 
And  on  the  flore  ycaft  a  canevas, 
And  all  this  mullok  in  a  five  ythrowe, 
And  fifttd,  and  ypicked  many  a  thro  we. 

Parde,  quod  on,  foimvhat  of  our  metall 
Yet  is  ther  here,  though  that  we  have  not  all ;     ] 
And  though  this  thing  miihaped  hath  as  now     ' 
Another  time  it  may  be  wel  ynow. 
We  moften  put  our  good  in  aventure  j 
A  marchant  parde  may  not  ay  endure,     'J*  ^  «-.^ 
Trufteth  me  wel,  in  his  profperitee  ; 
Somtime  his  good  is  drenched  in  the  fee, 
And  fomtime  cometh  it  fauf  unto  the  lond. 

Pees,  quod  my  lord,  the  next  time  I  wol  fond 
To  bring  our  craft  all  in  another  plite, 
And  but  I  do,  Sires,  let  me  have  the  wite  : 
Ther  was  defaute  in  fomewhat  wel  I  wote. 

Another  fayd  the  fire  was  over  hote  : 
But  be  it  hote  or  cold  I  dare  fay  this, 
That  we  concluden  evermore  amis ; 
We  faille  alway  of  that  which  we  wold  have,^ 
And  in  our  madneffe  evermore  we  rave, 
And  whan  we  be  together  everich  on 
Every  man  femeth  a  Salomon. 
But  all  thing  which  that  fhineth  as  the  gold 
Ne  is  no  gold,  as  I  have  herd  it  told, 
Ne  every  apple  that  is  faire  at  eye 
Ne  is  not  good,  what  fo  men  clap  or  crie. 
Right  fo,  lo,  fareth  it  amonge's  us  ; 
He  that  femeth  the  wifeft,  by  Jefus 
Is  moft  fool  whan  it  cometh  to  the  prefe, 
And  he  that  femeth  trueft  is  a  thcfe  : 
That  fhal  ye  know  or  that  I  from  you  wende^ 
By  that  I  of  my  Tale  have  ma*de  an  ende. 

Ther  was  a  chanon  of  religioun 
Amonges  us  wold  enfe*5t  all  a  toun, 
Though  it  as  gret  were  as  was  Ninive, 
Rome,  Alifaundre,  Troie,  or  other  three. 
His  fleightes  and  his  infinite  falfenefle 
Ther  coude  no  man  writen,  as  I  geffe, 
Though  that  he  mighte  live  a  thoufand  yere  : 
In  all  this  world  of  falfeneffe  n'is  his  pere, 
For  in  his  termes  he  wol  him  fo  winde, 
And  fpeke  his  wordesinfo  ilie  a  kinde, 
Whan  he  cemunen  fhal  with  any  wight, 
That  he  wol  make  him  doten  anon  right 
But  it  a  fend  be,  ashimfelvcn  is. 
Ful  many  a  man  hath  he  begiled  er  this, 
And  wol,  if  that  he  may  live  any  while  ; 
And  yet  men  gon  and  riden  many  a  mile 
Him  for  to  feke,  and  have  his  acquaintance, 
Not  knowing  of  his  falfe  governance  ; 
And  if  you  luft  to  yevs  me  audience 
I  wol  it  tellen  here  in  your  prefence. 

But,  worfhipful  chanons  religious, 
Ne  demeth  not  that  I  fclander  your  lirous^ 
Although  that  my  Tale  of  a  chanon  be  t 
Of  every  order  fom  fhrcw  is  parde 
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And  God  forbede  that  all  a  compagnie 
Shuld  rewe  a  finguler  mannes  folie. 
To  fclander  you  is  no  thing  min  entent, 
But  to  correclen  that  is  mis  1  ment. 
This  Tale  was  not  only  told  for  you 
But  eke  for  other  mo  :  ye  wot  wel  how 
That  among  Criftes  apofteles  twelve 
Ther  was  no  traitour  but  Judas  himfelve ; 
Than  why  fhuld  al  the  remenant  have  blame, 
That  giltles  were  ?  By  you  I  fay  the  fame ; 
Save  only  this,  if  ye  wol  herken  me, 
If  any  Judas  in  your  covcnt  be 
Remeveth  him  betimes  I  you  rede, 
If  fhamc  or  los  may  caufen  any  drede  ; 
And  be  no  thing  difplefed  I  you  pray, 
But  in  this  cas  herkeneth  what  I  fay. 

In  London  was  a  preeft,  an  annuellere  *f 
That  therin  dwelled  hacfde  many  a  yere, 
Which  was  fd  pleTant  and  fo  fervifable 
Unto  the  wif  ther  as  he  was  at  table, 
That  lhe  wold  fuffei  him  no  thiug  to  pay 
For  bordc  ne  clothing,  went  he  never  fo  gay  j 
And  fpendirig  filver  had  he  right  ynow  ; 
Therof  no  force ;  I  wol  proceed  as  now, 
And  tellen  forth  my  Tale  of  the  chanon 
That  broughte  this  pf  eeft  to  confufion. 

This  falfe  chanon  carrie  upon  a  day 
Unto  the  preeftes  chambre  ther  he  lay$ 
Befechirig  him  to  lene  him  a  certain 
Of  gold,  and  he  wold  quite  it  him  agaim 
Lene  me  a  marke,  quod  he,  but  dayes  threCj 
And  at  my  day  I  wol  it  quiten  thee ; 
And  if  it  fo  be  that  thou  finde  me  falfe 
Another  day  hang  me  up  by  the  halfe. 

This  preeft  him  toke  a  marke,  and  that  as  fwith, 
And  this  chanon  him  thanked  often  fith, 
And  toke  his  leve,  and  wente  forth  his  wey ; 
And  at  the  thridde  day  brought  his  money, 
And  to  the  preeft  he  toke  his  gold  again, 
Wherof  this  preeft  was  wonder  glad  and  faiii* 

Certes,  quod  he,  nothing  anoieth  me 
To  lene  a  man  a  noble,  or  Jtwo,  or  three, 
Or  what  a  thing  were  in  my  poffeffion, 
Whan  he  fo  trewe  is  of  condition 
That  in  no  wife  he  breken  wol  his  day ; 
To  fwiche  a  man  I  can  never  fay  nay. 

What  ?  quod  this  chanon,  fhuld  I  be  untrewe  ? 
Nay,  that  were  thing  fallen  al  of  the  newe  : 
Trouth  is  a  thing  that  I  wol  ever  kepe 
Unto  the  day  in  which  that  I  fhal  crepe 
Into  my  grave,  and  elles  God  forbede  !    - 
Beleveth  this  as  liker  as  your  crede, 
God  thanke  I,  and  in  good  time  be  it  fayde, 
That  ther  n'as  never  man  yet  evil  apayde 
For  gold  ne  filver  that  he  to  me  lent, 
Ne  never  falfhede  in  min  herte  I  ment. 

And,  Sire,  (quod  he)  now  of  my  privetee, 
Sin  ye  fo  goodlich  have  ben  unto  me, 
And  kithcd  to  me  fo  gret  gentillefie, 
Somwhat  to  quiten  with  your  kindeneffe 
wol  you  fhewe,  and  if  you  luft  to  lere 
wol  you  techen  pleinly  the  manere 


*  They  were  called  anrurtlercf.  not  fr.-m  their  rccc 
ir>£  a  Tytarly  nipend,  as  the  Gioff.  explains  it,  but  from 
their  beinj»  employed  folt  ly  in  tinging  asjnua^or  apnive 
fery  zr.aUcs  fur  the  dead,  witkeut  any  curt  of  foul*.    ' 


Elow  I  can  wefken  in  philofophie  : 
Taketh  good  heed,  ye  fhuln  wel  fen  at  eye 
That  I  wol  do  a  maiftrie  or  I  go. 

Ye,  quod  the  preeft  ;  ye,  Sire,  and  wol  ye  fo  I 
Mary,  therof  I  pray  you  hertily. 

At  your  commandement,  Sire,  trewely, 
Quod  the  chanon,  and  ellcs  God  forbede. 
Lo,  how  this  thefe  coude  his  fervice  bede 

Ful  foth  it  is  that  fwiche  proferec!  fervice 
Stinketh,  as  witneffen  thife  olde  wife,. 
And  that  ful  fone  1  wol  it  verifie 
[n  this  chanon,  rote  of  all  trecherie, 
That  evermore  delight  hath  and  gladneffe 
(Swiche  fendly  thoughtes  in  his  herte  empreffe) 
How  Criftes  peple  he  may  to  mefchief  bring  : 
God  kepe  us  from  his  falfe  diffimuling  ! 
Nought  wifte  this  preeft  with  whom  that  he  delt, 
Ne  of  his  harme  coming  nothing  he  felt. 
O  fely  preeft  !  o  fely  innocent ! 
With  covetife  anon  thou  fhalt  be  blent ; 
O  graceles  !  ful  blind  is  thy  conceite, 
For  nothing  art  thou  ware  of  the  difceite 
Which  that  this  fox  yfhapen  hath  to  thee ; 
His  wily  wenches  thou  ne  mayft  not  flee  : 
Wherfofe  to  go  to  the  conclufion, 
That  referreth  to  thy  confufion, 
Unhappy  man  !  anon  I  wol  me  hie 
To  tellen  thin  unwit  and  thy  folie, 
And  eke  the  falfeneffe  of  that  other  wretch, 
As  ferforth  as  that  my  conning  will  ftretch. 

This  chanon  was  my  lord,  ye  wolden  wene  5 
Sire  Hofte,  in  faith,  and  by  the  heveh  quene, 
It  was  another  chanon,  and  not  he 
That  can  an  hundred  part  more  fubtiltee  : 
He  hath  betraied  folkes  many  a  time  ; 
Of  his  falfeneffe  it  dulleth  me  to  rime  : 
Ever  whan  that  I  fpeke  of  his  falfhede 
For  fhame  of  him  my  chekes  waxen  rede, 
Algates  they  beginnen  for  to  glowe, 
For  redeneffe  have  I  non,  right  wel  I  knowCj 
In  my  vifage,  for  fumes  diverfe 
Of  metals  which  ye  have  herd  me  reherfe 
Confumed  han  and  wafted  my  redneffe. 
Now  take  hede  of  this  chanons  curfedneffe. 

Sire,  quod  the  chanon,  let  your  yeman  gon 
For  quikfilver,  that  we  it  had  anon, 
And  let  himbringen  unces  two  or  three, 
And  whan  he  cometh  as  fafte  fhul  yc  fee     • 
A.  wonder  thing,  which  ye  faw  never  er  this. 
Sire,  quod  the  preeft,  it  fhal  be  don  ywis. 
He  bad  his  fervant  fetchen  him  this  thing, 
And  he  al  redy  was  at  his  bidding, 
And  went  him  forth,  and  came  anon  again 
With  this  quikfilver,  fhortly  for  to  fain, 
And  toke  thife  unces  three  to  the  chanoun, 
And  he  hem  laide  wel  and  faire  adoun, 
And  bad  the  fervant  coles  for  to  bring, 
That  he  anon  might  go  to  his  werking. 

The  coles  right  anon  weren  yfet, 
And  this  chanon  toke  out  a  croffelet 
Of  his  bofome,  and  fhewed  it  to  the  preeft. 
This  inftrument,  quod  he,  which  that  thou  feeft 
Take  in  thyn  hond,  and  put  thyfelf  therin 
Of  this  quikiilvcr  an  unce,  and  here  begin 
In  the  name  of  Crift  to  wex  a  philofophre  : 
*  Ther  be  ful  fewe  which  that  I  wolde  profre 
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To  fhewen  hem  thus  muche  of  my  fcience  ; 
For  here  fliul  ye  fee  by  experience 
That  this  quikfilver  I  wol  mortifie 
Right  in  your  fight  anon  withouten  lie, 
And  make  it  as  good  filver  and  as  fine 
As  ther  is  any  in  your  purfe  or  mine 
Or  elles  wher,  and  make  it  malliable, 
And  elles  holdeth  me  falfe  and  unable 
Amonges  folk  for  ever  to  appere. 

I  have  a  prouder  here,  that  cofc  me  dere, 
Shal  make  all  good,  for  it  is  caufe  of  all 
My  conning  which  that  I  you  fhewen  fhall. 
Voideth  your  man,  and  let  him  be  therout, 
And  diet  the  dore,  while  we  ben  about 
Our  privitee,  that  no  man  us  efpie 
While  that  we  werke  in  this  philofophie. 

All  as  he  bade  fulfilled  was  in  de.de. ; 
This  ilke  fervant  anon  right  out  yedet 
And  his  maifter  fhette  the  dore  anon, 
And  to  hir  labour  fpedily  they  gon. 

This  preeft  at  this  curfed  chanons  bidding 
Upon  the  fire  anon  he  fet  this  thing, 
And  blew  the  fire;  and  belied  him  ful  fail ; 
And  this  chanon  into  the  croffelet  caft 
A  pouder,  n'ot  I  never  wherof  it  was 
Ymade,  other  of  chalk,  other  of  glas, 
Or  fomwhat  elks,  was  not  worth  a  fiiey 
To  hlinden  with  this  preeft,  and  bade  him  hie 
The  coles  for  to  couchen  all  above 
The  croffelet,  for  in  tokening  I  thee  love 
(Quod  this  chanon)  thine  owen  hondes  two 
Shal  werken  all  thing  which  that  here  is  do. 

Grand  mercy,  quod  the  preeft,  and  was  ful  glad, 
And  couched  the  coles  as  the  chanon  bad ; 
And  while  he  befy  was  this  fendly  wretch, 
This  falfe  chanon,  (the  foule  fend  him  fetch) 
Out  of  hisbofom  toke  a  bechen  cole, 
In  which  ful  fubtilly  was  made  an  hole, 
And  therin  put  was  of  filver  limaile 
An  uncc,  and  flopped  was  withouten  faile 
The  tyole  with  wax  to  keep  the  limaile  in. 

And  underftandeth  that  this  falfe  gin 
"Was  not  made  ther,  bur  it  was  made  before ; 
And  other  thinges  I  fhall  tell  you  more 
Hereafterward  which  that  he  with  him  brought ; 
Er  he  came  ther  him  to  begile  he  thought, 
And  fo  he  did  or  that  they  went  atwin ; 
Til  he  had  torned  him  coud  he  not  blin. 
It  dulleth  me  whan  that  I  of  him  fpeke  ; 
On  his  falfhede  fain  wold  I  me  awreke 
If  I  wift  how;   but  he  is  here  and  ther  : 
He  is  fo  variaunt  he  abit  no  wher. 

But  taketh  hede,  Sires,  now,  for  Goddes  love. 

He  toke  his  cole,  of  which  I  fpake  above, 

And  in  his  hond  he  bare  it  prively, 

And  whiles  the  preeft  couched  befily 

The  coles,  as  I  tolde  you  er  this, 

This  Chanon  fayde  ;  Frend,  ye  don  amis ; 

This  is  not  couched  as  it  ought  to  be, 

But  fone  I  fhal  amenden  it,  quod  he. 

Now  let  me  meddle  ther  with  but  a  while, 

For  of  you  have  I  pitee  by  Seint  Gile. 

Ye  hen  right  hot ;  I  fee  wel  how  ye  fwete  ; 

Have  here  a  cloth  and  wipe  away  the  wete. 
And  whiles  that  the  preeft  wiped  his  face 

This  chanon  toke  his  cole  with  fory  grace, 


And  laied  it  above  on  the  midwarct 

Of  the  croffelet,  and  blew  wel  afterward, 

Til  that  the  coles  gonnen  faft  to  bren. 

Now  yeve  us  drinke,  quod  this  chanon,  then. 
As  fwithe  all  {hall  be  wel  I  undertake  : 
Sitte  we  doun,  and  let  us  niery  make. 
And  whanne  that  this  chanones  bechen  cole 
Wes  brent  all  the  limaile  out  of  the  hole 
Into  the  croffelet  anon  fell  adoun  ; 
And  fo  it  mufle  nedes  by  refoun, 
Sin  it  above  fo  even  couched  was, 
But  therof  wift  the  preeft  nothing,  alas ! 
He  denied  all  the  coles  ylike  good, 
For  of  the  Height  he  nothing  underftood. 

And  whan  this  alkymiftre  faw  his  time, 
Rifeth  up,  Sire  Preeft,  quodhe,  and  ftorideth  byme; 
And  for  I  wote  wel  ingot  have  ye  non, 
Goth,  walketh  forth,  and  bringeth  a  chalk  fton, 
For  I  wol  make  it  of  the  fame  lhap    - 
That  is  an  ingot,  if  I  may  have  hap  : 
Bring  eke  with  you  a  bolle  or  elles  a  panne 
Ful  of  water,  and  ye  fnul  wel  fee  thanne 
How  that  our  befineffe  fhal  thrive  and  preve  : 
And  yet,  for  ye  fhul  have  no  mifbeleve 
Ne  wrong  conceit  of  me  in  your  abfence, 
I  ne  wol  not  ben  out  of  your  prefence, 
But  go  with  you,  and  come  with  you  again. 

The  chambre  door,  fhortly  for  to  fain, 
They  opened  and  fhet,  and  went  hir  wey, 
And  forth  with  hem  they  caried  the  key, 
And  camen  again  withouten  any  delay. 
What  fhuld  I  tarien  all  the  longe  day  ? 
He  toke  the  chalk,  and  (hope  it  in  the  wife 
Of  an  ingot,  as  I  fhal  you  devife ; 
I  fay  he  toke  out  of  his  owen  fleve 
A  teine  of  filver  (yvel  mote  he  cheve) 
Which  that  ne  was  but  a  juft  unce  of  weight : 
And  taketh  heed  now  of  his  curfed  Height; 
He  mop  his  ingot  in  length  and  in  brede 
Of  thilke  teine,  withouten  any  drede, 
So  flily  that  the  preeft  it  not  efpide, 
And  in  his  fleve  again  he  gan  it  hide, 
And  from  the  fire  he  toke  up  his  matere, 
And  in  the  ingot  it  put  Avith  mery  chere, 
And  in  the  water- veffel  he  it  caft 
Whan  that  him  lift,  and  bad  the  preeft  as  faft 
Loke  what  ther  is ;  put  in  thin  hond  and  grope; 
Thou  fhalt  ther  finden  filver,  as  I  hope. 
What,  divel  of  helle!  fhuld  it  elles  be? 
Shaving  of  filver,  filver  is  parde. 

He  put  his  hond  in  and  toke  up  a  teine 
Of  filver  fine,  and  glad  in  every  veine 
Was  this  preeil  whan  he  faw  that  it  was  fo. 
Goddes  blefling,  and  his  mothers  alfo, 
And  alle  Halwes,  have  ye,  Sire  Chanon ! 
Sayde  this  preeft,  and  I  hir  malifon, 
But  and  ye  vouchefauf  to  techen  me 
This  noble  eraft  and  this  fubtilitee 
I  wol  be  your  in  alle  that  ever  I  may. 

Quod  the  chanon,  Yet  wol  I  make  affay 
The  fecond  time,  that  ye  mow  taken  hede, 
And  ben  expert  of  this,  and  in  your  nede 
Another  day  affay  in  min  abfence 
This  difcipline  and  this  crafty  fcience. 
Let  take  another  unce,  quod  he  tho, 
Of  quikfilver,  without  en  wordes  mo, 
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And  do  therwith  as  ye  have  don  er  this 
With  that  other  which  that  now  filver  is. 

The  preeft  him  befieth  all  that  ever  he  can 
To  don  as  this  chanon,  this  curfed  man, 
Commandeth  him,  and  fafte  blewe  the  fire 
For  to  come  to  the  effecl  of  his  defire  ; 
And  this  chanon  right  in  the  mene  while 
Al  redy  was  this  preeft  eft  to  begile, 
And  for  a  countenance  in  his  hond  bare 
An  holow  ilikke,  (take  kepe  and  beware) 
In  the  ende  of  which  an  mice  and  no  more 
Of  filver  limaile  put  was,  as  before 
Was  in  liis  cole,  and  flopped  with  wax  wel 
For  to  kepe  in  his  limaile  every  del ; 
And  while  this  preeft  was  in  his  befinefle 
This  chanon  with  his  ftikke  gan  him  dreffe 
To  him  anon^  and  his  pouder  caft  in 
As  he  did  Crft,  (the  devil  out  of  his  fkin 
Him  torne,  I  pray  to  God,  for  his  falihede, 
For  he  was  ever  faife  in  thought  and  dede) 
And  with  his  ftikke  above  the  croffelet, 
That  was  ordained  with  that  falfe  get, 
He  ftirreth  the  coles  til  relenten  gan 
The  wax  again  the  fire,  as  every  man 
But  he  a  fool  be  wote  wel  it  mote  nede$ 
And  all  that  in  the  ftikke  was  out  ycde, 
And  in  the  croffelet  haftily  it  fell. 

Now,  goode  Sires,  what  wol  ye  bet  than  wel  ? 
Whan  that  this  preeft  was  thus  begiled  again, 
Suppofihg  nought  but  trouthe^  foth  to  fain, 
He  was  fo  glad  that  I  can  not  expreffe 
In  no  manere  his  mirth  and  his  gladncffe^ 
And  to  the  chanon  he  profered  eftfone 
Body  and  goed.  Ye,  quod  the  chanon,  fone^ 
Though  poure  I  be,  crafty  thou  (halt  me  finde  : 
I  warne  thee  wel  yet  is  ther  mor  behiiide. 
Is  ther  any  coper  here  within  ?  fayd  he  ? 
Ye,  Sire,  quod  the  preeft,  I  trow  ther  be. 

Elles  go  beie  us  fom,  and  that  as  fwithe. 
Now,  goode  Sire,  go  forth  thy  way  and  hie  the. 

He  went  his  way,  and  with  the  coper  he  came 
And  this  chanon  it  in  his  hondes  name, 
And  of  that  coper  weyed  out  an  unce. 
To  fimple  is  my  tonge  to  pronounce, 
As  minifter  of  my  wit,  the  doublenefle 
Of  this  cha'non4  rote  of  ail  curfedneffe  : 
He  1'emed  freridly  to  hem  that  knew  him  nought, 
But  he  was  fendly  both  in  werk  and  thought. 
It  werieth  me  to  tell  of  his  falfeneffc, 
And  natheres  yet  wol  1  it  expreffe, 
To  that  entent  men  may  beware  therby, 
And  for  non  other  caufe  trewely. 

He  put  this  coper  into  the  croffelet, 
And  on  the  fire  as  fwithe  he  hath  it  fet, 
And  caft  in  pouder,  and  made  the  preeft  to  blow, 
And  in  his  werking  for  to  ftoupen  low 
As  he  did  erft,  and  all  n'as  but  a  jape ; 
Right  as  him  lift  the  preeft  he  made  his  ape ; 
And  afterward  in  the  ingot  he  it  caft, 
And  in  the  panne  put  it  at  the  kft 
Of  water,  and  in  he  put  his  owen  hond  : 
And  in  his  fleve,  as  ye  beforen  hond 
Herde  me  telle,  he  had  a  filver  teine ; 
He  flily  toke  it  out,  this  curfed  heine, 


(Unweting  this  preeft  of  his  falfe  craft)  , 

And  in  tho  pannes  bottom  he  it  Wt, 
And  in  the  water -romblcth  to  and  fro, 
And  wonder  prively  toke  up  allb 
The  coper  teine,  (not  knowing  thilke  preeft) 
And  hid  it,  and  him  hente  by  the  breft, 
And  to  him  fpake,  and  thus  faid  in  his  game  ; 
Stoupeth  adoun;  by  God  ye  be  to  blame  ; 
Helpeth  me  now,  as  I  did  you  whilere  ; 
Put  iri  your  hond,  and  loketh  what  is  there. 
This  preeft  toke  up  this  filver  teine  anon ; 
And  thanne  faid  the  chanon,  Let  us  gon 
With  thife  three  teines  which  that  we  han  wrought 
To  fom  goldfmith,  and  wete  if  they  ben  ought, 
Far  by  my  faith  I  n'olde  for  my  hood 
But  if  they  weren  filver  fine  and  good, 
And  that  as  fwithe  wel  preved  fhal  it  be. 

Unto  the  goldfmith  with  thife  teines  three 
They  went  anon,  and  put  hem  in  affay 
To  fire  and  hammer  :  might  no  man  fay  nay 
But  that  they  weren  as  hem  ought  to  be. 

This  foted  preeft,  who  was  gladder  than  he  ? 
Was  never  brid  gladder  agains  the  day, 
Ne  nightingale  in  the  felon  of  May 
Was  never  non  that  lift  better  to  ling, 
Ne  lady  luftier  in  carolling, 
Or  for  to  fpeke  of  love  and  womanhede, 
Ne  knight  in  armes  don  a  hardy  dede 
To  ftonden  in  grace  of  his  lady  dere, 
Than  hadde  this  preeft  this  craft  for  to  lere  ; 
Arid  to  the  chanon  thus  he  fpake  and  feid  : 
For  the  love  of  God  that  for  us  alle  deid, 
And  as  I  may  dcferve  it  unto  you, 
What  fhal  this  receit  coft  T  telleth  me  now. 

By  our  Lady,  quod  this  chanon,  it  is  dere. 
I  warne  you  wel  that  fave  I  and  a  frere 
In  Englelond  ther  can  uo  man  it  make. 

No  force,  quod  he :  now,  Sire,  For  Goddes  fake 
What  fhall  I  pay  ?  telleth  me  I  you  pray. 

Ywis,  quod  he,  it  is  ful  dere  I  fay. 
Sire,  at  o  word,  if  that  you  lift  it  have 
Ye  fhal  pay  forty  pound,  fo  God  me  fave  ; 
And  n'ere  the  frendfhip  that  ye  did  er  this 
To  me  ye  fhulden  payen  more  ywis. 

This  preeft  the  fum  of  fourty  pound  anon 
Of  nobles  fet,  and  toke  hem  everich  on 
To  this  chanon  for  this  ilke  receit. 
All  his  werking  n'as  but  fraud  and  deceit. 

Sire  Preeft,  he  faid,  I  kepe  for  to  have  no  loo» 
Of  my  craft,  for  I  wold  it  were  kept  cloon, 
And  as  ye  love  me  kepeth  it  fe'cr'ec, 
For  if  men  knewen  all  my  fubtiltee, 
By  God  they  wolden  have  fo  gret  envic 
To  me,  becaufe  of  my plilofophie, 
I  fhuld  be  ded,  that  were  non  other  way. 

God  it  forbede,  quod  the  preeft,  what  ye  fay ; 
Yet  had  I  lever  fpenden  all  the  good 
Which  that  I  have  (and  elles  were  I  wood) 
Than  that  ye  fhuld  fallen  in  fwiche  mifchefe. 

For  your  goodwill,Sire,have  ye  right  good  prefe, 
Quod  the  chanon  ;  and  farevrel,  grand  mercy. 
He  went  his  way,  and  never  the  preeft  him  fey 
After  that  day.  And  whan  that  this  preeft  fhold 
Maken  affay,  at  fwiche  time  as  he  wold, 
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Of  this  receit,  farewell  it  n'old  not  be. 
Lo,  thus  bejaped  and  begiled  was  he ; 
Thus  maketh  he  his  introduction 
To  bringen  folk  to  hir  deftruction. 

Confidereth,  Sires,  how  that  in  eche  eftat 
Betwixen  men  and  gold  ther  is  debat, 
So  ferforth  that  unnethcs  is  ther  non. 
This  multiplying  fo  blint  many  on 
That  in  good  faith  I  trowe  that  it  be 
The  caule  greteft  of  fwiche  fcarfitee. 
Thife  philofophres  fpeke  fo  miftily 
In  this  craft  that  men  cannot  come  therby 
For  any  wit  that  men  have  now  adayes  : 
They  mow  wel  chateren  as  don  thife  jayes, 
And  in  hir  termes  fethir  luft  and  peine, 
But  to  hir  purpos  fhul  they  never  atteine. 
A  man  may  lightly  lerne,  if  he  have  ought, 
To  multiplie  and  bring  his  good  to  nought. 
Lo,  fwiche  a  lucre  is  in  this  lufty  game 
A  mannes  mirth  it  wol  turne  al  to  grame, 
And  emptien  alfo  gret  and  hevy  purfes, 
And  maken  folk  for  to  purchafen  curfes 
Of  hem  that  han'therto  hir  good  ylent. 
O,  fy  for  fhame !  they  that  han  be  brent, 
Alas!  can  they  not  flee  the  fires  hete  ? 
Ye  that  it  ufe  I  rede  that  ye  it  lete, 
Left  ye  lefe  all;  for  bet  than  never  is  late : 
Never  to  thriven  were  to  long  a  date  : 
Though  ye  proll  ay  ye  fhul  it  never  find  ; 
Ye  ben  as  bold  as  is  Bayard  the  blind, 
That  blondereth  forth,  and  peril  cafteth  non  ; 
He  is  as  bold  to  renne  agains  a  fton 
As  for  to  go  befides  in  the  way  : 
So  faren  ye  that  multiplien  I  fay. 
If  that  your  eyen  cannot  feen  aright 
Loketh  that  youre  mind  lacke  not  his  fight, 
For  though  ye  loke  never  fo  brode,  and  ftare, 
Ye  fhuln  not  win  a  mite  on  that  chaffare, 
But  waften  all  that  ye  way  rape  and  renne. 
Withdraw  the  fire  left  it  to  fafte  brenne ;         •» 
Medleth  no  more  with  that  art  I  mene, 
For  if  ye  don  your  thrift  is  gon  ful  clene  : 
And  right  as  fwithe  I  wol  you  tcllen  here 
What  philofophres  fain  in  this  matere- 

Lo,thus  faith  Arnolde  of  the  newe  toun, 
As  his  Rofarie  maTceth  mentioun ; 
He  faith  right  thus,  withouten  any  lie, 
Ther  may  no  man  Mercuric  mortifie 
But  it  be  with  his  brothers  knowleching. 

Lo,  how  that  he  which  firfte  faid  this  thing 
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Of  philofophres  father  was,  Hermes ; 

He  faith  how  that  the  dragon  douteles 

Ne  dieth  not  but  if  that  he  be  ilain 

With  his  brother  ;  and  this  is  for  to  fain 

By  the  dragon  Mercury  and  non  other 

He  underftood,  and  Brimftone  by  his  brother, 

That  out  of  Sole  and  Luna  were  ydrawe. 

And  therfor,  faid  he,  Take  heed  to  my  fawe: 
Let  no  man  belie  him  this  art  to  feche 
But  if  that  he  the  entention  and  fpeche 
Of  philofophres  underftonden  can, 
And  if  he  do  he  is  a  lewed  man  ; 
For  this  fcience  and  this  conning  (quod  he) 
Is  of  the  fecree  of  fecrees  parde. 

Alfo  ther  was  a  difciple  of  Plato 
That  on  a  time  faid  his  maifter  to, 
As  his  book  Senior  wol  here  witneffe, 
And  this  was  his  demand  in  fothfaftneffe, 
Telle  me  the  name  of  thilke  privee  fton. 

And  Plato  anfwerd  unto  him  anon ; 
Take  the  fton  that  Titanos  men  name. 
Which  is  that  ?  quod  he.  Magnetia  is  the  fame 
Saide  Plato.     Ye,  Sire,  and  is  it  thus  ? 
This  is  ignotum  per  ignblhts, 
What  is  magnetia,  good  Sire,  I  pray  ? 

It  is  a  water  that  is  made,  I  fay, 
Of  the  elementes  foure,  quod  Plato. 
Tell  me  the  rote,  good  Sire,  quod  he  tho, 
Of  that  water,  if  that  it  be  your  will. 

Nay,  nay,  quod  Plato,  certain  that  I  n'ill : 
The  philofophres  were  fworne  everich  on 
That  they  ne  fhuld  difcover  it  unto  non, 
Ne  in  no  book  it  write  in  no  manere, 
For  unto  God  it  is  fo  lefe  and  dere 
That  he  wol  not  that  it  difoovered  be 
But  wher  it  liketh  to  his  deitee 
Man  for  to  enfpire,  and  eke  for  to  defef-.de 
Whom  that  him  liketh  ;  lo,  this  is  the  ende. 

Than  thus  conclude  I ;  fin  that  God  of  heven 
Ne  wol  not  that  the  philofophres  neven 
How  that  a  man  fhal  come  unto  this  fton,      '  -  •  - 
I  rede  as  for  the  beft  to  let  it  gon  ; 
For  who  fo  maketh  God  his  adverfary, 
As  for  to  werken  any  thing  in  contrary 
Of  his  will,  certes  never  fhal  he  thrive, 
Though  that  he  multiply  terme  of  his  live.. 
And  ther  a  point,  for  ended  is  my  Tale. 
God  feud  every  good  man  bote  of  his  bale  I 
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WETE  ye  not  wher  ftondeth  a  litel  toun 

Which  that  ycleped  is  Bob-up-and-doun, 

Under  the  Blee  in  Canterbury  way  ? 

Ther  gan  our  hofle  to  jape  and  to  play, 

And  fayde  ;  Sires,  what  ?  Dun  is  in  the  mire  ; 

Is  ther  no  man  for  praiere  ne  for  hire 

That  wol  awaken  our  felaw  behind  ? 

A  thefe  him  might  ful  lightly  rob  and  bind  : 

See  how  he  nappeth,  fee,  for  cockes  bones, 

As  he  wold  fallen  from  his  hors  atones. 

Is  that  a  coke  of  London,  with  mefchance  ? 

Do  him  come  forth,  he  knoweth  his  penance, 

For  he  fhal  tell  a  Tale  by  my  fey, 

Although  it  be  not  worth  a  botel  hey. 

Awake,  thou  coke,  quod  he ;  God  yeve  the  forvve, 

What  aileth  thee  to  flepen  by  the  morwe  ? 

Haft  thou  had  fleen  al  night,  or  art  thou  dronke  ? 

Or  haft  thou  with  fom  quene  al  night  yfwonke 

So  that  thou  mayft  not  holden  up  thin  hed  ? 

This  ccke,  that  was  ful  pale  and  nothing  red, 
Sayd  to  our  Hofte  ;  So  God  my  foule  bieffe, 
As  ther  is  falle  on  me  (wiche  hevineffe, 
>j'ot  I  nat  why,  that  me  were  lever  to  Cepe 
Than  the  beft  gallon  wine  that  is  in  Chepe. 

Wei,  quod  the  Manciple,  if  it  may  don  efe 
To  thee,  Sire  Coke,  and  to  no  wight  difplefe1 
Which  that  hire  rideth  in  this  compagnie, 
And  that  our  Hofte  wcl  of  his  curtefie  ; 
I  wol  as  now  excufe  thee  of  thy  Tale, 
For  in  good  faith  thy  vifage  is  ful  pale  : 
Thin  eyen  dafen,  fothly  as  me  thinketh, 
And  wel  I  wot  thy  breth  ful  foure  ftinkelh, 
That  fheweth  we!  thou  art  not  wel  difpofed  : 
Of  me  certain  thou  malt  not  ben  yglofed. 
See  how  he  galpeth,  lo,  this  dronken  wight, 
As  though  he  wold  us  fwalow  anon  right ! 
Hold  clofe  thy  mouth,  man,  by  thy  father  kin ; 
The  devil  of  helle  let  his  foot  therin, 
Thy  curfed  breth  enfe&en  wol  us  alle  : 
Fy,  ftinking  fwine  !  fy,  foul  mote  thee  bafalle  ! 
A  !  taketh  hoed,  Sires,  of  this  lufty  man. 
toow,  fwete  Sire  !  wol  ye  juft  at  the  fan  ? 
Therto  me  thinketh  ye  be  wel  yfhape,  : 
I  trow  that  ye  have  dronken  win  of  ape, 
And  that  is  whan  men  playen  with  a  ftruw. 

And  with  this  fpeche  the  coke  waxed  all  wraw; 
And  on  the  Manciple  he  gan  not  faft 
For  lacke  of  fyechcj  and  douii  his  hors  him  caft, 


Wher  as  he  lay  til  that  men  him  up  toke  y 
This  was  a  faire  chivachee  of  a  coke  : 
Alas  that  he  ne  had  hold  him  by  his  ladel ! 
And  er  that  he  agen  were  in  the  fade! 
Ther  was  gret  fhoving  bothe  to  and  fro 
To  lift  him  up,  and  mochel  care  and  wo, 
So  unweldy  was  this  fely  palled  goft  ; 
And  to  the  Manciple  then  fpake  our  Hofl, 
Becaufe  that  drinke  hath  domination 
Upon  this  man,  by  my  falvation 
I  trowe  he  lewedly  wol  tell  his  Tale  ; 
For  wer  it  win  or  old  or  moifty  ale 
That  he  hath  dronke  lie  fpeketh  in  his  nofe, 
And  fnefeth  faft,  and  eke  he  hath  the  pofe-; 
He  alfc  hath  to  don  more  than  ynough 
To  keep  him  on  his  capel  out  of  the  flough  •- 
And  if  he  felle  from  of  his  capel  eftfone 
Than  fhul  we  alle  have  ynough  to  done 
In  lifting  up  his  hevy  dronken  cors. 
Tell  on  thy  Tale,  of  him  make  I  no  force. 

But  yet,  Manciple,  in  faith  thou  art  to  nice 
Thus  openly  .to  repreve  him  of  his  vice  ;       ,<j{{  1O 
Another  day  he  wol  paraventure 
Recleimen  thee,  and  bring  thee  to  the  lure ; 
I  mene  he  fpeken  wol  of  fmale  thinges, 
As  for  to  pinchen  at  thy  rekeninges, 
That  were  not  honeft  if  it  came  to  prefe. 

Quod  the  Manciple, That  were  a  gret  mefchcfe; 
So  might  he  lightly  bring  me  in  the  fnare  ; 
Yet  had. I  lever  payen  for  the  mare 
Which  he  writ  on  than  he  fhuld  with  me  ftrive  : 
I  wol  not  wrathen  him,  fo  mote  I  thrive  : 
That  that  I  fpake  I  fayd  it  in  my  bourd 
And  wete  ye  what  ?  I  have  here  in  my  gourd 
A  draught  of  win,  ye  of  a  ripe  grape, 
And  right  anon  ye  fhul  feen  a  good  jape; 
This  coke  fhal  drinke  therof  if  that  I  may ; 
Up  peine  of  my  lif  he  wol  not  fay  nay. 

And  certainly,  to  tellen  as  it  was, 
Of  this  veffell  the  coke  dranke  faft,  (alas ! 
What  nedeth-it  ?  he  dranke  ynough  befornc) 
And  whan  he  hadde  pouped  in  his  home 
To  the  Manciple  he  toke  the  gourd  again  ; 
And  of  that  drinke  the  coke  was  wonder  fain, 
And  thonked  him. in  fwiche  wife  as  he  coude. 

Than  gnn  our  Hofte  to  laughen  wonder  loude 
And  fayd;  I  fee  wel  it  is  neceffary 
/  'Wher  that  we  gon  good  drinke  with  us  to  cary, 
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For  that  wol  turncn  rancour  and  difefe 

To  accord  and  love,  and  many  a  wrong  apefe 

O  Bacchus,  Bacchus  !  bieffed  be  thy  name, 
That  fo  canft  turnen  erneft  into  game  ; 


Worfliip  and  thonke  be  to  thy  deitee. 
Of  that  matere  ye  get  no  more  of  me. 
Tale  on  thy  Tale,  Manciple,  I  thee  pray. 

Wei,  Sire,  quod  he,  now  herkeneth  what  1  fay. 
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Vv  HAN  Phebus  dwelled  here  in  erth  adoun, 
As  olde  bookes  maken  mentioun, 
He  was  the  mofte  lufty  bacheler 
Of  all  this  world,  and  eke  the  beft  archer  : 
He  flow  Phiton  the  ferpent  as  he  lay 
Sleping  agains  the  fonne  upon  a  day; 
And  many  another  noble  worthy  dede 
He  with  his  bow  wrought,  as  men  mowen  rede. 

Playen  be  coude  on  every  minftrakie, 
And  fingen  that  it  was  a  melodic 
To  heren  of  his  clere  vois  the  foun  : 
Certes  the  King  of  Thebes  Amphiounj 

.  That  with  his  finging  walled  the  citee, 
Coud  never  fingen  half  fe  wel  as  he. 
Therto  he  was  the  femeliefte  man  .•  "^  '>r 

That  is  or  was  fithen  the  world  began. 
What  nedeth  it  his  feture  to  defcrive  ? 
Tor  in  this  world  n'is  non  fo  faire  on  live  ; 
He  was  therwith  fulfilled  of  gentillefle, 
Of  honour,  and  of  parfite  worthineffe. 

This  Phebus,  that  was  floure  of  bachelerie, 
As  wel  in  fredom  as  in  chivalrie, 
For  his  difport,  in  figne  eke  of  vidtorie 
Of  Phiton,  fo  as  telleth  us  the  ftorje, 
"Was  wont  to  beren  in  his  hond  a  bowe. 
^Now  had  this  Phebus  in  his  hous  a  crowfi. 
Which  in  a  cage  he  foftred  many  a  day, 
And  taught  it  fpeken,  as  men  teche  a  jay. 
Whit  was  this  crowe,  as  is  a  fnow-whit  fwan, 
And  contrefete  the  fpeche  of  every  man 
He  coude  whan  he  ihulde  tell  a  tale  : 
Therwith  in  all  this  world  no  nightingale 
Ne  coude  by  an  hundred  thoufand  del 
Singen  fo  wonder  merily  and  wel. 

Now  had  this  Phebus  in  his  hous  a  wif 
Which  that. he  loved  more  than  his  lif, 
And  night  and  day  did  ever  his  diligence 
Hire  for  to  plefs  and  don  hire  reverence  ; 
Save  only,  if  that  I  the  foth  dial  fain, 

Jelous  he  was,  and  world  have  kept  hire  fain, 

*  Phoebus kepeth  a  white  crow  which  can  fpeak  as  a  jay. 
The  crow  accufeth  his  wire,  of  whom  he  was  too  jealoufe, 
to  have  played  falfe  in  his  ahfencc ;  hereupon  with  an 
arrow  he  flayethhis  wile  but  after  repenting  of  his  ralh- 
nefs  h«  takech  revenge  of  the  crow.  Urry. 


For  him  were  loth  yjaped  for  to  be, 
And  fo  is  every  wight  in  fwiche  degree  ! 
But  all  for  nought,  for  it  availeth  nought. 
A  good  wif,  that  is  clene  of  werk  and  thought, 
Shuld  not  be  kept  in  non  await  certain  ; 
And  trewely  the  labour  is  in  vain 
To  kepe  a  ihrewe,  for  it  wol  not  be. 
This  hold  I  for  a  veray  nicetee 
To  fpillen  labour  for  to  kepen  wives  ; 
Thus  writen  olde  clerkes  in  hir  lives. 
But  now  to  purpos  a*  I  firft  began. 
This  worthy  Phebus  doth  all  that  he  can 
To  plefen  hire,  wening  thurgh  fwiche  plefance, 
And  for  his  manhood  and  his  governance, 
That  no  man  fhulde  put  him  from  hire  grace  ; 
But  God  it  wote  ther  may  no  man  embrace 
As  to  deftreine  a  thing  which  that  Nature 
Hath  naturelly  fet  in  a  creature* 

Take  any  brid  and  put  it  in  a  cage, 
And  do  all  thin  entente  and  thy  corage 
To  fofter  it  tendrely  with  mete  and  drinke 
Of  alle  deintees  that  thou  canft  bethinke, 
And  kepe  it  al  fo  clenely  as  thou  may, 
Although  the  cage  of  gold  be  never  fo  gay, 
Yet  had  this  brid  by  twenty  thoufand  fold 
Lever  in  a  foreft  that  is  wilde  and  cold 
Gon  eten  wormes  and  fwiche  wretchednefle  : 
For  ever  this  brid  will  don  his  befinefle 
To  efcape  out  of  his  cage  whan  that  he  may  : 
His  libtrtee  the  brid  defireth  ay. 

Let  take  a  cat,  and  fofter  hire  with  milke 
And  tendre  flefh,  and  make  hire  couche  of  filke, 
And  let  hire  fee  a  mous  go  by  the  wall, 
Anon  fhe  weiveth  milke  and  flefh  and  all, 
And  every  deintee  that  is  in  that  hous, 
Swiche  appetit  hath  {he  to  etc  the  mous. 
Lo,  here  hath  kind  hire  domination, 
And  appetit  flemeth  difcretion. 

A  fhe-wolf  hath  alfo  a  vilains  kind  ; 
The  lewedefte  wolf  that  fhe  may  find, 
Or  left  of  reputation,  wol  {he  take 
In  time  whan  hire  loft  to  have  a  make. 

All  thife  enfamples  fpeke  I  by  thife  men 
That  ben  untrewe,  and  nothing  by  women  j. 
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For  men  have  ever  a  likerous  appetit 
On  lower  thing  to  parforme  hir  delit 
Than  on  hir  wives,  be  they  never  fo  faire, 
Ne  never  fo  trewe,  ne  fo  debonaire. 
Flefh  is  fo  nev/efangle,  with  mefchance, 
That  we  ne  con  in  nothing  have  plefance 
That  founeth  unto  vertue  any  while. 

This  Phebus,  which  that  thought  upon  no  gile 
Difceived  was  for  all  his  jolitee, 
For  under  him  another  hadde  fhe, 
A  man  of  litel  reputation, 
Nought  worth  to  Phebus  in  comparifon  : 
The  more  harme  is  :  it  happeth  often  fo, 
Of  which  ther  cometh  mochel  harme  and  wo. 

And  fo  befell  whan  Phebus  was  abfent 
His  wif  anon  hath  for  hire  lemman  fent. 
Hire  lemman  !  certes  that  is  a  knavifh  fpeche  ; 
Foryeve  it  me,  and  that  I  you  befeche  ; 

The  wife  Plato  fayth,as  ye  mow  rede, 
The  word  muft  nede  accorden  wit  the  dede  : 
If  men  ihul  tellen  proprely  a  thing 
The  word  muft  cofin  be  to  the  werking. 
I  am  a  boiftous  man,  right  thus  fay  I ; 
Ther  is  no  difference  trewely 
Betwixt  a  wif  that  is  of  high  degree 
(If  of  hire  body  difhoneft  fhe  be) 
And  any  poure  wenche,  other  than  this, 
(If  it  fo  be  they  werken  both  amis) 
But  for  the  gentil  is  in  eftat  above 
She  fhal  be  cleped  his  Lady  and  his  Love, 
And  for  that  other  is  a  poure  woman 
She  fhal  be  cleped  his  Wenche  and  his  Lemman  ; 
And  God  it  wote,  mine  owen  dere  brother  ! 
Men  lay  as  low  that  on  as  lith  that  other. 

Right  fo  betwixt  a  titleles  tiraunt 
And  an  outlawe,  or  elles  a  thefe  erraunt, 
The  fame  I  fay  ;  ther  is  no  difference, 
(To  Alexander  told  was  this  fentence) 
B.ut  for  the  tyrant  is  of  greter  might 
By  force  of  meine  for  to  fie  doun  right, 
And  brennen  hous  and  horn,  and  make  all  plain, 
Lo,therfore  is  he  cleped  a  Capitain  ; 
And  for  the  outlawe  hath  but  fmale  meine, 
And  may  not  do  fo  gret  an  harme  as  he, 
Ne  bring  a  contree  to  fo  gret  mefchiefe. 
Men  clepen  him  an  Outlawe  or  a  Thefe. 

But  for  I  am  a  man  not  textuel 
I  wol  not  tell  of  textes  never  a  del ; 
t  wol  go  to  my  Tale  as  I  began. 

Whan  Phebus  wif  had  fent  for  hire  lemman 
Lnon  they  wroughten  all  hir  luft  vclage. 
"lis  white  crowe,  that  heng  ay  in  the  cage, 

;held  hir  werke,  and  fayde  never  a  word  ; 

id  whan  that  home  was  come  Phebus  the  lord 

us  crowe  fong  Cuckow,  cuckow,  cuckow  ! 

What  ?  brid,  quod  Phebus,  what  fong  fmgeft  thou 
"     were  thou  wont  fo  merily  to  fing,          [now  ? 
That  to  my  herte  it  was  a  rejoyfing 
To  here  thy  vois  ?  Alas  !  what  fong  is  this  !. 

By  God,  quod  he,  I  fmge  not  amis. 
Phebus,  (quod  he)  for  all  thy  worthineffe, 
For  all  thy  beautee  and  all  thy  gentilleffe, 
For  all  thy  fong  and  all  thy  minftralcie, 
For  all  thy  waiting,  blered  is  thin  eye 


With  on  of  litel  reputation, 

Not  worth  to  thee  as  in  comparifon 

The  mountance  of  a  gnat,  fo  mote  I  thrive, 

For  on  thy  bedde  thy  wif  I  faw  him  fwive. 

What  wol  you  more  ?  the  crowe  anon  him  told^ 
By  fade  tokenes  and  by  wordes  bold, 
How  that  his  wif  had  don  hire  lecherie 
Him  to  gret  fhame  and  to  gret  vilanie, 
And  told  him  oft  he  fawe  it  with  hL  eyen. 

This  Phebus  gan  awayward  for  to  wrien  : 
Him  thought  his  woful  herte  braft  atwo  ; 
His  bowe  he  bent,  and  fet  therin  a  flo, 
And  in  his  ire  he  h^th  his  wif  yflain  : 
This  is  the  effect,  ther  is  no  more  to  fain  ; 
For  forwe  of  which  he  brake  his  minftralcie, 
Both  harpe  and  lute,  giterne  and  fautrie, 
And  eke  he  brake  his  arwes  and  his  bowe, 
And  after  that  thus  fpake  he  to  the  crowe  : 

Traitour,  quod  he,  with  tonge  of  fcorpion 
Thou  haft  me  brought  to  my  confufion  : 
Alas  that  I  was  wrought !  why  n'ere  I  dede  I 

O  dere  wif,  o  gemme  of  luftyhede! 
That  were  to  me  fo  fade  and  eke  fo  trewe,   , 
Now  lieft  thou  ded,  with  face  pale  of  hewe, 
Ful  gilteles,  that  durft  I  fwere  ywis. 

O  rakel  hond  !  to  do  fo  foule  a  mis  : 
O  troubled  wit,  o  ire  rcccheles  ! 
That  unadvifed  fmiteft  gliteles  : 

0  wantruft !  ful  of  falfe  fufpecion, 
Wher  was  thy  wit  and  thy  difcretion  ? 

O  !  every  man  beware  of  rakelneffe, 
Ne  trowe  no  thing  withouten  ftrong  witnefle  ; 
Smite  not  to_  fone  er  that  ye  weten  why, 
And  beth  avifed  wel  and  fikerly 
Or  ye  do  any  execution 
Upon  your  ire  for  fufpecion. 
Alas  !  a  thoufand  folk  hath  rakel  ire 
Fully  fordon,  and  brought  hem  in  the  mire, 
Alas  !  for  forwe  I  wol  myfelven  fie. 

And  to  the  crowe,  O  falfe  thefe  !  faid  he, 

1  wol  thee  quite  anon  thy  falfe  tale ; 
Thou  fong  whilom  like  any  nightingale, 
Now  fhalt  thou,  falfe  thefe,  thy  fong  forgon, 
And  eke  thy  white  fethers  everich  on, 

Ne  never  in  all  thy  lif  ne  fhalt  thou  fpeke ; 
Thus  fhul  men  on  a  traitour  ben  awreke. 
Thou  and  thin  offspring  ever  fhul  be  blake., 
Ne  never  fwete  noife  fhul  ye  make, 
But  ever  crie  ageins  tempeft  and  rain, 
In  token  that  thurgh  thee  my  wif  is  flain. 

And  to  the  crowe  he  ftert,  and  that  anon, 
And  pulled  his  white  fathers  everich  on, 
And  made  him  blak,  and  raft  him  all  his  fong 
And  eke  his  fpeche,  and  out  at  dore  him  fiong 
Unto  the  devil,  which  I  him  betake; 
And  for  this  caufe  ben  alle  crowes  blake. 

Lordings,  by  this  enfample  I  you  pray 
Beth  ware,  and  taketh  kepe  what  that  ye  fay, 
Ne  telleth  never  man  in  all  your  lif 
How  that  another  man  hath  dight  his  wif; 
He  wol  you  haten  mortally  certain. 
Dan  Salomon,  as  wife  clerkes  fain, 
Techeth.a  man  to  kepe  his  tonge  wel ; 
But,  as  I  fayd,  I  am  no  textuel  j 
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But  natheles  thus  taughte  me  my  dame  ; 

My  fone,  thinke  on  the  crowe  a  Goddes  name  : 

My  fone,  kepe  wel  thy  tonge,  and  kepe  thy  frend ; 

A  wicked  tonge  is  worfe  than  a  fend  : 

My  fone,  from  a  fende  men  may  hem  bleffe  : 

My  fone,  God  of  his  endcles  goodneffe 

Walled  a  tonge  with  teeth,  and  lippes  eke, 

For  man  fhuld  him  avifen  what  he  fpeke  : 

My  fone,  ful  often  for  to  mochel  fpeche 

Hath  many  a  man  ben  fpilt,  as  clerkes  teche, 

But  for  a  litel  fpeche  avifedly 

Is  no  man  fhent,  to  fpeken  generally  ; 

My  fone,  thy  tonge  fhuldeft  thou  reftreine 

At  alle  time,  but  whan  thou  doft  thy  peine 

To  fpeke  of  God  in  honour  and  prayere  : 

The  firfte  vertue,  fone,  if  thou  wolt  lere, 

Is  to  reftraine  and  kepen  wel  thy  tonge ; 

Thus  leren  children  whan  that  they  be  yonge  ; 

My  fone,  of  mochel  fpeking  evil  avifed, 

Ther  leffe  fpeking  had  ynough  fuffifed, 

Cometh  mochel  harme  :  thus  was  me  told  and 

In  mochel  fpeche  finne  wanteth  naught,    [taught, 

Woft  thou  wherof  a  rakel  tonge  ferveth  ? 

jR.ight  as  a  fwerd  forcutteth  and  forkpryetb. 


An  arme  atwo,  my  dere  fone  !  right  f<p 

A  tonge  ctitteth  frendfhip  all  atwo  : 

A  jangler  is  to  God  abhominable; 

Rede  Salomon,  fo  wife  and  honourable, 

Rede  David  in  his  Pfalmes,  rede  Senek. 

My  fone,  fpeke  not  but  with  thyn  hed  thou  beck<j 

Diffimule  as  thou  were  defe  if  that  thou  here 

A  janglour  fpeke  of  perilous  matere. 

The  Fleming  fayth,  and  lerne  if  that  thee  left, 

That  litel  jangling  caufeth  mochel  reft. 

My  fone,  if  thou  no  wicked  word  haft  faid 

Thee  thar  not  dreden  for  to  be  bewraid  ; 

But  he  that  hath  miffayd,  I  dare  wel  fain, 

He  may  by  no  way  clepe  his  word  again. 

Thing  that  is  fayd  is  fayd,  and  forth  it  goth  ; 

Though  him  repent,  or  be  him  never  fo  loth,, 

He  is  his  thral  to  whom  that  he  hath  fayd 

A  tale  of  which  he  is  now  evil  apaid. 

My  fone, beware,  and  be  non  auctour  newe 

Of  tidings  whether  they  ben  falfe  or  trewe  : 

Wher  fo  thou  come,  amonges  high  or  lowe, 

Kepe  wel  thy  tonge,  and  thinke  upon  the  crowe* 
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BY  that  the  Manciple  had  his  tale  ended 
The  fonne  fro  the  fouth  line  was  defcended 
So  lowe,  that  it  ne  was  not  to  my  fight 
Degrees  nine-and-twenty  as  of  bight. 
Foure  of  the  clok  it  was  tho,  as  I  geffe, 
For  enleven  foot,  a  litel  more  or  leffe, 
My  fhadow  was  at  thilke  time  as  there, 
Of  fvviche  feet  as  my  lengthe  parted  were 
In  fix  feet  equal  of  proportion  ; 
Therwith  the  mones  exaltation, 
I  mene  Libra,  alway  gan  afcende 
As  we  were  entring  at  the  thorpes  ende ; 
For  which  our  Hofte,  as  he  was  wont  to  gic 
As  in  this  cas  our  jolly  c&mpagnie, 
Said  in  this  wife;  Lordings  ev^nch  on, 
Now  lacketh  us  no  Tales  mo  thin  on  : 
Fulfilled  is  my  fentence  and  my  decree  ;* 
I  trowe  that  we  han  herd  of  eche  degree  : 
Almoft  fulfilled  in  myn  ordinance ; 
J  pray  to  God  fo  yeve  him  right  good  chance 
That  telleth  us  this  Tale  luftily. 

Sire  Preeft,  quod  he,  art  thou  a  vicary, 
Or  art  thou  a  Perfon  ?  fay  Jbth  by  thy  fay. 
Be  what  thou  be  ne  breke  thou  not  our  play, 
For  every  man  faye  thou  hath  told  his  Tale, 
Unbokel  and  fhew  us  what  is  in  thy  male  ; 
For  trewely  me  thinketh  by  thy  chere 
Thou  fhuldeft  knitte  up  wel  a  gret  matere. 
Tell  us  a  fable  anon,  for  cockes  bones. 

This  Perfon  him  anfwerd  al  at  ones; 
Thou  geteft  fable  non  ytold  for  me, 
For  Poule,  that  writeth  unto  Timothe, 
Repreveth  hem  that  weiven  fothfaftnefie, 
And  tellen  fables  and  fwiche  wretchednefle. 
Why  Ihuld  I  fowen  draf  out  of  my  fift 
Whan  I  may  fowen  whete  if  that  me  lift  f 
For  which  I  fay,  if  that  you  lift  to  here 
Moralitee  and  vertuous  matere, 


I  And  than  that  ye  wol  yeve  me 
I  wold  ful  fain  at  Criftes  reverence 
Don  you  plefance  leful,  as  I  can  ; 
But  trufteth  wel  I  am  a  fotherne  man  ; 
I  cannot  gefte,  rom,  ram,  ruf,  by  my  letter, 
And,  God  wote,  rime  hold  I  but  litel  better  ; 
And  therfore  if  you  lift,  I  wol  not  glofe, 
I  wol  you  tell  a  litel  Tale  in  profe 
To  knitte  up  all  this  fefte  and  make  an  cnde; 
And  Jefu  for  his  grace  wit  me  fende 
To  fhewen  you  the  way  in  this  vrage 
Of  thilke  parfit  glorious  pilgrimage 
That  hight  Jerufalem  celeftial : 
And  if  ye  vouchefauf  anon  I  ftial 
Beginne  upon  my  Tale,  for  which  I  pray 
Tell  your  avis  ;  I  can  no  better  fay. 

But  natheles  this  meditation. 
I  put  it  ay  under  correction 
Of  clerkes,  for  I  am  not  textuel : 
I  take  but  the  fentence,  trufteth  me  wel  J 
Therfore  I  make  a  proteftation 
That  I  wol  ftanden  to  correction. 

Upon  this  word  we  han  aiTented  fone ; 
For  as  us  femed  it  was  for  to  done, 
To  enden  in  fom  vertuous  fentence, 
And  for  to  yeve  him  fpace  and  audience, 
And  bade  our  Hofte  he  ihulde  to  him  fay 
That  alle  we  to  tell  his  Tale  him  pray. 

Our  Hofte  had  the  wordes  for  us  alle  : 
Sire  Preeft,  quod  he,  now  faire  you  befalle ; 
Say  what  you  lift,  and  we  fhul  gladly  here. 
And  with  that  word  he  faid  in  this  manere ; 
Telleth,  quod  he,  your  meditation, 
But  hafteth  you,  the  fonne  wol  adoun : 
Beth  fructuous,  and  that  in  litel  fpace, 
And  to  do  wel  Cod  fende  you  his  grace* 
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OUR  fwcte  Lord  God  of  heven,  that  no  man  wol 
perifh,  but  wol  that  we  comen  all  to  the  know- 
leching  of  him,  and  to  the  blisful  lif  that  is  par- 
durable^  ampnefteth  us  by  the  prophet  Jeremic, 
that  fayth  in  this  wife,  Stondeth  upon  the  wayes, 
and  feeth,  and  axeth  of  the  olde  pathes,  that  is  to 
fay,  of  olde  fentenccs,  which  is  the  good  way,  and 
•svalketh  in  that  way,  and  ye  fhul  finde  refrefhing 
for  your  foules.  Many  ben  the  wayes  fpirituel  that 
leden  folk  topur  Lord  Jefu  Criil,  and  totheregne 
of  glory;  of  which  wayes  ther  is  a  ful  noble  way, 
and  wel  covenable,  which  may  not  faille  to  man, 
ne  to  woman  that  thurgh  finne  hath  mifgcn  fro 
the  right  way  of  Jerufalem  celeflial,  and  this  way 
is  cleped  Penance,  of  which  man  fhuld  gladly  her- 
ken  and  enqucren  with  all  his  herte,  to  wete  what 
Is  penance,  and  whennes  it  ie  cleped  penance,  and 
how  many  maneres  ben  of  actions  or  werkings  of 
•  penancex  and  how  many  fpices  ther  ben  of  pe 
nance,  and  which  thinges  apperteinen  and  beho- 
ven  to  penance,  and  which  .thinges  diftroublen 
penance. 

Seint  Ambrofe  fayth,that  penance  is  the  plain-, 
ing  of  man  for  the  gilt  that  he  hath  don,  and  no 
more  to  do  any  thing  for  which  him  ought  to 
plaine;  and  fom  dodlour  fayth,  Penance  is  the 
•waymenting  of  man  that  forweth  for  his  finne, 
and  peineth  himfelf  for  he  hath  mifdon.  Penance 
•with  certain  circumftances  is  veray  repentance  of 
man,  that  holdcth  himfelf  in  forvve  and  other  peirte 
for  his  giltes;  and  for  he  fhal  be  veray  penitent  he 
ihal  frrft  bewailen  the  finnes  that  he  hath  don, arid 
ftedfaftly  purpofen  in  his  herte  to  have  fhrift  of 
mouth,  and  to  don  fatisfac~lion,  and  never  to  don 
thing  for  which  him  ought  more  to  bewayle  or 
complaine,  and  to  continue  in  good  werkes,  or 
elles  his  repentance  may  not  availe  :  for,  as  Seint 
Ifidor  fayth,  He  is  ajaper  and  a  gabber,  and  not 
veray  repentant,  that  eftfones  doth  thing  for 
•which  him  oweth  to  repent.  Weping,  and  not  for 
to  flint  to  do  finne,  may  not  availe.  But  natheles 
men  fhuld  hope  that  at  every  time  that  man  fal- 
leth,  be  it  never  fo  oft,  that  he  may  arife  thurgh 
penance,  if  he  have  grace ;  but  certain  it  is  gret 
doute  ;  for,  as  faith  Seint  Gregorie,  Unnethes  a- 

*  Jerem.  vi.  ;  "  State  fuper  vias,  et  videte,  et  interro- 
"  gate  tie  femitis  antiquis,  quae  lit  via  bona,  et  ambu- 
"  late  inea  ;  etinvemcusreirigerium  aoUaaoui  vdtiia." 
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rifeth  he  out  of  finne  tha.t  is  charged  with  the 
charge  of  evil  ufage  :  and  therfore  repentant  folk, 
that  flint  for  to  finne,  and  forlete  finne  or  that 
finne  forlete  hem,  holy  chirche  holdeth  hem  fiker 
of  hir  falvation  :  and  he  that  finneth  and  veraily 
repenteth  him  in  his  laft  day,  holy  chirche  yet  ho- 
peth  his  falvation,  by  the  grete  mercy  of  our  Lord 
Jefu  Crift,  for  his  repentance  :  but  take  ye  the 
fiker  and  certain  way. 

And  now,  fith  I  have  declared  you  what  thing 
is  penance;  now  ye  fhul  underftond  that  ther  ben 
three  actions  of  penance.  The  firft  is,  that  a  man 
be  baptifed  after  that  he  hath  finned. '  Seint  Au- 
guftine  fayth,  But  he  be  penitent  for  his  old  fiafu 
lif,  he  may  not  beginne  the  newe  clene  lif;  for 
certes,  if  he  be  baptifed  without  penitence  of  his 
old  gilt,  he  receiveth  the  marke  of  baptiline,  but 
not  the  grace,  ne  the  remiffion  of  his  fmnes,  til  he 
have  very  repentance.  Another  defaut  is,  that  men 
don  dedly  finne  after  that  they  have  received  bap- 
tifme.  The  thridde  defaute  is,  that  men  fall  in  ve 
nial  fmnes  after  hir  baptifme  fro  day  to  day  : 
therof  fayth  Seint  Auguftin,  that  penance  of  good 
and  humble  folk  is  the  penance  of  every  day. 

The  fpices  of  penance  ben  ti?ree.  That  on  of 
hem  is  folempne,  another  is  commune,  and  the 
thridde  privee.  Thilke  penance  that  is  folempne 
is  in  two  maneres,  as  to  be  put  out  of  holy  chirche 
in  lenton,  for  flaughter  of  children,  and  fwiche 
maner  thing  :  another  is,  whan  a  man  hath  fin 
ned  openly,  of  which  finne  the  fame  is  openly 
fpoken  in  the  contree,  and  than  holy  chirche  by 
jugement  diftreyneth  him  for  to  do  open  penance : 
commun  penance  is  that  preeftes  enjojnen  men  in 
certain  cas,  as  for  to  go  para  venture  naked  on  pil 
grimage  or  bare  foot :  privee  penance  is  thilka 
that  men  don  all  day  for  privee  fmnes,  of  which 
we  ihrive  us  prively,  and  receive  privee  penance. 

Now  fhalt  thou  underftond  what  is  behoveful 
and  neceffary  to  every  parfit  penarree ;  and  this 
ftont  on  three  thinges,  contrition  of  herte,  confef- 
fion  of  mouth,  and  fatisfadicn ;  for  which  fayth 
Seint  John  Chrifoftome,  Penance  diftreineth  a 
man  to  accept  benignely  every  peine  that  him  '19 
enjoined  with  contrition  of  herte,  and  fhrift  of 
mouth,  with  fatisfadlion,  and  werkir£  of  all  maner/ 
humilitee.  And  this  is  fruitful  penance  ayenfl  tho,. 
three  thinges  in  which  we  wrathen  our  Lord  Jefu. 
Crift  j  this  is  to  fa,y,  by  delit  in  thinking,  by  recho* 
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lefneffe  in  fpeking,  and  by  wicked  finful  werking : 
£md  ayenft  thife  wicked  giltes  is  penance,  that 
may  be  likened  unto  a  tree. 

The  rote  of  this  tree  is  contrition,  that  hideth  j 
him  in  the  herte  of  him  that  is  veray  repentant,  ! 
right  as  the  rote  of  the  tree  hideth  him  in  the  ; 
erthe.  Of  this  rote  of  contrition  fpringeth  a  ftalke 
that  bereth  branches  and  leves  of  confeffion,  and 
fruit  of  fatisfaclion ;  of  which  Crift  fayth  in  his 
Gofpell,  Doth  ye  digne  fruit  of  penitence,  for  by 
this  fruit  mow  men  underftonde  and  knowe  this 
tree,  and  not  by  the  rote  that  is  hid  in  the  herte 
of  nia"n,  ne  by  the  branches,  ne  the  leves  of  con- 
feflion  :  and  therfore  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift  faith 
thus,  By  the  fruit  of  hem  flial  ye  knowe  hem. 
Of  this  rote  alfo  fpringeth  a  feed  of  grace,  which 
feed  is  moder  of  fikernefle,  and  this  feed  is  eger 
and  hote.  The  grace  of  this  feed  fpringeth  of  God, 
thurgh  remembrance  on  the  day  of  dome  and  on 
the  peines  of  helle.  Of  this  matere  fayth  Salo 
mon,  that  in  the  drede  of  God  man  forletteth  his 
iinne.  The  hete  of  this  fede  is  the  l&ve  of  God, 
and  the  defiring  of  the  joye  perdurable.  This 
hete  draweth  the  herte  of  man  to  God,  and  doth 
him  hate  his  fmne;  for  fothly  ther  is  nothing 
that  favoureth  fo  fote  to  a  child  as  the  milke  of 
his  norice,  ne  nothing  is  to  him  more  abhomina- 
fele  than  that  milke  whan  it  is  medled  with  other 
mete.  Right  fo  the  finful  man  that  loveth  his 
fmne,  him  femeth  that  it  is  to  him  riioft  fwete  of 
any  thing,  but  fro  that  time  that  he  loveth  fadly 
our  Lord  Jefu  Crift,  and  defireth  the  lifperdurable, 
ther  is  to  him  nothing  more  abhominable;  for 
fothly  the  lawe  of  God  is  the  love  of  God :  for 
\vhichDavid  the  prophet  fayth,  I  have  loved  thy 
lawe,  and  hated  wickednefle  :  he  that  loveth  God 
kepeth  his  lawe  and  his  word.  This  tree  faw  the 
prophet  Daniel  in  fpirit  upon  the  vifion  of  Na- 
buchodonofor,  whan  he  confeilled  him  to  do  pe 
nance.  Penance  is  the  tree  of  lif  to  hem  that  it 
receiven  ;  and  he  that  holdeth  him  in  veray  penance 
is  blifsful,  after  the  fentence  of  Salomon. 

In  this  penance  or  contrition,  man  fhal  under- 
ftond  foure  thinges;  that  is  to  fay,  what  is  contri 
tion,  and  which  ben  the  caufes  that  moven  a  man 
to  contrition,  and  how  he  fhuld  be  contrite,  and 
what  contrition  availeth  to  the  foule.  Than  is  it 
thus,  that  contrition  is  the  veray  forwe  that  a  man 

ceiveth  in  his  herte  for  his  finnes,  with  fad  pur- 
to  fhriven  him,  and  to  do  penance,  and  never 

re  to  don  fmne.  And  this  forwe  fhal  be  in 
this  maner,  as  fayth  Seint  Bernard ;  it  fhal  ben 
hevy  and  grevous,  and  ful  fharp  and  poinant  in 
herte  ;  firft,  for  a  man  hath  agilted  his  Lord  and 
his  creatour,  and  more  fharpe  and  poinant,  for  he 
hath  agilted  his  father  celeftial,  and  yet  more 
iharpe  and  poinant,  for  he  hath  wrathed  and  agilt 
ed  him  that  boughte  him,  that  with  his  precious 
blod  hath  delivered  us  fro  the  bondes  of  fmne, 
and  fro  the  crueltee  of  the  devil,  and  fro  the  peines 
9f  helle. 

The  caufes  that  ought  to  meve  a  man  to  con 
trition  ben  fixe.  Firft,  a  man  fhal  remembre  him 
of  his  finnes ;  but  loke  that  that  remembrance  ne 
be  to  him  no  dclit  by  no  way,  but  grete  fhame  and 
forwe  for  his  finnes;  for  Job  fayth,  Sinful  men 
VOL.  I. 


177 


don  werkes  worthy  of  confeffion;  and  therefore 
fayth  Ezechiel,  I  wol  remembre  me  all  the  yeres 
of  my  lif  in  the  bitterneffe  of  my  herte  :  and  God 
fayth  in  the  Apocalipfe,  Remembre  you  fro  whens 
that  ye  ben  fall,  for  before  the  time  that  ye  finned, 
ye  weren  children  of  God,  and  limmes  of  the 
regne  of  God ;  but  for  your  firine  ye  ben  waxen 
thral,  and  foule  membres  of  the  fende,  hate  of 
angels,  fclaunder  of  holy  chirche,  arid  fode  of  ths 
falfc  fcrpent,  perpetuel  matere  of  the  fire  of  helle, 
and  yet  more  foule  and  abhominable  for  ye  tref- 
paffen  fo  oft  times  as  doth  the  hound  that  torneth. 
again  to  ete  his  own  fpewing,  and  yet  fouler  for 
your  long  continuing  in  fmne,  and  your  finful  u- 
fage,  for  w*hich  ye  be  roten  in  your  finnes  as  a, 
beefl  in  his  donge.  Swiche  manere  thoughtes 
make  a  man  to  have  fhame  of  his  fmne  and  no 
delit,  as  God  fayth  by  the  prophet  Ezechiel,  Ye 
fhul  remembre  you  of  your  wayes,  and  they  fhul 
difplefe  you.  Sothly  finnes  ben  the  waies  that 
lede  folk  to  hell. 

The  fecond  caufe  that  ought  to  make  a  man  to> 
have  difdeigne  of  fmne  is  this,  that,  as  faith  Seint 
Peter,  Who  fo  doth  fmne  is  thral  to  fmne,  and 
firine  'putteth  a  man  in  gret  thraldom,  and  ther 
fore  fayth  the  prophet  Ezechiel,  I  went  forvveful, 
,ind  had  difdeigne  of  myfelf.  Certes  wel  ought  a. 
man  have  difdeigne  of  fmne,  and  withdraw  him. 
fro  that  thraldom  and  vilany.  And  lo,  what  faytli 
Seneke  in  this  m.'.ter  ?  He  faith  thus,  Though  £ 
wift  that  neither  God  ne  man  fhuld  never  know- 
it,  yet  wold  I  have  difdeigne  for  to  do  finne.. 
And  the  fame  Seneke  alfo  fayth,  I  am  borne  to 
greter  thinges  than  to  be  thral  to  my  body,  or  for 
to  make  of  my  body  a  thral.  Ne  a  fouler  thral 
may  no  man  ne  woman  make  of  his  body  than  for 
to  yeve  his  body  to  fmne :  al  were  it  the  foulefl 
chorle  or  the  fouleft  woman  that  liveth,  and  left 
of  value,  yet  is  he  than  more  foule  and  more  in 
fervitude.  Ever  fro  the  higher  degree  that  mart 
falleth,  the  more  is  he  thral,  and  more  to  God 
and  to  the  world  vile  and  abhominable.  O  good 
God  !  wel  ought  a  man  have  difdeigne  of  fmne, 
fith  that  thurgh  fmne  ther  he  was  free  he  is  made 
bond  :  and  therfofe  fayth  Seint  Auguftine,  If 
thou  haft  difdeigne  of  thy  fervant,  if  he  offend  or 
fmne,  have  thou  than  difdeigne  that  thou  thy  felf 
fhukleft  do  fmne.  Take  reward  of  their  owert 
value  that  thou  ne  be  to  foule  to  thyfelf.  A- 
las!  wel  oughten  they  than  have  difdeigne  to 
be  fervants  and  thralles  to  fame,  and  fore  to  be 
afhamed  of  hemfelf,  that  God  of  his  endles  good- 
nefTe  hath  fette  in  high  eftat,  or  yeve  hem  witte, 
ftrength  of  body,  hele,  beautee,  or  profperitee, 
and  bought  hem  fro  the  deth  with  his  herte 
blood,  tJiat  they  fo  unkindly  agains  his  gentil- 
Icffe  quiten  him  fo  vilainfly,  to  flaughter  of  hir 
owen  foules,  O  good  God  !  ye  women  that  ben 
of  gret  beautee,  remembreth  you  on  the  pro- 
verbe  of  Salomon,  that  likeneth  a  faire  woman 
that  is  a  fool  of  hire  body,  to  a  ring  of  gold  that 
is  worne  in  the  groine  of  a  fowe ;  for  right  as  a 
fowe  wroteth  in  every  ordure,  fo  wroteth  me  hire 
beautee  in  {linking  ordure  of  finne. 

The  thridde  caufe  that  ought  to  meve  a  man  to 
contrition,  is  drcde  of  the  day  of  dome,  and  of  the 
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horrible  peines  of  helle;  for,  as  Seint  Jerome  fayth, 
At  every  time  that  me  remembreth  of  the  day  of 
dome  I  quake;  for  whan  I  etc  or  drinke,  or  do  1 
•what  fo  I  do,  ever  femcth  me  that  the  trompe  j 
fowne,th  in  min  eres,  Rifeth  ye  up  that  ben  ded,  ; 
and  cometh  to  the  jugement.  O  good  God! 
ihoche  ought  a  man  to  drede  fwiche  a  jugement, 
ther  as  we  fhul  be  alle,  as  Seint  Poule  fayth,  be 
fore  the  ftreit  jugement  of  oure  Lord  Jefu  Crift, 
\vheras  he  fhal  make  a  general  congregation, 
•wheras  no  man  may  be  abfent ;  for  certes,  ther. 
availeth  non  effoine,  ne  non  excufation ;  and  not 
only  that  our  defautes  fhul  be  juged,  but  eke  that, 
all  our  werk.es  fhul  openly  be  knowen.  And,  as 
layth  Seint  Bernard,  Ther  ne  fhal  no  plcting  availe, 
rie  no  Height :  we  fhal  yve  rekening  of  everich 
idle  word  :  ther  fhal  we  have  a  juge  that  may 
cot  be  deceived,  ne  corrupt :  and  why  ?  for  certes 
all  cur  thoughtesbendifcovered  as  to  him  :  nefor 
prayer,  ne  for  mede  he  wil  not  be  corrupt ;  and 
therfore  faith  Salomon,  The  wrath  of  God  ne  wol 
not  fpare  no  wight  for  prayer,  ne  for  yeft ;  and 
tl.erfore  at  the  day  of  dome  ther  is  non  hope  to 
efcape  ;  wherfore,  as  fayth  Seint  Anfelme,  Ful 
gf  et  anguifh  fhal  the  fmful  folk  have  at  that  time  : 
ther  fhal  be  the  fterne  and  wroth  juge  fitting  a- 
bove,  and  under  him  the  horrible  pitte  of  helle 
open,  to  deftroye  him  that  wolde  not  be  knowen 
Iiis  finnes,  which  finnes  fhullen  Tpenlybe  fhewed 
Before  God  and  before  every  creature  ;  and  on 
the  left  fide  mo  divels  than  any  hcrte  may  thinke 
fcr  to  hary  and  drawe  the  fmful  fcules  to  the  pitte 
of;helle;  and  within  the  hertes  of  folk  faalbe  the 
tiling  confcience,  and  without  forth  fhal  be  the 
world  all  brennirg.  Whither  than  fhal  the  wretch 
ed  foule  flee  to  hide  him  ?  Certes  he  may  not  hide 
him,hemuft'comeforthand  fhewehim;  forcertes,as 
faith  Seint  Jerome,theerth fhal  cafthimout  of  it,and 
the  fee,  and  alfo  the  aire;  that  fhal  be  ful  of  thon- 
tler  clappes  and  lightnings.  Now  fothly,  who  fa 
wil  remcmbre  him  of  thefe  thinges  I  geffe  that 
Ills  finnes  fhal  not  torne  him  to  delit,  but  to  grete 
i'orwo  for  drede  of  the  peine  of  helle ;  and  ther 
fore  faith  Job  to  God,  Suifer,  Lord,  that  I  may  a 
while  bewaile  and  bewepe  or  1  go  without  re- 
torning  to  the  derke  lond  ycovered  with  the 
derken'effe  of  deth  to  the  lond  of  mifefe  and  of 
dcrkeneffe,  wheras  is  the  fhadow  of  deth,  wheras 
is  non  ordre  ne  ordinance,  but  grifiy  drede,  that 
ever  fhal  laft.  Lo,  here  may  ye  fee  that  Job  pray 
ed  refpite  awhile  to  bewepe  and  waile  his  trefpas, 
for  foth.ely  on  day  of  refpite  is  better  than  all  the 
trqfour  of  this  world  :  and  for  as  moche  as  a  man 
may.acquite  himfdf  before  God  by  penitence  in 
this  .world,  and  not  by  trefour,  therfore  i»:uld  he 
pray  to  God.  to  ycvc  him  refpite  a  while  to  be- 
\vepen  and  bewailen  his  trtipas;  for  certes,  all 
the  forvve  that  a  man  might  make  fro  th«  begin 
ning  of  the  world,  n'is  but  a  litel  thing  at  regard 
of.  the  forwe  of  helle.  The  caufo  why  that  Job 
clepeth  helle  the  lond  of  derknefie,  underftondeth 
that  he  clepeth  it  londe  or  erth,  for  it  is  ftable 
and  never  fhal  faile,  and  derke,  for  he  that  is  in 
helle  hath  defaute  of  light  nature!; :  for  certes  the 
dcrkc  light  that  fhal  conic  out  of  the  fire  that  ever 


fhall  brenne  fhall  torne  hem  all  to  peine  that  be. 
in  helle,  for  it  fheweth  hem  the  horrible  divel*> 
that  hem  tormenten  covered  with  the  derkeneffe 
of  deth ;  that  is  to  fay,  that  he  that  is  in  helle 
fhal  have  defaute  of  the  fight  of  God,  for  certes 
the  fight  of  God  is  the  lif  perdurable.  The  derk 
neffe  of  deth  ben  the  fmnes  that  the  wretched 
man  hath  don,  which  that  diftroublen  him  to  fee 
the  face  of  God,  right  as  a  derke  cloud  betwene 
us  and  the  fonne  :  it  is  londe  of  mifefe,  becaufe 
that  ther  ben  three  maner  of  defautes  ayenft  three 
thinges  that  folk  of  this  world  han  in  this  prefent 
lif,  that  is  to  fay,  honoures,  delites,  and  richeiTes* 
Ayeuft  honour  have  they  in  helle  fhame  and  con- 
fufion,  for  wel  ye  wpte  that  men  clepen  he. 
nour  the  reverence  that  man  doth  to  man,  but 
in  helle  is  non  honour,  ne  reverence,  for  certes 
no  more  reverence  fhal  be  don  ther  to  a  king 
than  to  a  knave  ;  for  which  God  faith  by  the 
prophet  Jeremie,  The  folk  that  me  defpifen 
fhal  be  in  defpite.  Honour  is  alfo  clrped  gret 
lordefhip  :  ther  fhal  no  wight  ferven  other  but  of 
harme  and  turment  Honour  is  alfo  cleped  gret 
dignitee  and  highneffe ;  but  in  helle  fhal  they  be 
alle  fortroden  of  divels  :  as  God  fayth,  The  hor 
rible  divels  fhul  gon  and  comen  upon  the  hedes  of 
dampned  folk ;  and  this  is,  for  as  mochc  as  the 
higher  that  they  were  in  this  prefent  lif  the  mor» 
fhul  they  be  abated  and  defouled  in  helle.  Ayenft 
the  richeffe  of  this  world  fliul  they  have  mifefe  of 
poverte,  and  this  poverte  fhall  be  in  foure  thinges, 
in  defaute  of  trefour,  of  which  David  fayth,  The 
riche  folk,  that  enbraceden  and  oneden  all  hir 
herte  to  trefour  of  this  world,  fhul  flepe  in  the 
ileping  of  deth,  and  nothing  ne  fhul  they  find  in 
hir  hondes  of  all  hir  trefour.  And  moreover,  the 
mifefe  of  helle  fhall  be  in  defaute  of  mete  and 
drink ;  for  God  fayth  thus  by  Moyfes,  They  fhul 
be  wafted  with  honger,  and  the  briddes  of  helle 
fhui  devoure  hem  v/ith  bitter  deth,  and  the  gall 
of  the  dragon  fhal  ben  hir  drinke,  and  the  venime 
of  the  dragon  hir  morfels.  And  further  over  hir 
mifefe  fhal  be  in  defaute  of  clothing,  for  they  fhn} 
be  naked  in  body  as  of  clothing,  fave  the  fire  in 
which  they  brenne,  and  other  filthes;  and  nake4 
fhul  they  be  in  foule,  of  all  maner  vertues  which 
that  is  the  clothing  of  the  foule.  Wher  ben  than 
the  gay  robes,  the  foft  fhetes,  and  the  fyn  fhertes? 
Lo,  what  fayth'  God  of  heven  by  the  prophet  E- 
faie  ?  that  under  hem  fhul  be  ftrewed  mothes,  and 
hir  covertures  fhul  ben  of  wormes  oF  helle.  And 
further  over,  hir  mifefe  fhal  be  in  defaute  of  fren- 
des,  for  he  is  not  poure  that  hath  good  frendes : 
but  ther  is  no  frend,  for  neither  God,  ne  no  good 
creature  fhal  be  frend  to  hem,  and  everich  of  hern 
fhal  hate  other  with  dedly  hate.  The  fonnes  and 
the  doughters  fhal  rebel  ayenft  father  and  mother, 
and  kinred  ayenft  kinred,  :tnd  chiden  and  defpiferf 
eche  other  both  day  and  night,  as  God  fayth  by 
the  prophet  Micheas;  and  the  loving  children, 
that  whilom  loveden  fo  flefhly,  everich  of  hem 
wold  eten  other  if  they  might:  for  how  fliuld? 
they  love  togeder  in  the  peines  of  helle  whan  they^ 
hated  eche  other  in  the  profperitee  of  this  lif  ?  for' 
trufte  -wel  hir  flefhly  love  was  dedly  hate ; 
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the  prophet  David,  Who  fo  that  loveth  wick- 
ednefie  he  hateth  his  owen  foule,  and  who  fo  ha- 
teth  his  own  foule  certes  he  may  love  non  other 
wight  in  no  manere;  and  therefore    in   helle  is 
no  folace,  ne   no  frendfhip,  but    ever    the    more 
kinredes  that  ben  in  helle,  the  more  curfing,  the 
more  chiding,  and  the  more  dedly  hate,  ther  is 
among  hem.     And  further  over,  ther  they  fhul 
have  defaute  of  all  maner  delites,  for  certes  delites 
ben  after  the  appetites  of  the  five  wittes,  as  fight, 
hering,  fmelling,  favouring,  and  touching.    But  in 
helle  hir  fight'  fhal  be  ful  of  dcrkenelTe  and  of 
fmoke,  and  hir  eyen  ful  of  teras,  and  hir  hering 
ful  of  waimenting  and  grinting  of  teeth,  as  fayth 
Jefu  Crift,  Hir  nofe  thirlcs  fhul  be  ful  of  ftinking; 
and,  as  fay  thEfay  the  prophet.  Hir  favouring  fhal  be 
ful  of  bitter  galle ;  and  touching  of  allhir  body  fhall 
be  covered  with  fire  that  never  fhal  quenche,  and 
with  wormes  that  never  fhal  die,  as  God  fayth  by 
the  mouth  of  Efay,  And  for  as  moche  as  they  fhul 
not  wene  that  they  mow  dien  for  peine,  and  by 
deth  flee  fro  peine,  that  mow  they  underftonde  in 
the  word  of  Job,  that  fayth,  Ther  is  the  fhadow 
of  deth.  Certes  a  fhadowe  hath  likeneffe  of  the  thing 
of  which  it  is  fhadowed,  but  fhadowe  is  not  the 
fame  thing  of  which  it  is  fhadowed :  right  fo 
fareth  the  peine  of  helle  ;  it  is  like  deth  for  the 
horrible  anguifh  :  and  why  ?  for  it  peineth  hem 
ever  as  though  they  fhuld  die  anon;  but  certes 
they  fhul  not  dien;  for,  as  fayth  Seint  Gregory, 
To  wretched  caitifes  fhal  be  deth  withouten  deth, 
and  ende  withouten  ende,  and  defaute  withouten 
failing ;  for  hir  deth  fhal  alway  live,  and  hir  ende 
fhal  ever  more  beginne,  and  hir  defaute  fhal  never 
faile  :  and  therfore  fayth  Seint  John  the  Evange- 
lift,  They  fhul  folow  deth  and  they  fhul  not  finde 
him,  and  they  fhul  defire  to  die  and  deth  fhal  flee 
from  hem.  And  eke  Job  faith,  that  in  helle  is  non 
ordre  of  rule.     And  al  be  it  fo  that  God  hath 
create  all  thing  in  right  ordre,  and  nothing  with 
outen  ordre,  but  all  thinges  ben  ordred  and  nom- 
bred,  yet  natheles  they  that  ben  dampned  ben 
nothing  in  ordre,  ne  hold  non  ordre ;  for  the  erth 
fhal  here  hem  no  fruite  ;  (for,  as  the  prophet  Da 
vid  fayeth,  God  fhal  deftroy  the  fruite  of  the  erth 
as  fro  hem)  ne  water  fhal  yeve  hem  no  moifture, 
ne  the   aire  no  refrefhing,  ne  the  fire  no  light : 
for,  as  fayth   Seint  Bafil,   The  brenning  of  the 
fire  of  this  world  fhal  God  yeve  in  helle  to  hem 
that  ben  dampned,  but  the  light  and  the  clere-  , 
neffe  fhal  be  yeve  in  heven  to  his  children,  right  '• 
as    the  good  man    yeveth  flefh  to    his  children 
and  bones  to  his  houndes.     And  for  they  fhul 
have  non  hope  to  efcape,  fayth  Job  at  laft,  that 
ther  ihal  horrour  and  grifly  drede  dwellen  with 
outen  ende.    Horrour  is  alway  drede  of  harme 
that  is  to  come,  and  this  drede  fhal  alway  dwel  in 
the  hcrtes  of  hem  that  ben   dampned ;  and  ther 
fore  han  they  lorne  all  hir  hope  for  feven  caufes  : 
firft,  for  God,  that  is  hir  juge,  fhal  be  withouten 
mercie  to  hem,  and.  they  may  not  plefe  him  ne 
non  of  his  halwes,  ne  they  may  yeve  nothing  for 
hir  raunfcm,  ne   they  have  no   vois  to  fpeke  to 
him,  ne  they  may  not  flee  fro  peine,  ne  they  have 
fto  goodr.effe  in  hem  that  they  may  fhew  to  deli 


ver  hem  fro  peine ;  and  therfore  fayth  Salomon, 
The  wicked  man  dieth,  and  whan  he  is  ded  he 
fhal  have  non  hope  to  efcape  fro  peine.  Who  fb 
than  wold  wel  underftonde  thefe  peines,  and  be- 
thinke  him  wel  that  he  hath  deferved  thefe  peines 
for  his  finnes,  certes  he  fhulde  have  more  talent 
to  fighen  and  to  Wipe  than  for  to  finge  and  playe; 
for,  a.s  fayth  Salomon,  Who  fo  that  had  the  fcience 
to  know  the  peihes  that  ben  eftablifhed  and  or- 
deined  for  finne  ne  wold  forfake  finne  :  That  fci 
ence,  fayth  Seint  Auftin,  maketh  a  man  to  wai- 
menten  in  his  herte. 

The  fourthe  point  that  oughte  make  a  man  have 
contrition  is  the  forweful  remembrance  of  the  good 
dedes  that  he  hath  lefte  to  don  here  in  erthe,  and 
alfo  the  good  that  he  hath  lorne.  Sothly  the  good 
werkes  that  he  hath  lefte,  either  they  be  the  good 
werkes  that  he  wrought  er  he  fell  into  dedly 
finne,  or  elles  the  good  werkes  that  he  wrought 
while  he  lay  in  finne.  Sothly  the  good  werkes 
that  he  did  before  that  he  fell  in  dedly  finne  ben 
all  mortified,  aftoned,  and  dulled,  by  the  eft  fin 
ning  ;  the  other  werkes  that  he  wrought  while  he 
lay  in  Cnne  they  ben  utterly  ded  as  to  the  lif  per 
durable  in  heven.  Than  thilke  good  werkes  that 
ben  mortified  by  eft  finning,  which  he  did  while 
he  was  in  charitee,  moun  never  quicken  ayert 
without  veray  penitence  :  and  therof  fayth  God 
by  the  mouth  of  Ezechiel,  If  the  rightful  ma'n 
retorne  again  fro  his  rightwifneffe  and  do  wick- 
edneffe  fhal  he  liven  ?  nay ;  for  all  the  good 
workes  that  he  hath  wrought  fnul  never  be  in  re- 
rr.embrance,  for  he  fhal  die  in  his  finne.  And 
upon  thilke  chapitre  fayth  Seint  Gregorie  thus, 
that  we  fhal  underftonde  this  principally,  that 
when  we  don  dedly  finne  it  Isfpr  nought  than  to 
remembre  or  drawe  into  memorie  the  good 
werkes  that  we  have  wrought  beforn,  for  certes 
in  the  werking  of  dedly  finne  ther  is  no  truft  in 
no  good  werk  that  we  have  don  beforn  ;  that  is 
to  fay,  as  for  to  have  therby  the  lif  perdurable 
in  heven.  But  natheles  the  good  werkes  quicken 
again  and  cornen  again,  and  helpe  and  avails  to 
have  the  lif  perdurable  in  heven,  whan  we  have 
contrition  ;  brut  fotlily  the  good  werkes  that  men 
don  while  they  ben  in  dedly  finne,  for  as  moche 
as  they  were  don  in  dedly  finne,  they  may  ne- 
•?-  r  quicken ;  for  certes  thingthat  never  hud  liffmay 
never  quicken  ;  and  natheles  al  be  it  fo  that  they 
availen  not  to  have  the  lif  perdurable,  yet  availen 
they  to  abreggen  the  peine  of  helle,  or  elles  to 
ge1:  temporal  richeffes,  or  dies  that  God  wol  the 
rather  enlumine  or  light  the  herte  of  the  finful 
man  to  have  repentance ;  and  eke  they  availen  for 
to  ufen  a  man  to  do  good  werkes  that  the  fende 
have  the  leffe  power  of  his  foule.  And  thus  the 
certeis  Lord  Jciu  Crift  ne  wol!  that  no  good  werk 
that  men  clou  be  lofte,  for  in  fomwhat  it  fhal  a« 
vaile.  But  for  as  moche  as  the  good  werkes  that 
men  don  while  they  ben  in  good  lif  ben  all  amor- 
tifed  by  finne  folowing,  and  eke  fith  all  fehe  good 
werkes  that  men  don  while  they  ben  in  dedly  finne 
ben  utterly  ded,  as  for  to  have  the  lif  perdurable, 
wel  may  that  man  that  no  good  "werk  he  doth 
M  ij 
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fmg  thilke  ncwe  Frenfhe  fong,  y  cy  tout  perdu  man  , 
temps  et  man  labour;  for  certes  finue  bereveth  a 
man  both  goodneffe  of  nature  and  eke  the  good- 
neffe  of  grace ;  for  fothly  the  grace  of  the  Holy 
Goft  fureth  like  fire  that  may  not  ben  idle,  for  fire 
faileth  anon  as  it  forletteth  hiswerking,and  right  fo 
grace  faileth  anon  as  it  forletteth  his  werking.  Than 
lefeth  the  finful  man  the  goodneffe  of  glorie,  that 
only  is  hight  to  good  men  that  labouren  and  wer- 
feen  wel.  Wei  may  he  be  fory  than  that  oweth  all 
his  lif  to  God  as  long  as  he  hath  lived,  and  alfo  as 
Jong  as  he  ihal  live,  that  no  goodneffe  ne  hath  to 
paie  with  his  dette  to  God,  to  whom  he  oweth  all 
his  lif;  for  truft  wel  he  fhal  yeve  accomptes,  as 
fayth  Seint  Bernard,  of  all  the  goodes  that  hn.a 
ben  ycven  him  in  this  prefent  lif,  and  how  he 
hath  hem  difpended,  in  fo  moche  that  ther  fhal 
jiot  perifhe  an  here  of  his  hed,  ne  a  moment  of 
an  houre  ne  fhal  not  perifhe  of  his  time  that  he 
iie  fhal  yeve  therof  a  rekening. 

The  fifthe  thing  that  ought  to  meve  a  man  to 
contrition  is  remembrance  of  the  paffion  that  our  , 
.Lord  Jefu  Crift  fuffered  for  our  fmnes ;  for,  as 
fayth  Seint  Bernard,  While  that  I  live  I  fhal  have 
iemembrance  of  the  travailes  that  our  Lord  Jefu 
Crift  fuffered  in  preching,  his  werineffe  in  travel 
ing,  his  temptations  whan  he  fafted,  his  long  wak- 
inges  whan  he  prayed,  his  teres  whan  he  wept  for 
pitee  of  good  peple,  the  wo,  and  the  fhame,  and 
the  filthe,  that  men  fayden  to  him,  of  the  foule 
fpitting  that  met  fpitten  in  his  face,  of  the  buf- 
fettes  that  men  yave  him,  of  the  foule  mouthes 
and  of  the  foule  repreves  that  men  faiden  to  him, 
of  the  hayles  with  which  he  was  nailed  to  the 
croffe,  and  of  all  the  remenant  of  his  paffion  that 
Jhe  fuffred  for  mannes  finne,  and  nothing  for  his 
gilte.  And  here  ye  fhul  underftand  that  in  mannes 
iinne  is  every  maner  order  or  ordinance  tourned 
iip  fo  doun  ;  for  it  is  foth  that  God  and  refon,  and 
fenfualitee,  and  the  body  of  man,  ben  ordained 
that  everich  of  thife  foure  thinges  fliuld  have 
lordfhip  over  that  other,  as  thus  ;  "God  fliuld  have 
Jordfhip  over  refon,  and  refon  over  fenfualitee, 
and  fenfualitee  over  the  body  of  man.  But  foth 
ly  whan  man  finneth  al  this  ordre  or  ordinance  is 
turned  up  fo  doun ;  and  therfore  than,  for  as 
mioche  as  refon  of  man  ne  wol  not  be  fubget  ne 
obeifant  to  God,  that  is  his  Lord,  by  right  ther 
fore  lefeth  it  the  lordfhip  that  it  fhuld  have  over 
fenfualitee,  and  eke  over  the  body  of  man  :  anvd 
why  ?  for  fenfualitee  rebelleth  than  ayenft  refon, 
and  by  that  way  lefeth  refon  the  lordfhip  over 
fenfualitee  and  over  the  body ;  for  right  as  refon 
is  rebel  to  God,  right  fo  is  fenfualitee  rebel  to  re- 
fon  and  the  body  alfo.  And  certes  this  difordi- 
nance  and  this  rebellion  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift  a- 
bought  upon  his  precious  body  ful  dere  :  and 
herkeneth  in  whiche  wife ;  for  as  moche  as  refon 
is  rebel  to  God,  therfore  is  man  worthy  to  have 
forwe,  and  to  be  ded  :  this  fuffred  our  Lord  Jefu 
Crift  for  man  after  that  he  had  be  betraiedof  hisdif- 
ciple,  and  diftreined  and  bounde,  fo  that  his  blood 
V>raft  out  at  every  nail  of  his  hondes,  as  faith  Seint 
Augiiftin.  And  ferthermcrv,  for  £s  moche  as  re 


fon  of  man  wol  not  daunt  fenfualitee  whafl  ?< 
may,  therfore  Js  man  worthy  to  have  fhame  ;  and! 
this  fuffred  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift  for  man  whan 
they  fpitten  in  his  vifage.  And  fertherover,  for 
as  moche  as  the  caitif  body  of  man  is  rebel  both 
to  refon  and  to  fenfualitee,  therfore  it  is  worthy 
the  deth  ;.  and  this  fuffred  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift 
upon  the  croffe,  wheras  ther  was  no  part  of  his 
body  free  without  grete  peine  and  bitter  paffion  ; 
and  all  this  fuffred  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift  that  never 
forfaited  :  and  thus  fayd  he ;  To  mochel  am  I 
peined  for  thinges  that  I  never  deferved,  and  to 
moche'  defouled  for  fhendfliip  that  man  is  worthy 
to  have:  and  therfore  may  the  finful  man  wel 
fay,  as  fayth  Seint  Bernard,  Accurfed  be  the  bit- 
terneffe  of  my  finne,  for  whiche  ther  muft  be 
fuffered  fo  moche  bitterneffe  :  for  certes  after  the 
divers  difcordance  of  our  wickednefic  was  the 
paffion  of  Jefu  Crift  ordeined  in  divers  thinges,  as 
thus ;  certes  iinful  mannes  foule  is  betraied  of  the 
divel  by  coveitife  of  temporel  profperitee,  and* 
fcorned  by  difceite  whan  he  chefeth  flefhly  delites, 
and  yet  it  is  turmented  by  impatience  of  adver- 
fitee,  and  befpet  by  fervage  and  fubjection  of 
finne,  and  at  the  laft  it  is  flain  finally.  For  this 
difcordance  of  finful  man  was  Jefu  Crift  firft  be 
traied,  and  after  that  was  he  bounde  that  came 
for  to  unbinde  us  of  finne  and  of  peine  ;  than  wa& 
he  befcorned  that  only  fliuld  have  ben  honoured  in 
alle  thinges  and  of  alle  thinges ;  than  was  his  vi 
fage,  that  ought  to  be  defired  to  be  feen  of  all 
mankind  (in  which  vifage  angels  defiren  to  Joke) 
vilainfly  befpet ;  than  was  he  fcourged  that  no 
thing  had  trefpaffed;  and,  finally,  than  was  he 
crucified  and  flain  :  than  were  accomplifhed  the 
wordes  of  Efaie,  He  was  wounded  for  our  mif- 
dedes,  and  defouled  for  our  felonies.  Now  fith 
that  Jefu  Crift  toke  on  himfelf  the  peine  of  all 
our  wickedneffes,  moche  ought  finful  man  to  wepe 
and  to  bewaile  that  for  his  fmnes  Goddes  fone  of 
heven  fhuld  all  this  peine  endure. 

The  fixte  thing  that  fhuld  move  a  man  to  con 
trition  is  the  hope  of  three  thinges;  that  is  to  fay, 
foryeveneffe  of  finne,  and  the  yeft  of  grace  for  to 
do  wel,  and  the  glorie  of  heven,  with  whiche 
God  fhal  guerdon  man  for  his  good  dedes  :  and 
for  as  moche  as  Jefu  Crift  yeveth  us  thife  yeftes 
of  his  largeneffe  and  of  his  foveraine  bountee, 
therfore  is  he  cleped  Jfft/s  \azarenus  Rex.  Jud,e- 
orum.  Jefus  is  for  to  fay  Saviour  or  Salvation,  on 
whom  men  fhul  hopen  to  have  foryeveneffe  of 
finnes,  which  that  is  proprely  falvation  of  finnes ; 
and  therfore  fayd  the  angel  to  Jofeph,  Thou  fhalt 
clepe  his  name  Jefus  that  fhal  faven  his  peple  of 
hir  finnes.  And  hereof  faith  Seint  Peter,  Ther 
is  non  other  name  under  heven,  that  'is  yeven  to 
any  man,  by  which  a  man  may  be  fave'd  but  only 
Jefus.  Nazarerius  is  as  moche  for  to  fay  as  flo- 
rifhing,  in  which  a  man  fhal  hope  that  he  that 
yeveth  him  remiilion  of  finnes  fhal  yeve  him  alfa 
grace  wel  for  to  do;  for  in  the  flour  is  hope  of  fruit 
in  time  coining,  and  in  foryeveneffe'  of  finnes  hope 
of  grace  we!  to  do.  I  was  at  the  dore  of  thin? 
herte,  fayth  Jefus,  and  clepeth  for  to  enter ;  he 
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that  openeth  to  me  fhal  have  foryevenefle  of  his 
finnes,  and  I  wol  enter  into  him  by  my  grace,  and 
foupe  with  him  by  the  good  werkes  that  he  fhal 
don,  which  werkes  ben  the  food  of  God,  and  he  ! 
ihul  foupe  with  me  by  the  gret  joye  that  I  fhal  ! 
yeve  him.  Thus  fhal  man  hope  that  for  his  werkes  \ 
of  penance  God  fhal  yeve  him  his  regne,  as  he  be- 
hight  him  in  the  Gofpel. 

Now  fhal  man  underftande  in  which  maner  fhal 
be  his  contrition.  I  fay  that  it  fhal  be  univerfal 
and  total;  this  is  to  fay,  a  man  fhal  be  veray  re 
pentant  for  all  his  fmnes  that  he  hath  don  in  delite 
of  his  thought,  for  delite  is  perilous  :  for  ther 
"ben  two  maner  of  confentinges ;  that  on  of  hem 
is  clepcd  Confenting  of  AtFedlion,  whan  a  man 
is  meved  to  do  finne,  and  than  deliteth  him  longe 
for  to  thinke  on  that  finne,  and  his  refon  apper- 
ceiveth  it  wel  that  it  is  fiune  ayenft  the  lawe  of 
God,  and  yet  his  refon  refraineth  not  his  foule. 
delite  or  talent  though  he  fee  wel  apertly  that  it  is 
ayenft  the  reverence  of  God ;  although  his  refon 
confent  not  to  do  that  finne  indede,  yet  fayn  fom 
do&ours  that  fwiche  delite  that  dwelleth  longe  is 
ful  perilous,  al  be  it  never  fo  lite  :  and  alfo  a  man 
fhuld  forrow,  namely  for  all  that  ever  he  hath  de- 
fired  ayenft  the  iawe  of  God,  with  parfite  con- 
fenting  of  his  refon,  for  therof  is  no  doute  that 
it  is  dedly  finne  in  confenting  ;  for  certes  ther  is 
no  dedly  finne  but  that  it  is  firft  in  mannes  thought, 
and  after  that  in  his  delite,  and  fo  forth  into  con 
fenting  and  into  dede ;  wherfore  I  fay  that  many 
men  ne  repent  hem  never  of  fwiche  thoughtes 
and  delites,  ne  never  fhriven  hem  of  it,  but  only 
of  the  dede  of  gret  finnes  outward  ;  wherfore  I 
fay  that  fwiche  wicked  delites  ben  fubtil  begilers 
of  hera  that  fhul  be  dampned.  Moreover,  man 
ought  to  forwen  for  his  wicked  wordes  as  wel  as 
for  his  wicked  dedes,  for  certes  repentance  of  a 
fmguler  finne,  and  not  repentant  of  all  his  other 
finnes,  or  elles  repenting  him  of  all  his  other  finnes 
and  not  of  a  finguler  finne,  may  not  availe  ;  for 
certes  God  Almighty  is  all  good,  and  therfore 
either  he  foryeveth  all,  or  elles  right  nought ;  and 
therfore  fayth  Seint  Augufhn,  I  wote  certainly 
that  God  is  enemy  to  every  finner  :  and  how  than  ? 
he  that  obferveth  on  finne  fhal  he  have  foryeve- 
neffe  of  the  remenant  of  his  other  finnes  ?  nay. 
And  furtherover,  contrition  fhuld  be  wonder 
forweful  and  anguifhous,  and  therfore  yeveth 
him  God  plainly  his  mercie  :  and  therfore  whan 
my  foule  was  anguilhous,  and  forweful  within 
me,  than  had  I  remembrance  of  God  that  my 
praier  might  come  to  him.  Furtherover,  contri 
tion  mufte  be  continuel,  and  that  man  have  fted- 
faft  purpofe  to  fhrive  him  and  to  amend  him  of  his 
lif ;  for  fothly  while  contrition  lafteth  man  may 
ever  hope  to  have  foryevenefle  :  and  of  this  com- 
cth  hate  of  finne,  that  deftroyeth  finne  bothe  in 
himfelf  and  eke  in  other  folk  at  his  power ;  for 
which  fayth  David,  They  that  love  God  hate 
wickedneffe  ;  for  to  love  God  is  .for  to  love  that 
he  loveth,  and  hate  that  he  hateth. 

The  laft  thing  that  men  fhull  underftand  in 
contrition  is  this,  wherof  availeth  contrition.  I 


fay  that  contrition  fomtime  dclivereth  man  fro 
finne ;  of  which  David  faith,  I  fay,  (quod  David) 
I  purpofed  fermely  to  fhrive  me,  and  thou  Lord 
relefedeft  my  finne.  And  right  fo  as  contrition 
availeth  not  without  fad  purpos  of  fhrift  and  fa- 
tisfaclion,  right  fo  litel  worth  is  fhrift  or  fctisfac- 
tion  \\ithouten  contrition.  And  moreover,  con 
trition  deftroyeth  the  prifon  of  helle,  and  m'aketh 
weke  and  feble  all  the  ftrengthes  of  the  devils,  and 
reftoreth  the  yeftes  of  the  Holy  Goft  and  of  all^ 
good  vertues,  and  it  clenfeth  the  foule  of  finne, 
and  delivereth  it  fro  the  peine  of  helle,  and  fro 
the  compagnie  of  the  devil,  and  fro  the  fervage 
of  finne,  and  reftoreth  it  to  all  goodes  fpirituel, 
and  to  the  compagnie  and  communion  of  holy 
chirche.  And  furtherover,  it  maketh  him  that 
whilom  was  fone  of  ire  to  be  the  fone  of  grace  r 
and  all  thefe  thinges  ben  preved  by  holy  writ ; 
and  therfore  he  that  wold  fet  his  entcnt  to  thife 
thinges  he  were  ful  wife  ;  for  fothly  he  ne  fhuld 
have  than  in  all  his  lif  corage  to  finne,  but  yevii 
his  herte  and  body  to  the  fervice  of  Jefu  Crifly 
and  therof  do  him  homage;  for  certes  our  Lord 
Jefu  Crift  hath  fpared  us  fo  bcnignely  in  our  fo- 
lies,  that  if  he  had  ne  pitee  on  mannes  foule  a  fory 
fong  might  we  alle  finge. 

Explicit  prima  pars  penitently,  et  inclpit  pars  f&unda. 

The  fecond  part  of  penitence  is  confeffion,  and 
that  is  figne  of  contrition.  Now  fhul  ye  under- 
ftonde  what  is  confeffion,  and  whether  it  ought 
nedes  to  be  don  or  non,  and  which  thinges  ben, 
convenable  to  veray  confeffion. 

Firft  fhalt  thou  underftande  that  confeffion  is 
veray  {hewing  of  finnes  to  the  preefl ;  this  is  to' 
faie  veray,  for  he  muft  confeffe  him  of  all  the 
conditions  that  belongen  to  his  finne  as  fenorth, 
as  he  can  :  all  muft  be  fayd,  and  nothing  excufed, 
ne  hid,  ne  forwrapped,  and  not  avaunt  him  of  hia 
good  werkes  :  alfo  it  is  necefiarie  to  underftaiide 
whennes  that  finnes  fpringen,  and  how  they  en- 
crefen,  and  which  they  ben. 

Of  fpringing  of  finnes  faith  Seint  Poule  in  this 
wife;  that  right  as  by  on  man  finne  entred  firfl 
into  this  world,  and  thurgh  finne  deth,  right  fo 
deth.  entreth  into  alle  men  that  finnen  :  and  thia 
man  was  Adam,  by  whom  finne  entred  into  tliis 
world  whan  he  brake  the  commandement  of  Goc.1 : 
and  therfore  he  that  firft  was  fo  mighty  that  he  Hi 
fhuld  have  died,  became  fwiche  on  that  he  mult 
nedes  die  whether  he  wold  or  no ;  and  all  his  pro- 
genie  in  this  that  in  thilke  maner  finnen  dien. 
Loke  that  in  the  eftate  of  innocence,  whan  Adam 
and  Eve  weren  naked  in  Paradife,  and  no  thing 
ne  had  den  fhame  of  hir  nakedneffe,  how  that  the. 
ferpent,  that  was  moft  wily  of  all  other  beftes  that 
God  had  made,  fayd  to  the  woman,  Why  com 
manded  God  you  that  ye  fhuld  not  etc  of  every 
tree  in  Paradife  ?  The  woman  anfwered,  Of  the 
fruit,  fayd  fhe,  of  the  trees  of  Paradife  we  feden 
us,  but  of  the  fruit  of  the  tree  that  is  in  the  mid- 
del  of  Paradife,  God  forbode  us  for  to  eten,  ne . 
to  touche  it,  left  we  fhuld  die.  The  ferpent  fayd. 
to  the  woman,  Nay,  nay,  ye  fhul  not  dien  of  deth, ' 
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for  foth  God  wotc  that  what  day  that  ye  etc  ther- 
6f  your  eyen  fhul  open,  and  ye  fhul  be  as  goddcs, 
fcnowing  good  and  harme.  The  woman  faw  that 
the  tree  was  good  to  feding,  and  faire  to  the  eyen, 
and  deleclable  to  the  fight;  fhe  toke  of  the  fruit  of 
the  tree  and  did  etc,  and  yave  to  hire  hufbond,  and 
he  etc  ;  and  anon  the  eyen  of  hem  both  opened  : 
and  whan  they  knewe  that  they  were  naked,  they 
fowed  of  a  fig-tree  leves  in  maner  of  bieches  to 
hiden  hir  members.  Here  mow  ye  feen  that 
dedly  finne  hath  firft  fuggefticn  of  the  fende,  as 
ftieweth  here  by  the  adder,  and  afterward  the  de- 
lit  of  the  flefh,  as  fiieweth  here  by  Eve,  and  after 
that  the  confenting  of  refon,  as  fheweth  by  Adam : 
for  truft  wel  though  fo  it  were  that  the  fende 
tempted  Eve,  that  is  to  fay,  the  flefh,  and  the  flefh 
had  delit  in  thi  beautee  of  the  fruit  defended,  yet 
certes  til  that  refon,  that  is  to  fay  Adam,  contented 
to  the  eting  of  the  fruit,  yet  ftode  he  in  the  ftate  of 
innocence.  Of  tiuike  Adam  toke  we  thilke  finne 
original;  from  him  flefhly  dcfcended  be  we  all, 
and  engendred  cf  vile  and  corrupt  mater ;  and 
•whan  the  foule  is  put  in  our  bodies,  right  anon  is 
contract  original  finne,  and  that  that  was  erf}:  but 
only  peine  of  concupiscence  is  afterward  both 
peine  and  finne  ;  and  therfore  we  ben  all  yborne 
fones  of  wrath  and  of  dampnation  perdurable,  if  ne 
\vere  baptifme  that  vve  receive,  which  benimeth 
us  the  culpe  :  but  forfoth  the  peine  dwelleth  with 
us  as  to  temptation,  \vhich  peine  hight  concupif- 
cence.  This  concupifcence,  whan  it  is  wrongfully 
difpofed  or  ordeined  in  man,  it  maketh  him  co- 
veit,  by  coveitife  of  flefh,  fielhly  Cnne  by  fight  01 
his  eyen,  as  to  erthly  thinges,  and  alfo  coveitife  of 
highncffe  by  pride  of  herte, 

Now,  as  to  fpeke  of  the  firft  coveitife,  that  is, 
concujnfence,  after  the  lawe  of  our  membres  that 
were  lawfully  ymaked,  and  by  rightful  jugement 
of  God,  I  fay,  for  as  nioche  as  a  man  is  not  obei- 
fant  to  God  that  is  his  .Lord,  therfore  is  his  herte 
to  hijn  difobeifant  thurgh  concupifcence,  which  ib 
called  nourifhing  of  finne,  and  occafion  of  finne  ; 
theifore  all  the  while  that  a  man  hath  within  him 
the  peine  of  concupifencp  it  is  impoffible  but  he 
be  tempted  fomtirne,  and  moved  in  his  flefh  to 
fmsis.  And  this  thing  may  not  faile  as  long  as  he 
liveth;  it  may  wel  w\»xe  feble  by  vertue  of  bap 
tifme,  and  by  the  grace  of  God  thurgh  penitence, 
Irjt  fully  ne  fhal  it.  never  quenche,  that  he  ne  fhal 
fqmtime  be  meved  in  himfelfe  but  if  he  were  re- 
freined  by  fikeneffe,  or  malefice  of  forcerie,cr  cold 
drinkes.  For  lo,  what  fayth  Seint  Pcule  ?  The 
flefh  cpveiteth  ayenft  the  fpirit,  and  the  fpirit 
ayenft  the  flefh  ;  they  ben  fo  contrarie  and  fo  f!ri- 
ven  that  a  man  may  not  alway  do  as  he  wold. 
"The  fame  Seint  Poule,  after  his  gret  penance  in 
water  and  in  lend  ;  in  water  by  night  and  by  day 
in  gret  peril  and  in  gret  peine,  in  lond  in  grete 
famine  'and  thruft,  cold  and  clcthks,  and  opes 
ftoned  almoft  to  deth,  yet  fayd  he,  Alas !  {  caitif 
man,  who  fhal  deliver  me  fro  the  prifon  of  my  cai 
tif  body  ?  And  Seint  Jerom,  whan  he  Jcflg  time 
had  dwelled  in  defert,  wheras  he  had  no  coraj.^g- 
Die  but  of  wilde  belles,  wheras  he  had  no  'mutt 


j  but  herbes,  and  water  to  his  drinke,  ne  no  bed  bat 
the  naked  ertb,  wherfore  his  flefh  was  black  as  an 
Ethiopian  for  hete,  and  nie  deftroyed  for  cold,  yet 
,fayd  he  that  the  br'enning  of  lechcrie  boiled  in  all 
his  body  :  wherfore  I  wot  wel  fikerly  thut  they 
be  decei\red  that  fay  they  be  not  t.mpted  in  hir 
bodies ;  witneffe  Seint  James,  that  fa  id  that  every 
wight  is  tempted  in  his  o\ven  confcience  ;  that  is 
to  fay,  that  cche  of  us  hath  mater  and  occafion  to 
be  tempted  of  the  nourifhing  of  finne  that  is  in 
his  body ;  and  therfore  fayth  Seint  John  the  Evan- 
gehit,  If  we  fay  that  we  ben  without  finne  we  de 
ceive  ourfelf,  and  truth  is  not  in  us. 

Now  fhul  ye  tmderftonde  in  what  maner  finne 
wexe.h  and  *  ncreicth  in  man.  The  firft  thing  is 
that  nourifhing  of  fame  of  which  I  fpake  before, 
that  is,  concupifcence  ;  and  after  that  cometh  fug- 
geflicn  of  the  devil,  this  is  to  fay,  the  divels  be- 
ious,  with  which  he  blcweth  in  man  the  fire  of 
concupifcence  ;  and  after  that  a  man  belhinketh 
him  whether  he  wol  do  or  no  that  thing  to  which 
he  is  tempted  ;  and  than  if  a  man  with/lend  and 
weive  the  firft  entifii:<g  of  his  flefh  and  of  the  fend 
than  it  is  no  finne ;  and  if  fo  be  he  do  pot,  than 
feleth  he  anon  a  flame  of  delit,  and  than  it  is  good 
to  beware  and  kepe  him  wel,  or  elles  he  wol  fall 
anon  to  confenting  of  finne,  and  than  wol  he  do 
it  if  he  may  have  time  and  place.  And  of  this 
mater  fayth  Moyfes  by  the  devil  in  this  maner ; 
The  fend  fay :h,  I  wol  chace  and  pur  fue  man  by 
wicked  iuggeftion,  and  I  wol  hent  him  by  meving 
and  furring  of  finne,  and  I  wol  depart  my  pns  or 
my  prey  by  deliberation,  and  my  luft  fhul  be  ac- 
complifed  in  delit ;  I  wol  draw  my  fwerd  in  con 
fenting  ;  (for  certes  right  as  a  fwerd  departeth  a 
thing  in  two  peces,  right  fo  confenting  departeth. 
God  fro  man)  and  than  wol  I  fle  him  with  my 
hond  in  dede  of  finne.  Thus  fayth  the  fend,  for 
certes  than  is  a  man  al  ded  in  foule  ;  and  thus  is 
finne  accomplifed  by  temptation,  by  delit,  and  by 
confenting,  and  than  is  the  finne  acluel. 

Forfoth  finne  is  in  two  maners;  either  it  is  ve 
nial  or  dedly  finne.  Sothly  whan  a  man  loveth. 
any  creature  more  than  Jefu  Grift  our  creatour, 
than  it  is  dedly  finne ;  and  venial  finne  it  is  if  a 
man  love  Jefu  Crift  leffe  than  him  ought.  For 
foth  the  dede  of  this  venial  finne  is  ful  perilous, 
for  it  amenufeth  the  love  that  man  fhuld  have  to 
God  more  and  mere  ;  and  therfore  if  a  man  charge 
himfelf  with  many  fwiche  venial  finnes,  cer tes  but 
if  fo  be  that  he  fpmtime  difcharge  him  of  hem  by 
fhrift,  they  may  wel  lightly  amer.ufe  in  him  all  the 
love  that  he  hath  to  Jefu  Crift.  And  in  this  wife 
fkippeth  venial  finne  into  dedly  finne ;  for  certes 
the  more  that  a  man  chargeth  his  foule  with  ve 
nial  finnes,  the  more  he  is  encliced  to  fail  into  ded 
ly  finn.e  ;  and  therfore  let  us  not  be  negligent  to 
difcharge  us  ef  venial  finnes  ;  for  the  proverbe 
fayth  that  many  fmal  rcakcn  a  gret.  And  herken 
this  eiifarr.ple:  a  gret  \vawe  of  the  fee  cometh 
fbrutime  with  ib  gret  a  violence  that  it  drenchcth 
the  ih'ip  ;  and  the  fame  harme  do  fomtime  the 
fmai  dropes  of  water  that  euteren  thurgh  a  litel 
crevis  in  the  thurrok,  ;m4  jfl  the  bottom  o.(  the 
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Jhip,  if  men  ten  fo  negligent  that  they  difcharge     man  may  efchewe  al  venial  fmncs,  yet  may  he  re- 
hem  not  by  time ;  and  therfore  although  ther  be     frejne  him  by  the  brenning  love  that  he  hath  to 

our  Lard  Jefu  Crift,  and  by  prayer  and  confef- 


difFerence  betwix  thife  two  caufes  of  drenching  al- 
gates,  the  fhip  is  dreint.  Right  fo  fareth  it  fom- 
time  of  dedly  fmne  and  of  anoious  venial  finnes, 
whan  they  multiphe  in  man  fo  gretly  that  thilke 
worldly  thinges  that  he  loveth,  thurgh  which  he 
finneth  venially,  is  as  gret  in  his  herte  as  the  love 
of  God,  or  more  ;  and  therfore  the  love  of  every 
thing  that  is  not  befet  in  God,  ne  don  principally 
for  Goddes  fake,  although  that  a  man  love  it  lefle 
than  God,  yet  it  is  venial  Cnne ;  and  dedly  fmne 
is  whan  the  love  of  any  thing  weigheth  in  the 
herte  of  man  as  moche  as  the  love  of  God,  or 
more.  Dedly  fmne,  as  fayth  Seint  Auguftine,  is 
yvhan  a  man  tourneth  his  herte  fro  God,  whiche 
that  is  veray  foveraine  bountee,  that  may  not 
fhaunge,  and  yeveth  his  herte  to  thing  that  may 
chaunge  and  flitte  ;  and  certes  that  is  every  thing 
fave  God  of  heven  :  for  foth  is  that  if  a  man  yeve 
his  love,  which  that  he  oweth  to  God  with  all  hip 
herte,  unto  a  creature,  certes  as  moche  of  his  love 
as  he  yeveth  to  the  fame  creature,  fo  moche  he  be- 
reveth  fro  God,  and  therfore  doth  he  fmne  ;  for 
he  that  is  dettour  to  God  ne  yeldeth  not  to  God 
all  his  dette,  that  is  to  fayn,  all  the  love  of  his 
herte. 

Now  fith  man  underftondeth  generally  which 
is  venial  fmne,  than  is  it  convenable  to  tell  fpeci- 
ally  of  finnes  whiche  that  many  a  man  peraven- 
ture  demeth  hem  no  fmnes,  and  fhriveth  him  not 
of  the  fame,  and  yet  natheles.they  be  finnes  fqthly, 
as  thife  clerkes  writen  ;  this  is  to  fay,  at  every 
tyme  that  man  eteth  and  drinketh  more  than  fuf- 
§ceth  to  the  fuftenance  of  his  body,  in  certain  he 
doth  fmne ;  eke  whan  he  fpeketh  more  than  it 
nedeth,  he  doth  fmne;  eke  whan  he  herkeneth 
not  benignely  the  complaint  of  the  poure  ;  eke 
whan  he  is  in  hele  of  body,  and  wol  not  fall  whan 
other  folk  faft,  without  caufe  refonable  ;  eke  whan 
he  flepeth  more  than  nedeth,  or  whan  he  cometh 
by  that  enchefon  to  late  to  chirche,  or  to  other 
\7erkesofcharitee;  eke  whan  he  ufeth  his  wif 
withouten  foveraine  defire  of  engendrure,  to  the 
honour  of  God,  or  for  the  entent  to  yeld  his  wif 
his  dette  of  his  body ;  eke  whan  he  wol  not  vifite 
the  fike  or  the  prifoner  if  he  may ;  eke  if  he  love 
wif  or  child,  or  other  worldly  thing,  more  than 
rcfon  requireth;  eke  if  he  flater  or  blandife  more 
than  him  oughte  for  any  neccffitee ;  eke  if  he  ame- 
nafe  or  withdrawe  the  almeffe  of  the  poure ;  eke 
if  he  apparaile  his  mete  more-delhioufly  than  nede 
is,  or  etc  it  to  haftily  by  likeroufneile  ;  eke  if  he 
talke  vanitees  in  the  chirche,  or  at  Goddes  iervicc, 
or  that  he  be  a  taler  of  idle  woixies  of  folie  or  vi- 
laoiie,  for  he  flial  yeld  accomptcs  of  it  at  the  day 
of  dome  ;  eke  whan  he  bchighteth  or  affurcth  to 
don  things  thut  he  may  not  perfounne ;  eke 
whan  that  he  by  lightneffe  of  foly  miffiiyeth  or 
"corneth  his  neighbour  ;  eke  whan  he  hath  ouy 
wicked  fufpecion  of  thing-  ther  he  ne  wote  of  it  no 
fothfaftneflc.  'I'ltife  thinges,  and  mo  withouten 
nombre,  be  finnes,  as  fayth  Seint  Auguftine.  Now 
&ul  ye  uuticriloxick  tlv.it  al  be  it  fy  rhutnonerthly 
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fioq,  and  other  good  werkes,  fo  that  it  fhal  but  li- 
tel  grieve  :  for,  as  fayth  Seint  Auguftine,  If  a 
man  love  God  in  fwiche  rnaner  that  all  that  ever 
he  doth  is  in  the  love  of  God,  or  for  the  love  of 
God  veraiiy,  for  he  brenneth  in  the  love  of  God, 
loke  how  moche  that  o  drope  of  water  which  fal- 
leth  into  a  fourneis  ful  of  fire  anoieth  or  greveth 
the  brenning  of  the  iire,  in  like  maner  anoieth  or 
.greveth  a  venial  finne  unto  that  man  whiche  is 
itedfaft  and  parfite  in  the  love  of  our  Saviour  Je 
fu  Crift.  Furthermore,  men  may  ajfo  refreine  and 
put  away  venial  finne  by  receiving  worthily  th£ 
precious  body  of  Jefu  Crift,  by  receiving  eke  of 
holy  water,.by  almes  dede,  by  general  confeflion  of 
confiteor  at  mafic,  and  at  prime,  and  at  complin,  a. n4 
by  bleffmg  of  biflioppes  and  preeftcs,  and  by  other 
good  werkes. 

De  Seftem  Pecctfls  Mortalilus, 

Now  it  is  behovely  to  tellen  whiche  ben  dedly 
finnes,  that  is  to  fay,  chiefetaines  of  finnes,  for  as 
moche  as  all  they  ren  in  o  Ices,  but  in  divers  ma- 
ners.  Now  ben  they  cleped  chiefetaines  for  as 
moche  as  they  be  chiefe,  and  of  hem  fpringen  all 
other  finnes.  The  rote  of  thife  finnes  than  ig 
pride,  the  general  rote  of  all  harmes,  for  of  this 
rote  fpringen  certain  braunches,  as  ire,  envie,  ac? 
cide  or  fiouthe,  avarife  pr  coveitife,  (to  common 
underftondirtg)  glotonie,  and  lecherie ;  and  eche 
of  thife  chief  fmnes  hath  his.  braunches  and  his 
twigges,  as  flial  be  declared  in  hir  chapitres  fol 
lowing. 


And  though  fo  be  that  no  man  knoweth  utter 
ly  the  nombre  of  the  twigges  and  of  the  harmee 
that  comen  of  pride,  yet  wol  I  fhew  a  partie  of 
hem  as  ye  Ihul  under;  o;id,  Ther  is  inobcdiencc, 
avaunting,  ipocrifie,  defpit,  arrogance,  impudence, 
fwelling  of  herte,  infolence,  elation,  impatience, 
ftrif,  contumacie,  prefumption,  irreverence,  perti- 
nacie,  vaine  glorie,  and  many  other  twigges  that 
I  cannot  declare.  Inobedient  is  he  that  difobeyeth 
for  defpit  to  the  commandenients  of  God,  and 
to  his  foveraines,  and  to  his  goflly  fader  ;  avaun- 
tour  is  he  that  boileth  ef  the  harme  or  of  the  boun 
tee  that  he  hath  don  ;  ipocrite  is  he  that  hideth.  to 
fhew  him  fwiche  as  he  is,  and  fliew.eth  him  to  feme 
fwiche  as  he  is  not.;  defpitous  is  he  that  hath  dif- 
dain  of  his  neighebourj  that  is  to  fayn,  of  .his  even 
Criften,  or  hath  defpit  to  do  that  him  ought  to  do; 
arrog-.mt  is  he  that  thinketh  that  he  hath  thole 
boujatees  iu  him  that  he  hath  not,  or  weneth  that 
he  fliulde  hayjj  hem  by  his,  deferving,  or  elles  thac 
demeth  that  he  be  that  lie  is  not ;  impudent  is  h$ 
that  for  his  pride  hath  110  fhame  of  his  finnes ; 
fwelling  of  herte  is  whan  man  rejoyceth  him  of 
hiirriie  that  he  hath  don  ;  infolent  is  he  that  del'- 
piil'th  in  his  jvigercent  all  ether  folk  as  in  regard 
of  'hi;  vuluCj  of  his  conning,  of  his  fpekifig,.  and  os^ 
M  iiij 
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his  boring  ;  elation  is  whan  he  ne  may  neither  fuf- 
fre  to  h?.ve  maiftre  ne  felawe  ;  impatient  is  he  that 
•wol  not  be  taught  ne  undernome  of  his  vice,  and 
by  ftrif  werrieth  truth  wetingly,  and  defendeth 
lr'«.  foly  ;  contamax  is  he  that  thurgh  his  indignation 
Is  ayenft  every  auctoritee  or  power  of  hem  that 
ben  his  foveraines ;  prefumptron  is  whan  a  man 
•undertaketh  an  emprife  that  him  ought  not  to  do, 
or  elles  that  he  may  not  do,  and  this  is  called  fur- 
<juidrie ;  irreverence  is  whan  man  doth  not  honour 
ther  as  him  ought  to  do,  and  waitcth  to  be  reve 
renced  ;  pertinarie  is  whan  man  defenderh  his  fo- 
Jy,  and  trufteth  to  moche  in  his  owen  wit ;  vaine-  j 
glorie  is  for  to  have  pompe  and  delit  in  his  tempo-  J 
rel  highneffe,  and  glorye  him  in  his  worldly  cflate ;  j 
jangling  is  whan  man  fpeketh  to  moche  before 
folk,  and  clappeth  as  a  mille,  and  taketh  no  kepe 
•what  he  fayth. 

And  yet  ther  is  a  privee  fpice  of  pride  that 
•waiteth  firft  to  be  falewed  or  he  wol  falew,  all 
Jbe  he  leffe  worthy  than  that  other  is ;  and  eke  he 
•waiteth  to  fit  or  to  'go  above  him  in  the  way,  or 
Itiffe  the  pax,  or  ben  encenfed  or  gon  to  offering 
before  his  neighbour,  and fwiche  femblable  thinges, 
ayenft  his  deutee  peraventure,  but  that  he  hath 
his  herte  and  his  entente  in  fwiche  a  proude  defire 
to  be  magnified  and  honoured  beforn  the  peple. 
Now  ben  ther  two  mane'r  of  prides  ;  that  on  of 
hem  is  within  the  herte  of  a  man,  and  that  other 
is  without ;  of  whiche  fothly  thife  forefayd  thinges, 
and  mo  than  I  have  fayd,  apperteinen  to  pride 
that  is  within  the  herte  of  man  ;  and  ther  be  other, 
f pices  of  pride  that  ben  withou'ten;  but  nathelefs 
that  en  of  thife  fpices  of  pride  isfigne  of  that  other, 
Tight  as  they  gay  Levefell  at  the  taverne  is  figne  of 
the  win  that  is  in  the  celler.  And  this  is  in  many 
thinges,  as  in  fpeche  and  contenance,  and  out- 
ragious  array  of  clothing  ;  for  certes  if  there  had 
ben  no  finne  iu  clothing  Grift  wold  not  fo  fone 
have  noted  and  fpoken  of  the  clothing  of  thilke 
rich  man  in  the  Gefpel ;  and,  as  Seint  Gregory 
fayth,  that  precious  clothing  is  culpable  for  the 
clerth  of  it,  and  for  his  foltneffe,  and  for  his 
flrangeneffe^.and  diiguifing,  and  for  the  fuper 
fluitee  or  for  the  inordinate  fcantneffe  of  it.  Alas ! 
may  not  a  man  fee  as  in  our  dales  the  finncful 
coitlewe  array  of  clothing,  and  namely  in  to  moche 
fuperfluiree,  or  elles  in  to  difordinatc  fcantneffe.  ! 
As  to  the  firft  'finne,  in  fupcrfluitee,  of  clothing,  | 
whiche  that  maketh  it  fo  dere,  to  the  harm  of  the  ! 
peple,  not  only  the  cofte  of  the  enbrouding,  the  j 
tlifgufing,  (indenting  or  barring,  ounding,  paling,  I 
•winding,  or  bending,  and  femblable  waft  of  cloth 
in  yanitee  but  ther  is  alfo  uie  coftle"we  furring  in 
hir  gounes,  fo  muche  pounfoning  of  chefel  to 
maken  holes,  fo  moche  dagging  of  fheres,  with 
the  fuperiluitee  in  length  of  the  forefnide  gounes, 
trailing  in  the  dong  and  in  the  myre,  on  hors  and 
eke  on  foot,  as  wel  of  man  as  of  woman,  that  all 
thilke  trailing  is  vefaily  ,(as  in  effect)  wafted, 
confumed,  thredbare,  and  rotten  with  dong,  rather 
than  it  is  yeven  to  the  poure,  to  get  damage  of  the  ' 
forefayd  poure  folk,  and  that  in  fondry  wife :  this  ] 
is  to  fayn,  the  more  that  cloth  is  wafted  the  more  ; 


muft  it  coil  the  pour  peple  for  the  fcarceneffe  ; 
and  furtherover,  if  fo  be  that  they  wolden  yeye 
fwiche  pounfoned  and  dagged  clothing  to  the 
poure  peple  it  is  not  convenient  to  were  for  hir 
eftate,  ne  fuffifant  to  bote  hir  neceffi,tee,  to  kepe 
hem  fro  the  diilcmperance  of  the  firmament.  Upon 
that  other  fide,  to  fpeke  of  the  horrible  difordinat 
fcantneffe  of  clothing,  as  ben  thife  cutted  fioppes 
or  hanfelines,  that  thurgh  hir  fhortneffe  cover 
not  the  fhameful  members  of  man  to  wicked 
entente  :  alas !  fom  of  hem  fhewen  the  boffc  and 
the  ihape  of  the  horrible  fwollen  members,  that 
femen  like  to  the  maladie  of  Hernia,  in  the  wrap 
ping  of  hir  hofen,  and  eke  the  buttokkcs  of  hem. 
behinde,  that  faren  as  it  were  the  hinder  part  of 
a  ihe  ape  in  the  ful  of  the  mone.  And  more 
over,  the  wretched  fwollen  members  that  they 
fliew  thurgh  difguifing,  in  departing  of  hir  hofen 
in  white  and  rede,  femeth  that  half  hir  fhameful 
privee  membres  were  flaine  :  and  if  fo  be  that 
they  departe  hir  hofen  in  other  colours,  as  is 
white  and  blewe,  or  white  and  blake,  or  blake 
and  rede,  and  fo  forth,  than  femeth  it,  as  by  vari 
ance  of  colour,  that  the  half  part  of  hir  privee 
members  ben  corrupt  by  the  fire  of  Seint  Anthonie, 
or  by  cancre,  or  other  fwiche  mifchance.  Of  the 
hinder  part  of  hir  buttokkes  it  is  ful  horrible  for 
to  fee,  for  certes  in  that  partie  of  hir  body,  ther 
as  they  purgen  hir  {linking  ordure,  that  foule 
partie  fhewe  they  to  the  peple  prgudely  in  difpite 
6f  honcftee,  whiche. honeftee  that  Jem  Crift  and 
his  frendes  obferved  to  fhewe  in  hir  lif.  Now  as 
to  the  outragious  array  of  women,  God  wote  that 
though  the  vifages  of  fome  of  hem  femen  ful  chafte 
and  debonaire,  yet  notificn  they  in  hir  array  of 
attire  likeroufneffe  and  pride.  I  fay  not  that 
honeftee  in  clothing  of  man  or  woman  is  unco- 
venable,  but  certes  the  fuperfluitee  or  difordinat 
fcarcitee  of  clothing  is  reprevable.  Alfo  the  finne 
of  ornament  or  of  apparaile  is  in  thinges  that  ap- 
perteine  to  riding,  as  in  to  many  dclicat  hors  that 
ben  holden  for  deiit,  thatbenfofaire,fatte,  and  coit 
lewe;  and  alfo  inmanyaviciousknave  thatisfuftain- 
ed  becaufe  of  hem  ;  in  curious  herneis,  as  in  fadles, 
cropers,peitrels,  and  bridles,  covered  with  precious 
cloth  and  rich,  barred  and  plated  of  gold  and  Clver, 
for  which  God  fayth  by  Zacharie  the  prophet, 
I  wol  confounde  the  riders  of  fwiche  hors.  Thefe' 
folke  taken  iitel  regard  to  the  riding  of  Goddes 
fone  of  heven,  and  of  his  harneis,  whan  he  rode 
upon  the  affe,  and  had  none  other  harneis  but  the 
poure  clothes  of  his  difciples,  ne  we  rede  not  that 
ever  he  rode  on  ony  other  befte.  I  fpeke  this  for 
the  finne  of  fuperfluitee,  and  not  for  honeftee, 
whan  reafon  it  requireth.  And  morover,  certes' 
pride  is  gretly  notified  in  holding  of  gret  meinie, 
whan  they  ben  of  Iitel  profke  or  of  right  no 
profite,  and  namely  vhan  that  meinie  is  felonous 
and  damageous  to  the  peple  by  hardineffe  of  high 
lordefhip,  or  by  way  of  office  ;  for'  certes  fwiche 
lordes  fell  than  hir  lordefhip  to  the  devil  of  helle 
whan  they  fufteine  the  wickedncffe  of  hir  meinie  j 
or  elles  whan  thife  folk  of  low  degree,  as  they* 
that  JMden  hoftelries,  fufleinen  thefte  of  hip 
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hoftellers,  and  that  Is  in  many  maner  of  deceites; 
thiike  muner  of  folk  ben  the  flies  that  folowen 
the  hony,  or  elles  the  houndes  that  folowen  the 
caraine :  fwiche  forefayde  folk  ftrar.glen  fpiritually 
hir  lordefhipes ;  for  which  thus  faith  David  the 
prophet,  Wicked  deth  mot  come  unto  thiike 
lordfhipes,  and  God  yeve  that  they  rnot  defcend 
into  hclle  all  doun,  for  in  hir  houfes  is  iniquitee 
and  fhrewedneffe,  and  not  God  of  heven :  and 
certes  but  if  they  don  amendement,  right  as  God 
yave  his  benifon  to  Laban  by  the  fervice  of  Jacob, 
and  to  Pharap  by  the  fervice  of  Jofeph,  right  fo 
God  wol  yeve  his  malifon  to  fwiche  lordafhipes 
as  fufteine  the  wickedneffe  of  hir  fervants,  but 
they  come  to  amendement.  Pride  of  the  table 
appereth  eke  ful  oft,  for  certes  riche  men  be  clep- 
ed  to  feftes,  and  poure  folk  he  put  away  and 
rebuked ;  and  alfo  in  exceffe  of  divers  metes  and 
drinkes,  and  namely  fwiche  maner  bake  metes 
and  difhe  metes  brenning  of  wilde  fire,  and  peint- 
ed  and  caftelled  with  paper,  and  femblable  waft, 
fothat  it  is  abufion  to  thinke;  and  eke  in  to  gret 
precioufneffe  or  veffell,  and  curiofitee  of  minftral- 
cie  by  which  a  man  is  ftirred  more  to  the  delites-of 
luxurie,  if  fo  be  that  he  fette  his  herte  the  leffe 
upon  oure  Lord  Jefu  Crift,  it  is  a  finne;  and 
certainly  the  delites  might  ben  fo  gret  in  this  cas 
that  a  man  might  lightly  fall  by  hem  into  dedly 
finne.  The  fpices  that  fourden  of  pride,  fothly 
•whan  they  fourden  of  malice  imagined,  avifed, 
and  forecafte,  or  elles  of  ufage,  ben  dedly  finnes 
it  is  no  doute  ;  and  whan  they  fourden  by  freeltee 
unavifed  fodenly,  and  fodenly  withdrawn  again, 
al  be  they  grevous  finnes  I  geffe  that  they  be  not 
dedly.  Now  might  men  afke  wherof  that  pride 
fourdeth  and  fpringeth  ?  I  fay  that  fomtime  it 
fpringeth  of  the  goodes  of  nature,  fomtime  of  the 
goodes  of  fortune,  and  fomtime  of  the  goodes  of 
grace.  Certes  the  goodes  of  nature  ftonden  only 
in  the  goodes  of  the  body  or  of  the  foul;  certes  the 
goodes  of  the  body  ben  hele  of  body,  ftrength, 
deliverneffe,  beautee,  gentrie,  franchife ;  the 
goodeg  of  nature  of  the  foule  ben  good  wit,  fharpe 
underftonding,  fubtil  engine,  vertue  naturel,  good 
inemoric  :  goodes  of  fortune  ben  riches,  high  de 
gree  of  lordfhipes,  and  preifinges  of  the  peple; 
goodes  of  grace  ben  fcience,  power  to  fuffre  fpi- 
ritueltravaile,  benignitee,vertuous  contemplation, 
withftonding  of  temptation,  andfemblable  thinges ; 
of  which  forefaid  goodes  certes  it  is  a  gret  folie 
a  mantoprklen  himin  onyof  hemall.  Nowasforto 
ipeke of goodes  of  nature,  God  wot  that  fomtime  we 
have  hem  in  nature  as  moche  to  our  damage  as  to 
ourprofite.  As  for  to  fpeke  of  hele  of  body,  trewely 
it  paffeth  ful  lightly,  and  alfo  it  is  ful  ofte  en- 
chefon  of  fikneffe  of  the  foule,  for  God  wote  the 
flefh  is  a  gret  enemy  to  the  foule,  and  therfore 
the  more  that  the  body  is  hole  the  more  be  we  in 
peril  to  falle ;  eke  for  to  priden  him  in  his  ftrength 
of  body  it  is  a  grete  folie,  for  certes  the  flefh 
coveiteth  ayenft  the  fpirite,  and  ever  the  more 
ftrong  that  the  fiefh  is  the  forier  may  the  foule  be  ; 
and,  over  all,  this  ftrength  of  body  and  worldly 
hardincffe  caukth  fal  of  to  maty  man  peril  and 


mifcuan.  t ;  alfo  tohave  pride  of  gentrie  is  right  gret 
folif ,  for  oft  time  the  gentrie  of  the  body  benim- 
eth  the  gentrie  of  the  foule :  and  alfo  we  ben  all  of  o 
fader  and  of  o  nioder,  and  all  we  ben  of  o  nature,  rot 
ten  and  corrupt,  bothe  riche  and  poure.  Forfotho 
maner  gentrie  is  fortopreife,that  appareilleth  man- 
nes  corage  with  vertues  and  moralitees,  and  maketh 
him  Criftes  child,  for  trufteth  \rel  that  over  what 
man  that  finne  hath  maiftrie  he  is  a  veray  cherl 
to  finne. 

Now  ben  ther  general  fignes  of  gentflneffe,  as 

efchewing  of  vice  and  ribaudrie,  and  fervage  of 

finne  in  word,  and  in  werk  and  contenance,  and 

ufing  vertue,  as  courtefie  and  cleneneffe,  and  to  be 

liberal,  that  is  to  fay,  large  by  meafure,  for  thiike 

that  paffeth  mcfure  is  folie  and  finne  ;  another 

is  to  remember  him  of  bountee  that  he  of  other 

folk  hath  received  ;  another  is  to  be  benigne  to 

his   fubgettes;    wherfor   faith    Seneke,    Ther  is 

nothing  more  covenable  to  a  man  of  high  eftate 

than  dobonairtee  and    pitee ;  and  therfore  thifc 

flies  that  men  clepen  Bees,  whan  they  make  hir 

king  they  chefen  on  that  hath  no  pricke  wherwith 

he  may  fting.     Another  is,  man  to  have  a  noble 

herte  and  a  diligent,  to  atteine  to  high  vertuous 

.  thinges  :  now,  certes  a  man  to  priden  him  in  the 

I  gooses  of  grace  is  eke  an  outrageous  folie,  for 

j  thiike  yeftes  of  grace  that  fliuld  have  tourned  him 

to    goodneflfe  and  to  medicine  tourneth  him  to 

venime  and  confufion,  as   fayth  Seint   Gregorie. 

Certes  alfo,  who  fo  prideth  him  in  the  goodneffe 

of  Fortune  he  is  a  gret  fool,  for  fomtime  is  a  man 

a  gret   lord  by  the  morwe  that  is  a  caitife  and  a 

j  wretch  or  it  be  night:  and  fome  time  the  richneffc 

j  of  a  man  is  caufe  of  his  deth  :  and  fomtime  the 

i  delites  of  a  man  ben  caufe  of  grevous   maladie 

1  thurgh  which  he  dieth.     Certes  the  commenda- 

;  tion  of  the  peple  is  ful  falfe  and  brotel  for  to  truft; 

j  this  day  they  preife,  to-morwe  they  blame.     God 

|  wote  defire  to  have  commendation   of  the  peple 

hath  caufed  deth  to  many  a  befy  man. 

Remcdium  Superbly, 

Nowfith  that  fo  it  is  that  ye  have  underftond 
what  is  pride,  and  which  be  the  fpices  of  it,  and 
how  mennes  pride  fourdeth  and  fpringeth,  now 
ye  fluil  uuderftond  which  is  the  remedie  ayenft 
it.  Humilitee  or  mckeneiTe  is  the  remedy  ayenft 
pride  ;  that  is  a  vertue  thurgh  which  a  man  hath 
veray  knowledge  of  himfelf,  and  holdeth  of  him 
felf  no  deintee  ne  no  pris,  as  in  regard  of  his 
defertes,  confidering  ever  his  freeltee.  Now  ben 
ther  three  maner  of  humilitees,  as  humilitee  in 
herte,  and  another  in  the  mouth,  and  the  thridde 
in  werkes.  The  humilitee  in  herte  is  in  foure 
maneres ;  that  on  is  whan  a  man  holdeth  himfelf 
as  nought  worth  before  God  of  heven  ;  the  fecond 
is  whan  he  defpifeth  non  other  man  ;  the  thridde 
is  whan  he  ne  recketh  nat  though  men  holde  him 
nought  worth  ;  and  the  fourth  is  whan  he  is  not 
fory  of  his  humilitation.  Alfo  the  humilitee  of 
mouth  is  in  four  thinges  ;  in  attemperate  fpeche; 
iu  humiiitee  of  fpeche,  and  whan  he  confeffeth 
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with  his  owetl  mouth  !that  he  is  fwiche  as  he  think- 
cth  that  he  is  Jnherte  ;  another  is  whan  he  preif- 
eth  the  bountee  of  another  man,  and  nothing 
therof  amenufeth.  Humilitee  eke  in  werkes  is 
in  foure  maners :  the  firft  is  whan  he  putteth 
other  men  before  him  ;  the  fecond  is  to  chefe  the 
loweft  place  of  all  ;  the  thridde  is  gladly  to  affent 
to  good  confeil ;  ,the  fourth  is  to  ftond  gladly 
to-  the  award  of  his  fovereigne,  or  of  hem  that  is 
ilgner  in  degree  ;  certain  this  is  a  gret  wcrk  of 
luimilitee. 

De   'nvidia, 

After  pride  wol  I  fpeke  of  the  foule  finne  of 
envie,  which  that  is,  after  the  word  of  the  philo- 
fbpher,  forwe  of  other  mennes  profperitce  ;  and 
after  the  word  of  Seint  AugulHne  it  is  forwe  of 
other  mennes  wele,  and  joy  of  other  mennes 
llarme.  This  foule  finne  is  platly  ayenft  the 
Holy  Goft  :  al  be  it  fo  that  every  finne  is  ayenft 
the  Holy  Goft,  yet  natheles  for  as  moche  as 
bountee  apperteineth  properly  to  the  Holy  Goft, 
and  envie  corneth  properly  of  malice,  therfore  it 
is  properly  ayenft  the  bountee  of  the  Hgly  Goft, 
Now  hath  malice  two  fpices,  that  is  to  fay,  hardi- 
Beffe  of  herte  in  wickedneffe,  or  elles  the  flefti  of 
man  is  fo  blind  that  he  confidereth  not  that  he  is 
in  finne,  or  recketh  not  that  he  is  in  finnc,  which 
is  the  hardineffe  of  the  divel,  That  other  fpke  of 
«nvie  is  whan  that  a  man  werrieth  trouth  whan 
lie  wot  that  it  is  trouth,  and  alfo  whan  he  wer- 
jrieth  the  grace  of  God  that  God  hath  yeve  to 
tis  neighbour;  and  all  this  is  by  envie; 
certes  than  js  envie  the  werft  finne  that  is,  for 
fbthly  all  other  finnes  be  fnmetime  only  ayenft  on 
ipecial  vertue,  but  certes  envje  is  ayenft  al  maner 
•vertues  and  alle  goodnefle,  for  it  is  fory  of  all 
Bountee  of  his  neighbour  :  and  in  this  maner  it  is 
divers  from  all  other  fmnes,  for  wel  unnethe  is 
ther  any  finne  that  it  ne  hath  fom  delit  in  him- 
feif  fave  only  envie  that  ever  hath  in  himfelf 
anguifh  and  forwe.  The  fpices  of  envie 
ben  thefe  :  ther  is  firft  forwe  of  other  mennes 
goodneife  and  of  hir  profperitee,  and  profperitee 
ought  to  be  kindly  mater  of  joye  ;  than  is  envie 
a  finne  ayenft  kinde.  The  feconde  fpice  of  envie 
is  joye  of  other  mennes  harme,  and  that  is  properly 
like  to  the  divel,  that  everrejoyfeth  him  of  mannes 
harme.  Of  thife  two  fpecies,  cometh  backbiting  ; 
and  this  finne  of  backbiting  or  detracting  hath 
certain  fpices,  as  thus ;  fom  man  preifeth  his 
neighbour  by  a  wicked  entente,  for  he  maketh 
alway  a  wicked  knotte  at  the  lafte  ende  ;  alway  he 
maketh  a  but  at  the  laft  ende,  that  is  digne  of  more 
blame  than  is  worth  all  the  preifing  :  the  fecond 
fpice  is,  that  if  a  rnan  be  good,  or  doth  or  fayth 
a  thing  good  entente,  the  backbiter  wol  turne  all 
that  goodeffe  up  fo  doun  to  his  fhrewde  entente  : 
the  thridde  is  to  amenufe  the  bountee  of  his  neigh 
bour  ;  the  fourthe  fpice  of  backbiting  is  this,  that 
if  men  fpeke  goodneffe  of  a  man  than  wol  the 
backbiter  fay,  Parfay  fwiche  a  man  is  yet  better 
than  he,'  in  difpreifing  of  him  that  men  preifc  : 


the  fifth  fpice  is  this,  for  to  confent  gladly  to  her- 
ken  the  harme  that  men  fpeke  of  other  folk  :  this 
finne  is  ful  gret,  and  ay  encrefeth  after  the  wicked 
entent  of  the  backbiter  :  after  backbiting  cometh 
grutching  or  murmurance,  and  fometime  it 
fpringeth  of  impatience  ayenft  God,  and  fomtime 
ayenft  m^: :  ayenft  God  it  is  whan  a  man 
grutcheth  ayenft  the  peine  of  helle,  or  ayenft 
poverte,  or  loffe  of  catel,  or  ayenft  rain  or  tetrt- 
peft,  or  elles  grutcheth  that  fhrewes  have  pro- 
fperitee,  or  elles  that  good  men  have  adverfitee  : 
and  all  thife  thinges  fhvjld  men  fuffre  patiently, 
for  they  comen  by  th<i  rightful  jugement  and 
ordinance  of  God.  Somtime  cometh  grutching  of 
avarice,  as  Judas  grutched  ayenft  the  Magdeltine 
whan  file  anointed  the  hed  of  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift 
with  hire  precious  oynement  :  this  maner  mur 
muring  is  fwiche  as  whan  man  grutcheth  of 
goodneffe  that  himfelf  doth  or  that  other  folk 
don  of  hir  owen  catel.  Somtime  cometh  mur 
mur  of  pride,  as  whan  Simon  the  Pharifee 
grutched  ayenft  the  Magdeleine  whan  me  ap. 
proched  to  Jefu  Crift  and  wept  at  his  feet  for  hire 
finnes :  and  fomtime  it  fourdeth  of  envie, 
wh,an  men  difcover  a  mannes  harme  that  was 
privee,  or  bereth  him  on  hond  thing  that  is  falfe. 
Murmur  alfo  is  oft  among  fervants,  that  grutchen 
whan  hir  foveraines  bidden  hem  do  leful  thinges  : 
and  for  as  moche  as  they  dare  not  openly  withfay 
the  comrnaundement  of  hir  foveraines,  yet  wol 
they  fay  harme  and  grutche  and  murmure  prively 
for  veray  defpit,  which  wordes  they  call  the 
divels  Pater  nofter,  though  fo  be  that  the  devil  had 
ne'ver  Pater  n'ojler^  but  that  lewed  folk  yeven  it 
fwiche  a  name.  Somtime  it  cometh  of  ire  or 
privee  hate,  that  norifheth  rancour  in  the  herte, 
as  afterward  I  fnal  declare.  Than  cometh  eke 
bitterneffe  of  herte,  thurgh  which  bitterneffe 
very  good  dede  of  his  neighbour  femeth  to  him 
hitter  and  unfavory.  Than  cometh  difcord, 
that  unbindeth  all  maner  of  frendihip  :  than 
cometh  fcorning  of  his  neighbour,  al  do  he  never 
fo  wel  :  than  cometh  accufing,  as  whan  a  man  fe- 
keth  occafion  to  annoyen  his  neighbour,  which 
is  like  the  craft  of  the  divel,  that  waiteth  both 
day  and  night  to  accufen  us  all  :  than  cometh 
nialignitee,  thurgh  which  a  man'  annoieth  his 
neighbour  prively  if  he  may,  and  if  he  may  not 
algate  his  wicked  will  fhal  not  let  as  for  to  brenue 
hishous  pr  el  or  enpoifen  him,  or  fle  his  beftes, 
and  fcmblab  e  hinges. 

R,  medium  Invldlii. 

flow  wol  I  fpeke  of  the  remedie  ayenft  thif 
foule  finne  of  envie.  Firfte  is  the  love  of  God 
principally,  and  loving  of  his  neighbour  as  him 
felf,  for  fothly  that  on  ne  may  not  be  without 
that  other ;  and  truft  wel  that  in  the  name  of  thy 
neighbour  thou  fhalt  underftande-  the  name  of 
thy  brother,  for  certes  all  we  have  on  fader  flefhT 
ly  and  on  moder,  that  is  to  fay,  Adam  and  Eve, 
and  alfo  on  fader  fpiritutl,  that  is  to  fay,  God  of 
hevcn.  Thy  neighbour  art  thpu  bounde  for  t<j 
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Jove,  and  will  him  all  goodneffe,  and  therfore 
fayth  God,  Love  thy  neighbour  as  thyfelf,  that  is 
to  fay,  to  falvation  both  of  lif  and  foule  ;  and 
moreover,  thou  ihalt  love  him  in  word,  and  in 
benigne  amonefting  and  chaftifing,  and  comfort 
him  in  his  anoyes,  and  praye  lor  him  with  all  thy 
herte ;  and  in  dede  thou  fhalt  love  him  in  fwiche 
wife  that  thou  fhalt  do  to  him  in  charitee  as  thou 
woldeft  that  it  were  don  to  thin  owen  perfon,  and 
therfore  thou  ne  fhalt  do  him  no  damage  in  wick, 
cd  word,  ne  harme  in  his  body,  ne  in  his  catel, 
pe  in  his  foule,  by  entifing  of  wicked  enfample  : 
thou  fhult  not  defire  his  wif,  ne  non  of  his  thinges. 
Undtrftonde  eke  that  in  the  name  of  Neighbour 
js  comprehended  his  enemy;  certesman  fhal  love 
his  enemy  for  the  commandement  of  God,  and 
jfothly  thy  frend  thou  fhalt  love  in  God  :  I  f;ty 
thin  enemy  fhalt  thou  love  for  Goddes  fake  by  his 
commandement,  for  if  it  were  refon  that  man 
Ihu^de  hate  his  enemy  forfoth  God  n'olde  not  rt-- 
ceive  us  to  his  love  that  ben  his  enemies.  Ayenft 
three  maner  of  wronges  that  his  enemy  doth  to 
Jiim  he  flial  do  three  thinges,  as  thus ;  ayenit  hate 
and  rancour  of  herte  he  fhal  love  him  in  herte ; 
'ayenft  chiding  and  wicked  worries  he  flial  j  ray 
for  his  enemy  ;  ayenft  the  wicked  dede  of  his  ene- 
hiy  he  fhal  do  him  bountee  ;  for  Crifl  fayth,  Lcve 
your  enemies,  and  prayeth  for  hem  that  fptke 
you  harme,  and  for  hem  that  chafen  and  purfuen 
you,  and  do  bountee  to  hem  that  haten  you  Lp, 
thus  commandeth  us  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift  to  do  to 
jpur  enemies.  Forfoth  nature  driveth  us  to  love 
our  frendes,  and  parfay  our  enemies  have  more 
Bede  of  love  than  our  frendes,  and  they  that  more 
pede  have  ccrtes  to  hem  ilia!  men  do  goodneffe  ; 
and  certes  in  thilke  dede  have  we  remembrance 
of  the  love  of  Jefu  Crifl  that  died  for  his  ene 
mies  ;  and  in  as  moche  as  thilke  love  is  more 
grevous  to  performe,  fo  moche  is  more  gret  the 
merite,  and  therfore  the  loving  of  our  enemy 
hath  confounded  the  venime  of  the  divel ;  for 
right  as  the  divel  is  confounded  by  humilitee, 
fight  fo  is  he  wounded  to  the  deth  by  love  of  our 
enemy  :  certes  than  is  love  the  medicine  that 
fafteth  out  the  venime  of  envie  fro  mannes  herte. 

DC  Ira. 

After  envy  wol  I  declare  of  the  finne  of  ire, 
for  fothly  who  fo  hath  envy  upon  his  neighbour 
anon  communly  wol  finde  him  mater  of  wrath  in 
word  or  in  dede  ayenft  him  to  whom  he  hath  en- 
vie.  And  as  wel  cometh  ire  of  pride  as  of  envie, 
for  fcthly  he  that  is  proude  or  envious  is  lightly 
.wroth. 

This  finne  of  ire,  after  the  difcriving  of  Seint 
Auguftin,  is  wicked  will  to  be  avenged  by  word 
or  by  dede  ;  ire,  after  the  phjlofophre,  is  the  fer 
vent  blode  of  man  yquicked  in  his  herte,  thurgh 
jvhich  he  wold  harme  to  him  that  he  hateth  ;  for 
certes  the  herte  of  man  by  enchaufing  and  moving 
of  his  blood  waxeth  fo  troubled  that  it  is  out  of 
all  maner  jugement  of  refon.  But  ye  fhul  under- 
that  ire  is  in  two  manors,  that  on  of 


TALE.  18; 

hem  is  good,  and  that  other  is  wicked.  The  good 
ire  is  by  jaloufie  of  goodneffe,  thurgh  the  which 
man  is  wroth  with  wickedneffe,  and  again  wick 
edneffe,  and  therfore  faith  the  wife  man  that  ire 
is  better  than  play.  This  ire  is  with  debonairtee, 
and  it  is  wrothe  without  bitterneffe  ;  not  wrothe 
ayenft  the  man,  but  wrothe  with  the  mifdede  of 
the  man  ;  as  faith  the  prophet  David,  i  rufdmini, 
et  nolite peccare.  Now  underitond  that  wicjted  ire 
is  in  two  maners,  that  is  to  fay,«<oden  ire  or  hally 
ire,  without  avifement  and  conienting  of  refon; 
the  meaning  and  the  fenfe  of  this  is,  that  the  re 
fon  of  a  man  ne  confenteth  not  to  that  foden  ire,  and 
than  it  is  venial.  Another  he  is  that  is  ful  wick 
ed,  that  cometh  of  felonie  of  herte,  aviied  and 
caft  before,  with  wicked  will  to  do  vengeance, 
and  thcrto  his  refon  confenteth  j  and  fothly  this 
is  dediy  finne.  This  ire  is  fo  difplefant  to  God 
that  it  troubleth  his  hous,  and  chafeth  the  Holy 
Goft  out  of  mannes  foule,  and  wafteth  and  de- 
Ilroycth  the  likeneffe  of  God,  that  is  to  fay,  the 
vertue  that  is  in  mannes  foule,  and  putteth  in  him 
the  likem  ffe  of  the  devil,  and  benimeth  the  man 
fro  God  that  is  his  rightful  Lord.  This  ire  is  a 
ful  gret  plefance  to  the  devil,  for  it  is  the  devils 
forneis  that  he  enchaufeth  with  the  fire  of  helle  ; 
for  certes  right  fo  as  fire  is  more  mighty  to  de- 
ftroie  erthly  thinges  than  any  other  element,  right 
fo  ire  is  mighty  to  deftroie  all  fpirituel  thinges, 
Loke  how  that  fire  of  fmal  giedes,  that  ben  almofl 
ded  under  afhen,  wol  quicken  ayen  whan  they 
ben  touched  with  brimftone ;  right  fo  ire  wol 
evermore  quicken  ayen  whan  it  is  touched  with 
pride  that  is  covered  in  mannes  herte;  for  certes 
fire  ne  may  not  come  out  of  nothing,  but  if  it 
were  firft  in  the  fame  thing  naturelly,  as  fire  is 
drawn  out  of  flintes  with  ftele ;  and  right  fo  as 
pride  is  many  times  mater  of  ire,  right  fo  is  ran 
cour  norice  and  keper  of  ire.  Ther  is  a  maner 
tree,  as  fayth  Seint  Ifidore,  that  whan  men  make 
a  fire  of  the  faide  tree,  and  cover  the  coles  of  it 
with  afhen,  fothly  the  fire  therof  wol  laft  all  a 
yere  or  more  :  and  right  fo  fareth  it  of  rancour 
whan  it  is  ones  conceived  in  the  herte  of  fom 
men ;  certes  it  wol  laften  peraventure  from  on 
Eafterne  day  until  another  Eaflerne  day,  or  more  ; 
but  certes  the  fame  man  is  ful  fer  from  the  mer- 
cie  of  God  all  thilke  while. 

In  this  forefaid  devils  forneis  ther  forgen  three 
fhrewes,  Pride,  that  ay  bloweth  and  encrefeth  the 
fire  by  chiding  and  wicked  wordes ;  than  flondeth 
Envie,  and  holdeth  the  hot  yren  upon  the  herte 
of  man  with  a  pair  of  longe  topges  of  longer 
rancour ;  and  than  ftondeth  the  finne  of  contu- 
melie,  or  ftrif  and  chefte,  and  battereth  and  forg- 
eth  by  vilains  reprevinges.  Certes  this  curfed  finne 
annoyeth  both  to  the  man  himfelf  and  eke  his 
neighbour,  for  fothly  alm'oft  all  the  harme  or  da 
mage  that  ony  man  doth  to  his  neighbour  cometh 
of  wrath,  for  certes  outrageous  wrathe  doth  all 
that  ever  the  foule  fende  wiileth  cr  commanded^ 
him ;  for  he  ne  fpureth  neyther  for  our  Lord  Je 
fu  Criil  ne  his  fwete  moder;  and  iu  his  outrage 
ous  anger  and  ire,  alas !  alas !  iu)  many  on  ^t  that- 


THE    FERSONES   TA  LE. 


time  feleth  In  his  herte  ful  wickedly  both  of  Crift 
and  alfo  of  all  his  thalwes.  Is  not  this  a  curfed 
vice  ?  yes,  certes.  Alas !  it  benimmeth  fro  man 
his  witte  and  his  rcfon,  and  all  his  debonaire  lif 
fpirituel,  that  fluild  kepe  his  foule  :  certes  it  be 
nimmeth  alfo  Goddes  due  lordfhip  (and  that  is 
mannes  foule)  and  the  love  of  his  neighbours ; 
it  ftriveth  alfo  all  dixy  ayenft  trouth  ;  it  rcveth 
him  the  quiet  of  his  hcrte,  and  fubverteth  his 
fcule. 

Of  ire  comen  thifi:  (linking  engendrures ;  firft 
hate,  that  is  olde  wrath ;  difcord,  thurgh  which 
a  man  forfaketh  his  olde  frend  tliat  he  hath  loved 
ful  long  i  and  than  cometh  werre,  and  every  ma- 
ner  of  wrong  that  a  man  doth  to  his  neighbour  in 
body  or  in  catel.  Of  this  curfed  finne  of  ire 
cometh  eke  manflaughter.  And  underftondeth 
wel  that  homicide  (that  is  manflaughter)  is  in  di 
vers  wife.  Som  maner  of  homicide  is  fpirituel, 
and  fom  is  bodily.  Spirituel  manflaughter  is  in 
fix  thinges.  Firft,  by  hate,  as  fayth  Seint  John, 
He  that  hateth  his  brother  is  an  homicide.  Ho 
micide  is  alfo  by  backbiting,  of  which  backbi- 
tours  fayth  Salomon,  that  they  have  two  fvverdes 
with  which  they  flay  hir  neighbours ;  for  fothly 
as  wicked  it  is  to  benime  of  him  his  good  name 
as  his  lif.  Homicide  is  alfo  in  yeving  of  wicked 
confeil  by  fraude,  as  for  to  yeve  confeil  to  areife 
wrongful  cuftomes  and  talages,  of  which  fayth 
Salomon,  A  lion  roring,  and  a  bare  hungrie,  ben 
like  to  cruel  lordes  in  withholding  or  a  bregging 
of  the  hire  or  of  the  wages  of  fei  vantes,  or  elles 
in  ufurie,  cr  in  withdrawing  of  the  almeffe  of 
poure  folk  ;  for  which  the  wife  man  fayth,  Fedeth 
him  that  almoft  dieth  for  honger,  for  fothly  but 
if  thou  fede  him  thou  fleeft  him. :  and  all  thife 
ben  dedly  finnes.  Bodily  manflaughter  is  whan 
thou  fleeft  him  with  thy  tonge  in  other  maoer,  as 
whun  thou  comnlandeft  to  fie  a  man,  or  elles 
yevcft  confeil  to  fie  a  man.  Manflaughter  in  dede 
is  in  foure  manors.  That  on  is  by  lawe,  right  as 
a  juftice  dampneth  him  that  is  culpable  to  the 
deth ;  but  let  the  juftice  beware  that  he  do  it 
rightfully,  and  that  he  do  it  not  for  delit  to  fpill 
"blood,  but  for  keping  of  rightwifeneffe.  Another 
homicide  is  don  for  necefiitee,  as  whan  a  man 
flce(h  another  in  his  defence,  and  that  he  ne  may 
non  other  wife  efcapen  fro  his  owen  deth;  but 
certain  and  he  may  efcape  withouten  {laughter  of 
his  adverfarie  he  doth  finne,  and  he  fhal  here  pe 
nance  as  for  dedly  finne.  Alfo  if  a  man  by  cas 
or  aventure  fhete  an  arowe  or  caft  a  {lone  with 
v/hich  he  fleeth  a  man,  he  is  an  homicide.  And 
if  a  woman  by  negligence  overlyeth  hire  child 
in  hire  fiepe,  it  is  homicide  and  dedly  finne.  Al 
fo  whan  a  man  difturbleth  conception  of  a  child'e, 
and  maketh  a  woman  barein  by  drinkcs  of 
venimous  hcrbes  thurgh  which  fhe  may  not  con 
ceive,  or  fleeth  hire  child  by  drinkes,  or  elles  put- 
teth  certain  material  thing  in  hire  fecret  place  to 
flee  hire  child,  or  clles  doth  unkinde  finne,  by 
•which  man  or  woman  fhedeth  his  nature  in  place 
ther  as  a  ch:!de  may  not  be  conceived ;  or  elks  if 
5  woman  hath  conc.-ivcd  and  hurteth  hirefelf, 


and  by  that  mifliappe  the  childe  is  flame,  yet  is  It 
homicide.  What  fay  we  eke  of  women  that 
murderen  hir  children  for  drede  of  worldly  fhame? 
certes  it  is  an  horrible  homicide.  Eke  if  a  man 
approche  to  a  woman  by  defir  of  lecherie  thurgh 
which  the  childe  is  periftied,  or  elles  fmitten  a 
woman  w^tingly,  thurgh  which  fhe  lefeth  hire 
child,  all  thife  ben  homicides,  and  horrible  dedly 
finnes.  Yet  comen  ther  ire  many  mo  finnes,  as 
wel  in  worde  as  in  thought  and  in  dede;  as  he 
that  arretteth  upon  God,  or  blameth  God  of  the 
thing  of  which  he  is  himfelf  gilty,  or  dcfpifeth  God 
and  all  his  halwes,  as  don  thife  curfed  hafardours 
in  divers  contrees.  This  curfed  finne  don  they 
whan  they  felen  in  hir  herte  ful  wickedly  of  God 
and  of  his  halwes  :  alfo  whan  they  treten  unre- 
verently  the  facrament  of  the  auter,  thilke  finne 
is  fo  gret  that  unneth  it  may  be  relefed,  but  that 
the  mercy  of  God  paffeth  all  his  werkes,  it  is  fo 
gret,  and  he  fo  benigne.  Than  cometh  alfo  of  ire 
attry  anger,  whan  a  man  is  fharpely  amonefted  in 
his  fhrift  to  leve  his  finne  ;  than  wol  he  be  angry, 
and  anfwere  hokerly  and  angerly,  to  defend  or 
excufen  his  finne  by  unftedfaftneffe  of  his  flefh  ; 
or  elles  he  did  it  for  to  hold  compagnie  with  his 
felawes  ;  or  elles  he  fayeth  the  fend  enticed  him  » 
or  elles  he  did  it  for  his  youthe  ;  or  elles  his  com 
plexion  is  fo  corageous  that  he  may  not  forbere1  ; 
or  elles  it  is  his  deftinee,  he  fayth,  unto  a  certain 
age ;  or  elles  he  fayth  it  cometh  him  of  gentilnefie 
of  his  aunceftres,  and  femblable  thinges.  All  thife 
maner  of  folke  fo  wrappen  hem  in  hir  finnes 
that  they  ne  wol  not  deliver  hemfelf,  for  fothly 
no  wight  that  excufeth  himfelf  wilfuly  of  hia 
finne  may  not  be  delivered  of  his  finne  til  that  hft 
mekely'  beknoweth  his  finne.  After  this  thaii 
cometh  fwering,  that  is  expreffe  ayenft  the  com- 
mandement  of  God;  and  that  befalleth  often  of 
anger  and  •  of  ire  :  God  fayth,  Thou  {halt  not 
take  the  name  of  thy  Lord  God  in  idel :  alfo  cur 
Lord  Jefu  Criil  fayth  by  the  word  of  Seint  Mai 
thew,  Ne  flial  ye  not  fwcre  in  all  manere,  m-y- 
ther  by  heven,  for  it  is  Goddes  trone,  nc  by 
erthe,  for  it  is  the  benche  of  his  feet,  ne  by  Jc- 
rufalem,  for  it  is  the  citee  of  a  gret  king,  ne  by 
thin  hed,  for  thou  ne  mayft  net  make  an  here 
white  ne  black ;  but  he  fayth,  Be  your  word  ye, 
ye,  nay,  nay  ;  and  what  that  is  more  it  is  of  evil. 
Thus  fayth  Crift,  for  Criftes  fake  fwere  not  fo 
fmnefully,  in  difmembring  of  Crift,  by  foule, 
herte,  bones,  and  body  ;  for  certes  it  femeth  that 
ye  thirken  that  the  curfed  Jewes  difmcmbred  him 
not  ynotigh,  but  ye  difmembre  him  more.  And 
if  fo  be  that  the  lawe  compell  you  to  fwere,  than 
reuleth  you  after  the  lawe  of  God  in  your  fwer 
ing,  as  fayth  Jeremie,  Thou  {halt  kepe  three  con 
ditions  ;  thou  fhalt  fwere  in  trouth,  in  dome,  and 
in  rightwifeneffe  ;  this  is  to  fay,  thou  fhalt  fwere 
foth,  for  every  lefing  is  ayenft  Crift,  for  Crift  is 
veray  trouth  :  and  thinke  wel  this,  that  every 
gret  fwerer,  not  compelled  lawfully  to  fwere,  thd 
plage  flial  not  depart  fro  his  hous  while  he  ufeth 
unleful  fwering.  Thou  fhalt  fwere  alfo  in  dome, 
whan  thou  art  conftreincd  by  the  dome  fm  an  t<s 


THE    PER'SONES   TALE. 


1*9 


"witneffe  a  trouth.  Atfo  thou  fhalt  not  fwere  for 
envie,  neyther  for  favour  ne  for  mede,  bui  only 
for  rightwifeneffe,  and  for  declaring  of  .trouthe 
to  the  honour,  and  worfhip  of  God,  and  to  the 
aiding  and  helping  of  thin  even  Criften. :  and 
therfore  every  man  that  taketh  Goddes  name  in 
idel,  or  falfely  fwereth  with  his  mouth,  or  elles 
taketh  on  him  the  name  of  Crift,  to  be  called  a 
Criften  man,  and  liveth  agenft  Criftes  living  and 
his  teching,  all  they  take  Goddes  name  in  idel. 
Loke  alfo  what  fayth  Seint  Peter,  /Muum  iv.  Non 
ell  allud  noaien  fub  c<elo,  &c.  ;  Ther  is  non  other 
name  (fayth  Seint  Peter)  under  heven  yeven  to 
men  in  which  they  .may  be  faved,  that  is  to  fay, 
but  the  name  of  Jefu  Crift.  Take  kepc  eke 
how  precious  is  the  name  of  Jefu  Crift,  as  fayth 
Stint  Poule  ad  Philipenfis  ii.  In  nomine  Jefu,  &c. ; 
that  in  the  name  of  Jefu  every  knee  of  hevenly 
creature,  or  erthly,  or  of  helle,  fhuld  bowen  ; 
for  it  is  fo  high  and  worfhipful  that  the  curfed 
fend  in  helle  fhuld  tremble  for  to  here  it  named. 
Than  femeth  it  that  men  that  fwere  fo  horribly 
by  his  bleffed  name,  that  they  defpife  it  more 
boldely  than  did  the  curfed  Jewes,  or  elles  the 
divel,  that  trembleth  whan  he  hereth  his  name. 

Now  certes  fith  that  fwering  (but  if  it  be  law 
fully  don)  is  fo  highly  defended,  mochc  worfe  is 
for  to  fwere  falfely  and  eke  nedeles. 
.  What  fay  we  eke  of  hem  that  deliten  hem  in 
fwering,  and  hold  it  a  genterie  or  manly  dede  to 
fwere  gret  othes  ?  and  what  of  hem  that  of  veray 
ufage  ne  cefe  not  to  fwere  gret  othes,  al  be  the  caufe 
not  worth  a  ftrawe  ?  certes  this  is  horrible  finne  : 
fwering  fodenly  without  avifement  is  alfo  a  gret 
finne.  But  let  us  go  now  to  that  horrible  fwe 
ring  of  adjuration  and  conjuration,  as  don  thife 
falie  enchantours  and  nigromancers  in  bafins 
ful  of  water,  or  in  a  bright  fwerde,  in  a  cercle, 
or  in  a  fire,  or  in  a  fholder  bone  of  a  fhepe  :  I 
cannot  fayn  but  that  they  do  curfedly  and  dam 
nably  ayenft  Crift,  and  all  the  faith  of  holy 
chirchc. 

What  fay  we  of  hem  that  be! even  on  divinales, 
as  by  flight  or  by  noife  of  briddt's  or  of  beftes,  or 
by  forte  of  geomancie,  by  dren:es,  by  chirking 
of  dores,  or  cracking  of  houfes,  by  gnawing  of 
ratios,  and  fwiche  maner  wretchedneffe  ?  Certes 
all  tiiile  thinges  ben  defended  by  God  and  holy 
chirche,  for  which  they  ben  accurfed,  till  they  come 
to  amendement,  that  on  fwiche  filth  let  hir  be- 
leve.  Charmcs  for  woundes,  or  for  maladies  of 
men  or  of  beftes,  if  they  take  any  effect  it  may  be 
peraventure  that  God  fuffreth  it  for  folk  fhuld 
jeve  the  more  feith  and  reverence  to  his  name. 

Now  wol  I  fpeke  of  lefinges,  which  generally  is 
falfe  fignifiance  of  word,  in  entent  to  deceive  his 
even  Criften.  Some  lefing  is  of  which  thcr  com- 
eth  non  avantage  to  no  wight ;  and  fom  lefing 
turneth  to  the  profite  and  efe  of  a  man,  and  to 
the  dammage  of  another  man  ;  another  lefing  is 
for  to  faven  his  lif  or  his  catel;  another  lefing 
cometh  of  delit  for  to  lie,  in  which  delit  they  wol 
forge  a^long  tale,  and  peint  it  with  all  circumftan- 
ces,  wlier  all  the  ground  of  the  tuje  is  falfe  ;  foino 


lefing  cometh  for  he  wol  fuftein  his  word';  anrt 
fom  lefing  cometh  of  recchelefneffe  withouten 
avifement,  and  femblable  thinges. 

Let  us  now  touche  the  vice  of  flaterie,  which  ne 
cometh  not  gladly,  but  for  drede  or  for  covetife. 
Flaterie  is  generally  wrongful  preifmg  :  flaterers 
ben  the  devils  nourices,  that  nourifli  his  children 
with  milke  of  lofengerie.  Forfoth  Salomon  fayth 
that  flaterie  is  wcrfe  than  detraction,  for  Ibmtime 
detraction  maketh  an  hautein  man  be  the  more 
humble,  for  he  dredeth  detraction,  but  certes  fla 
terie  maketh  a  man  to  enhaunce  his  herte  and  his 
contenance.  Flaterers  ben  the  devils  enchauntours, 
for  they  maken  a  man  to  wencn  himfelf  be  like 
that  he  is  not  like  :  they  be  like  to  Judas  that  be 
trayed  God ;  and  thife  flaterers  betrayen  man  to 
felle  him  to  his  enemy,  that  is  the  devil.  Flate 
rers  ben  the  devils  chuppeleines,  that  ever  fingen 
Placebo.  I  reken  flaterie  in  the  vices  of  ire,  for  oft 
time  if  a  man  be  wroth  with  another,  than  wol  he 
flater  fom  wight  to  fufteine  him  in  his  quar 
rel. 

Speke  we  now  of  fwiche  curfing  as  cometh  of 
irous  herte.  Malifon  generally  may  be  faid  every 
maner  power  of  harme  :  fwiche  curfmg  bereveth 
man  the  regne  of  God,  as  fayth  Seint  Poule  ;  and 
oft  time  fwiche  curfing  wrongfully  retorneth  again 
to  him  that  curfeth,  as  a  bird  retorneth  again  to 
his  owen  neft  :  and  over  all  thing  men  ought 
efchevv  to  curie  hir  children,  and  to  yeve  to  ths 
devil  hir  engendrure,  as  fer  forth  as  in  hem  is  ; 
certes  it  is  a  grete  peril  and  a  grete  finne. 

Let  us  than  fpeke  of  chiding  and  repreving, 
which  ben  ful  grete  woundes  in  mannes  herte,  for 
they  unfow  the  feames  of  frendfhip  in  mannes 
herte  ;  for  certes  unnethe  may  a  man  be  plainely 
accorded  with  him  that  he  hath  openly  reviled, 
repreved,  and  difclaundred  ;  this  is  a  full  griily 
finne,  as  Crift  fayth  in  the  gofpel.  And  take  ye 
kepe  now  that  he  that  repreveth  his  neighbour 
either  he  repreveth  him  by  fom  harme  of  peinc 
that  he  hath  upon  his  bodie,  as  mefel,  croked  har 
lot,  or  by  fom  fume  that  he  doth  :  now  if  lie  re- 
prevc  him  by  harme  of  pehie,than  turneth  the  re- 
preve  to  Jefu  Crift;  for  peine  isfentby  the  right- 
wife  :onde  of  God,  and  by  his  faffrance,  be  it  me-> 
felrie,  or  maime,  or  maladie  ;  and  if  he  repreve 
him  uncharitably  of  finne,  as  thou  holaur,  thou 
dronkelewe  harlot,  and  fo  forth,  than  appertein- 
eth  that  to  the  rejoicing  of  the  devil,  which  ever 
hath  joye  that  men  don  finne.  And  certe.a  chiding 
may  not  come  but  out  of  a  vilains  herte,  for  after 
tiie  haboundance  of  the  herte  fpeketh  t,he  mouth 
ful  oft.  And  ye  ftiul  underflond  that  loke  by  any 
way  whan  ony  man  chauifeth  another  that  he  be 
ware  fro  chidapa-QT  repreving,  for  trewcly  but  he 
beware  he  may  fnl  lightly  quicken  the  fire  of  an 
ger  and  of  wrath,  which  he  fhuld  quench,  and  per- 
ayenture  fleth  him  that  he  might  chaftife  with 
benignitee  ;  for,  as  fayth  Salomon,  The  amiable 
tonge  is  the  tree  of  lif,  that  is  to  fay,  of  lif  fpiri- 
tuel ;  and  fothly  a  ditfolute  tonge  fleth  the  fpirit- 
of  him  that  repreveth,  and  alfo  of  him  which  is 
repreved.  Lo,  what  fayth  Seint  Auguftine  ;  Thcr 
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h  nothing  fo  like  the  devils  child  as  he  which  oft 
chidcth  ;  a  fervant  of  God  behoveth  not  to  chide  ; 
and  though  that  chiding  be  a  vilains  thing  betwix 
all  maner  folk,  yet  it  is  certes  moft  uncovenabls 
betwene  a  man  and  his  wif,  for  ther  is  never  reft; 
and  therfore  fayth  Salomon,  An  hous  that  is  unco 
vered  in  rayn  and  dropping  and  a  chiding  wit'  b^n 
like ;  a  man  which  is  in  a  dropping  hous  in  many 
places  though  he  cfchew  the  dropping  in  o  place, 
it  droppeth  on  him  in  another  place  ;  fo  fareth  it 
by  a  chiding  wif,  if  Hie  chide  him  not  in  o  place 
file  Wol  chide  him  in  another  ;  and  therfore  better 
is  a  morfel  of  bred  with  joye  than  an  hous  filled 
ful  of  delices  with  chiding,  fayth  Salomon  :  and 
Seint  Poule  fayth,  O  ye  women !  beth  ye  <\ibgettes 
to  your  hufbonds  as  you  behoveth  in  God  ;  anc 
ye  men  loyeth  your  wives.  > 

Afterward  fpeke  we  of  fcorning,  which  is  a 
wicked  finne,  and  namely  whan  he  fcorneth 
jnan  for  his  good  werkes,  for  certes  fwiche  fcor- 
iiers  faren  like  the  foule  tode,  that  may  not  en 
dure  to  fmell  the  fwete  favour  of  the  vine  whan 
it  flourimeth  :  thife  fcorners  ben  parting  felaws 
•with  the  devil,  for  they  have  joye  whan  the  devi] 
•^vinneth,  and  forwe  if  he  lefeth ;  they  ben  adver- 
faries  to  Jefu  Crift,  for  they  hate  that  he  loveth, 
that  is  to  fay,  falvation  of  foule. 

Speke  we  now  of  wicked  confeil,  for  he  that 
tvicked  confeil  yeveth  is  a  traitour,  for  he  deceiv- 
eth  him  that  trufteth  in  him  ;  but  nathelefsyet  is 
wicked  confeil  firft  ayenil  himfelf ;  for,  as  fayth 
the  wife  man,  Every  falfe  living  hath  this  proper- 
tee  in  himfelf,  that  he  that  wol  annoy  another  man, 
he  annoyeth  firft  himfelf.  And  men  ftml  under- 
ftond  that  man  ftial  not  take  his  confeil  of  falfe 
folk,  ne  of  angry  folk,  or  grevous  folk,  ne  of  folk 
that  loven  fpecially  hir  owen  profit,  ne  tff  to 
moche  worldly  folk,  namely  in  confeiling  of 
mannes  foule. 

Now  cometh  the  finne  of  hem  that  tnaken  dif- 
tord  among  folk,  which  is  a  finne  that  Crift  ha- 
ieth  utterly ;  and  no  wonder  is,  for  he  died  for 
f o  make  concord ;  and  more  fhame  don  they  to 
Crift  than  did  they  that  him  crucified  ;  for  God 
loveth  better  that  friendftiip  be  amonges  folk  than 
he  did  his  owen  body,  which  that  he  yave  for 
unitee ;  therfore  ben  they  likened  to  the  devil, 
that  ever  is  about  to  make  difcord. 

Now  cometh  the  finne  of  double  tonge,  fwiche 
as  fpeke  faire  before  folk  and  wickedly  behind,  or 
«lles  they  make  femblaunt  as  though  they  fpake 
of  good  entention,  or  elles  in  game  and  play,  and 
yet  they  fpeken  of  wicked  entente. 

Now  cometh  bewreying  of  confeil,  thurgh  which 
a.  man  is  defamed  :  certes  unnethe  may  he  reftore 
the  damage  :  now  cometh  manace,  that  is  an  open 
folie,  for  he  that  oft  manaceth  he  threteth  more 
than  he  may  performe  ful  oft  time  :  now  comen 
idel  wordes  that  be  without  profite  of  hrm  that 
fpeketh  the  wordes,  and  eke  of  him  that  herken- 
eth  the  wordes,  or  elles  idel  wordes  ben  tho  that 
ben  nedeles,  or  withouten  entente  of  naturel  pro 
fit  ;  and  al  be  it  that  idel  wordes  be  fomtime  veni 
al  finne,  yet  ftiuld  men  doutc  hem,  for  we  fnulyeve 


rekening  of  hem  before  God.     Now  cometh  jang 
ling,  that  may  not  corne  withouten  finne  ;  and,  as 
fayth  Salomon,   It  is  a  figne  of  apert  folie  ;  and 
;  therfore  a  philofophre  fayd,  whan  a  man  axed  him 
|  how  that  he  fhuld  plefe  the  peple,  he  aufwered^ 
I  Do  many  good  werkes,  and  fpeke  few  jangelinges. 
A'ter  this  cometh  the  finne  of  japeres,  that  ben 
'  the  devils  apes,  for  they  make  folk  to  laugh  at  hir 
I  japerie,  as  folk   don   at  the  gaudes  of  an   ape; 
|  fwiche  japes  defendeth  Seint  Poule.     Loke  how 
i  that   vertuous  wordes  and  holy  comforten  hent 
I  that  tr.ivaillen  in  the  fervice  of  Crift,  right  fo  com- 
forten  the  vilains  words  and  the  knakkes  of  ja- 
!  p-res  hem  that  travaillen  in  the  fervice  of  the  de 
vil.  Thife  ben  the  fmnes  of  the  tonge,  that  comen 
of  ire,  and  other  finnes  many  mo* 

Remedium  Ira. 

The  remedie  ayenft  ire  is  a  vertue  that  cleped  is 
Manfuetude,  that  is  debonairtee,  and  eke  ano 
ther  vertue  that  men  clepen  Patience  or  Suffe- 
raunce. 

D^bonairtee  withdraweth  and  refreineth  the 
ftirrings  and  mevings  of  mannes  corage  in  his 
herte  in  fwich  maner  that  theynelkip  not  out  by 
anger  ne  ire ;  fufferance  fuffereth  fwetely  all  the 
annoyance  and  the  wrong  that  is  don  to  man 
outwar  1  Seint  Jerome  fayth  this  of  debonair- 
tee,  that  it  doth  no  harme  to  no  wight  ne  fayth, 
ne  for  no  harme  that  men  do  ne  fay  he  ne  chafeth 
not  ayenft  refon.  This  vertue  fomtime  cometh 
of  nature  ;  for,  as  fayth  the  philofophre,  A  man  is 
a  quick  thing,  by  nature  debonaire,  and  tretable 
to  goodnefle  ;  but  whan  debonairtee  is  enformed 
of  grace,  than  it  is  the  more  worth. 

Patience  is  another  remedy  ayenft  ire,  and  is  a 
vertue  that  fuffereth  fwetely  every  mannes  good- 
neffe,  and  is  not  wroth  for  non  harme  that  is  don 
to  him.  The  philofophre  fayth  that  patience  is 
the  vertue  that  fufireth  debonairly  al  the  outrage 
of  adverfitee  and  every  wicked  word.  This  vertue 
maketh  a  man  like  to  God,  and  maketh  hinl  . 
Goddes  owen  childe,  as  fayth  Crift  :  this  vertue 
difcomfiteth  thin  enemies  ;  and  therfore  fayth  the 
wife  man,  Ifthou  wolt  vanquifli  thin  enemie  fee 
thou  be  patient.  And  thou  flialt  underftond  that 
a  man  fuffereth  foure  maner  of  grevances  in  out 
ward  thinges,  ayenft  the  which  foure  he  muft  have 
foure  maner  of  patiences. 

The  firft  grevance  is  of  wicked  wordes  ;  thilke 
grevance  fuffred  Jefu  Crift,  without  grutching,- 
ful  patiently,  whan  the  Jewes  defpifed  him  and . 
repreved  him  ful  oft :   fuffer  thou  therfore  pa 
tiently,  for  the  wife  man  faith,  If  thou  ftrive  with 
a  foole,  though  the  foole  be  wroth,  or  though  he 
laugh,  algate    thou   malt  have   no  refte.     That 
other  grevance  outward  is  to  have  damage  of  thy 
catel ;  therayenft  fuffred  Crift  ful  patiently  whan  " 
he  was  defpoiled  of  al  that  he  had  in  this  lif,  and- , 
that  n'as  but  his  clothes..     The  thridde  grevance  is 
a  man  to  have  harme  in  his  body ;  that  fuffred    i 
Crift  ful  patiently  in  all  his  paffion.     The  fourthe  *| 
grevance,  is  in  outrageous  labour  in  werkes ;  \vh«r-  _  j 
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fore  I  fay  that  folk  that  make'liir  fervants  to  tra- 
vaile  to  grevoufly,  or  out  of  time,  as  in  holy  dayes, 
fothly  they  do  gret  finne  :  hereayenft  fuffered 
Criii  ful  patiently,  and  taught  us  patience,  whan 
he  bare  upon  his  blefl'ed  fnolders  the  crofle  upon 
which  he  fliuld  fuffer  defpitous  deth.  Here  may 
men  lerne  to  be  patient;  for  certes  not  only  Criften 
men  be  patient  for  love  of  Jefu  Crift,  and  for 
guerdon  of  the  blisful  lif  that  is  perdurable,  but 
certes  the  old  Payenes,  that  never  were  chrif- 
tened,  commendeden  and  ufeden  the  vertue  of 
patience. 

A  philofophre  upon  a  time  that  wold  have  be- 
ten  his  difciple  for  his  gret  trefpas,  for  which  he 
was  gretly  meved,  and  brought  a  yerde  to  bete  the 
childe,  and  whan  this  child  fawe  the  yerde  he  fayd 
to  his  maifter,  What  thinke  ye  to  do  ?  I  wol  bete 
thee,  fayd  the  maifter,  for  thy  correction.  For- 
foth,  fayd  the  childe,  ye  ought  firft  correct  your- 
felf,  that  have  loft  all  your  patience  for  the  offence 
of  a  chijd.  Forfooth,  fayd  the  maifter,  all  v/eping, 
thou  fayeft  foth ;  have  thou  the  yerde,  my  dere 
fone  !  and  correct  me  for  min  impatience.  Of 
patience  cometh  obedience,  thurgh  which  a  man 
is  obedient  to  Crift,  and  to  all  hem  to  which  he 
ought  to  be  obedient  in  Crift.  And  underftand 
wel  that  obedience  is  parfite  whan  that  a  man  doth 
gladly  and  haftily,  with  good  herte  entirely,  all 
that  he  fliuld  do.  Obedience  generally,  is  to  per- 
forme  haftily  the  doctrine  of  God  and  of  his  fove- 
raines,  to  which  him  ought  to  be  obeifant  in  all 
rightwifeneffe. 

De  AcciJia. 

After  the  finne  of  wrath  now  wol  Ifpeke  of  the 
finne  of  accidie  or  flouth ;  for  envie  blindeth  the  | 
herte  of  a  man,  and  ire  troubleth  a  man,  and  ac 
cidie  maketh  him  he'vy,  thoughtful,  and  wrawe. 
Ehvie  and  ire  maken  bitterneffe  in  herte,  which 
bitterneffe  is  mother  of  accidie,  and  benimeth  him 
the  love  of  alle  goodneffe  ;  than  is  accidie  the  an- 
guifti  of  a  trouble  herte  :  and  Seint  Auguftine 
fayth,  It  is  annoye  of  goodnefle  and  annoye  of 
harme.  Certes  this  is  a  damnable  finne,  for  it  I 
doth  wrong  to  Jefu  Crift,  in  as  moche  as  it  beni 
meth  the  fervice  that  men  fhulde  do  to  Crift  with 
alle  diligence,  as  fayth  Salomon ;  but  accidie  doth 
non  fwiche  diligence  :  he  doth  all  thing  with  an 
noye,  and  with  wrawneffe,  flackneffe,  and  excufa-  ' 
tjon,  with  idelneffe  and  unluft  ;  for  which  the  ' 
book  fayth,  Accurfed  be  he  that  doth  the  fervice 
of  God  negligently.  Than  is  accidie  enemy  to 
every  eftate  of  man  ;  for  certes  the  eftate  of  man 
is  in  three  maners  :  either  it  is  the  eftate  of  inno- 
cjence,  as  was  the  eftate  of  Adam  before  that  he  fell 
into  finne,  in  which  eftate  he  was  hclden  to  werk, 
as  in  herying  and  adoring  of  God.  Another  eftate 

i  the  eftate  of  finful  men,  in  wh'ich  efhate  men 
ben  holden  to  labour  in  praying  to  God  for 
amendement  of  hir  finnes,  and  that  he  wold 
graunt  hem  to  rife  out  of  hir  fumes.  Another  eftate 

'  the  eftate  of  grace,  iu  wlikli  e.ftate  he  is  holden 
*•«  We~rk.cs1  of  pGiuceu.cc;  aril  cert;:;  to  all  thife  . 
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thinges  is  accidie  enemie  and  contrary,  for  h<i 
toveth  no  befmeffe  at  all.  Now  certes  this  foulfc 
finne  of  accidie  is  eke  a  ful  gret  enemie  to  the  live- 
lode  of  the  body,  for  it  ne  hath  no  purveaunce 
ayenft  tcmporel  neceflitee,  for  it  forfleutheth,  for- 
fluggeth,  and  deftroieth  all  goodes  temporel  by 
recchelefneffe. 

The  fourth  thing  is  that  accidie  is  like  hem  that 
ben  in  the  peine  of  helle  becaufe  of  hir  flouthe  and 
of  hir  hevineffe ;  for  they  that  be  damned  ben  fo 
bound  that  they  may  neyther  do  wel  ne  think 
wel.  Of  accidie  cometh  firft  that  a  man  is  annoi- 
ed  and  accombred  to  do  any  goodneffe,  and  that 
maketh  that  God  hath  abhomination  of  fwiche  ac 
cidie,  as  fayth  Seint  John. 

Now  cometh  flouthe,  that  wol  not  fuffre  nidi 
hardneffe  ne  no  penance  ;  for  fothly  flouthe  is  fo 
tendre  and  fo  flelicat,  as  fayth  Salomon,  that  he 
wol  fuffre  non  hardneffe  ne  penance,  and  therfor£ 
he  fllendeth  all  that  he  doth.  Ayenft  this  roteii 
finne  of  accidie  and  flouthe  fhuld  men  exercifi: 
hemfelf,  and  ufe  hemfelf  to  do  good  werkes,  and 
manly  and  vertuoufly  cachen  corage  wel  to  do^ 
thinking  that  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift  quiteth  every 
good  deed,  be  it  never  fo  lite.  Ufage  of  labour  is 
a  gret  thing,  for  it  maketh,  as  fayth  Seint  Ber 
nard,  the  labourer  to  have  ftrong  armes  and  hard 
finewes,  and  flouthe  maketh  hem  feble  and  tendre. 
Than  cometh  drede  for  to  beginne  to  werke  any 
good  werkes ;  for  certes  he  that  enclineth  to  finne, 
him  thiriketh  it  is  to  gret  an  emprife  for  to  under 
take  the  werkes  of  goodneffe,  and  cafteth  in  his 
herte  that  the  circumftances  of  goodneffe  ben  fo 
grevous  and  fo  chargeant  for  to  fuffre  that  he  dare 
not  undertake  to  do  werkes  of  goodneffe,  as  fayth 
Seint  Gregorie. 

Now  cometh  wanhope,  that  is  defpeir  of  the 
mercy  of  God,  that  cometh  fomtime  of  to  moche 
outrageous  forwe,  and  fomtime  of  to  moche 
drede,  imagining  that  he  hath  do  fo  moche  finne 
that  it  wolde  not  availe  him  though  he  wolde  re 
pent  him  and  forfake  finne,  thurgh  which  defpeire 
or  drede  he  abandoneth  all  his  herte  to  every  ma- 
rier  finne,  as  fayth  Seint  Auguftine;  which  damp- 
nable  finne,  if  it  continue  unto  his  end,  it  is  cleped 
the  finne  of  the  Holy  Goft.  This  horrible  finne  is 
fo  perilous  that  he  that  is  defpeired  ther  n'is  no> 
felohie,  ne  no  'finne  that  he  douteth  for  to  do,  as 
fhewed  wel  by  Judas.  Certes  aboven  all  finnes 
than  is  this  finne  moft  difplefant  and  moft  ad- 
verfarie  to  Crift.  Sothly  he  that  defpeireth  him 
is  like  to  the  coward  champion  recreant  that 
fiieth  withouten  nede.  Alas !  alas !  nedeles  is 
he  recreant  and  nedeles  defpeired.  Certes  the 
mercy  of  God  is  evej  redy  to  the  penitent  per- 
fon,  and  is  above  all  his  werkes.  Alas!  can 
not  a  man  bethinke  him  on  the  Gbfpel  of  Seint 
Luke,  chap.  xv. ;  wheras  Crift  fayth,  that  as  wel 
fhal  thcr  be  joye  in  heven,  upon  a  finful  mart  that 
doth  penitence,  as  upon  ninety-and  nine  rightful 
men  that  neden  no  penitence  ?  Loke  further  iti 
the  fame  gofpel  the  joye  and  the  fefte  of  the  gooa 
man  that  had  loft  his  lone,  whan  his  fone  was  re- 
tourr.cd  with  repentance  to  his  fader.  Can  they 
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not  remembre  hem  alfo  (as  fayth  Seint  Luke,  ch. 
xxiii.)  how  that  the  thefe  that  was  honged  befide 
Jefu  Crift  fayd,  Lord,  remembre  on  me  whan 
thou  comeft  in  thy  regne  ?  Forfoth,  faid  Crift,  I 
fay  to  thee  to-day  fhalt  thou  be  with  me  in  Para- 
dis.  Certes  ther  is  non  fo  horrible  fame  of  man 
that  ne  may  in  his  lif  be  deftroyed  by  penitence 
thurgh  vertue  of  the  paflion  and  of  the  deth  of 
Crift.  Alas!  what  nedeth  man  than  to  be  def- 
peired,  fith  that  his  mercy  is  fo  redy  and  large  ? 
Axe  and  have.  Than  cometh  fompnolence,  that 
is,  iluggy  ilumbrmg,  which  maketh  a  man  hevy 
and  dull  in  body  and  in  foule,  and  this  finne  co 
meth  of  flouthe  ;  and  certes  the  time  that  by  way 
of  rcfon  man  ihuld  not  flepe  is  by  the  morwe,  but 
jf  ther  were  caufe  refonable  ;  for  fothly  in  the 
morwe  tide  is  moft  covenable  to  a  man  to  fay 
his  prayers,  and  for  to  think  on  God,  and  to  hor 
nour  God,  and  to  yeve  almefle  to  the  poure  that 
comen  firft  in  the  name  of  Jefu  Crift.  Lo,  what 
fayth  Salomon  ?  Who  fo  wol  by  the  morwe  awake 
to  feke  me  he  fhal  find  me.  Than  cometh  negli 
gence  or  recchelefnefle,  that  recketh  of  nothing ; 
and  though  that  ignorance  be  mother  of  all  harmes 
certes  negligence  is  the  norice  :  negligence  ne 
doth  no  force  whan  he  fhal  do  a  thing  whether 
he  do  it  wel  or  badly. 

The  remedie  of  thife  two  finnes  is,  as  fayth  the 
wife  man,  that  he  that  dredeth  God  fpareth  not 
to  do  that  him  ought  to  do  ;  and  he  that  loveth 
God  he  wol  do  diligence  to  plefe  God  by  his 
werkes,  and  abandon  himfelf  with  all  his  might 
\vel  for  to  do.  Than  cometh  idelneffe,  that  is  the 
yate  of  all  harmes.  An  idel  man  is  like  to  a  place 
that  hath  no  walles,  theras  deviles  may  enter  on 
every  fide,  or  fhoot  at  him  at  difcoverte  by  temp 
tation  on  every  fide  :  this  idelneffe  is  the  thurrok 
of  all  wicked  and  vilains  thoughtes,  and  of  all  jan- 
geles,  trifles,  and  all  ordure:  certes  heven  is  yeven 
to  hem  that  will  labour,  and  not  to  idel  folk :  alfo 
David  fayth,  They  ne  be  not  in  the  labour  of  men, 
ne  they  fhul  not  ben  whipped  with  men,  that  is  to 
fay,  in  Purgatorie :  certes  than  femeth  it  they  fhul 
ben  tormented  with  the  devil  in  helle  but  if  they 
do  penance. 

Than  cometh  the  finne  that  men  clepen  Tarditat, 
as  whan  a  man  is  latered  or  taryed  or  he  wol 
tourne  to  God  ;  and  certes  that  is  a  gret  folie  :  he 
is  like  him  that  falleth  in  the  diche  and  wol  not 
arife.  And  this,  vice  cometh  of  falfe  hope,  that 
thinketh  that  he  fhal  live  long ;  but  that  hope 
failleth  ful  oft. 

Than  cometh  Lacheffe,  that  is  he  that  whan  he 
beginneth  any  good  werk,  anon  he  wol  forlete  it 
and  ftint,  as  don  they  that  have  any  wight  to  go- 
yerne,  and  ne  take  of  him  no  more  kepe,  anon  as 
they  find  any  contrary  or  any  annoy.  Thife  ben 
the  newe  fhepherdes  that  let  hir  fhepe  wetingly 
go  renne  to  the  wolf  that  is  in  thebreres,  and  do  no 
.force  of  hir  owen  governance.  Of  this  cometh 
poverte  and  deftruction  both  of  fpirituel  and  tcm- 
porel  thinges :  than  cometh  a  maner  coldneffe  that 
frefeth  all  the  herteof  man;  than  cometh  undevo- 
jjon,  thurgh  which  a  man  is  fo  blont,  as  fayth 


Seint  Bernard,  and  hath  fwiche  langour  ia  hif 
foule,  that  he  may  neyther  rede  ne  fing  in  holy 
chirche,  ne  here  ne  thinke  of  no  devotion,  ne  tru- 
vaile  with  his  hondes  in  no  good  werk,  that  it  n'is 
to  him  unfavory  and  all  appalled  :  than  wexeth  he 
fluggifh  and  flombry,  arid  fone  wol  he  be  wroth, 
and  fone  is  he  inclined  to  hate  and  to  envie :  than 
cometh  the  finne  of  worldly  forwe,  fwiche  as  is 
cleped  Trijlitia,  that  fleth  a  man  as  fayth  Seint 
Poulc;  for  certes  fwiche  forwe  werketh  to  the 
deth  of  the  foule  and  body  alfo,  for  therof  cometh, 
that  a  man  is  annoied  of  his  owen  lif,  wherfore 
fwiche  forwe  fhorteth  the  lif  of  many  a  man,  or 
that  his  time  is  come  by  way  of  kinde, 

Remedlum  A(cidi& 

Ayenft  this  horrible  finne  of  accidie,  and  the 
braunches  of  he  fame,  ther  is  a  vertue  that  is  cal 
led  Fortitude  or  Strength,  that  is,  an  affection 
thurgh  which  a  man  defpifeth  noyous  thinges. 
This  vertue  is  fo  mighty  and  fo  vigorous,  that  it 
dare  withftond  mightily,  and  wraftle  ayenft  the 
aflautes  of  the  devil,  and  wifely  kepe  himfclf  fro 
periles  that  ben  wicked,  for  it  enhaunfeth  and  en- 
forceth  the  foule,  right  as  accidie  abateth  and 
maketh  it  feble;  for  this  fortitude  may  endure 
with  long  fufferance  the  travailles  that  ben  cove 
nable. 

This  vertue  hath  many  fpices  :  the  firft  is  cleped 
Magnanimitee,  that  is  to  fay,  gret  corage  ;  for 
certes  ther  behoveth  gret  corage  ayenft  accidie, 
left  that  it  fwalowe  the  foule  by  the  finne  of  forwe, 
or  deftroy  it  with  wanhope.  Certes  this  vertue 
maketh  folk  to  undertake  hard  and  grevou* 
thinges  by  hir  owen  will  wifely  and  refonably. 
And  for  as  moche  as  the  devil  fighteth  ayenft, 
man  more  by  queinteffe  and  fleight  than  by 
ftrength,therf ore  fhal  a  man  withftond  him  by  wit, 
by  refon,  and  by  difcretion.  Than  ben  ther  the 
vertues  of  feith,  and  hope  in  God  and  in  his  feintes, 
to  acheven  and  accomplice  the  good  werks,  in  the 
which  he  purpofeth  fermely  to  continue.  Than 
cometh  feuretee  or  fikernefl'e,  and  that  is  whan  a 
man  ne  douteth  no  travaile  in  time  coming  of  the 
good  werkes  that  he  hath  begonne  :  than  cometh 
magnificence,  that  is  to  fay,  whan  a  man  doth  and 
performeth  gret  werkes  of  goodRefTe  that  he  hath 
begonne,  and  that  is  the  end  why  that  men  fhuld 
do  good  werkes,  for  in  the  accomplifhing  of  good 
werkes  lieth  the  gret  guerdon  :  than  is  ther  con- 
ftance,  that  is  ftableneffe  of  corage,  and  this  fhuld 
be  in  herte  by  ftedfaft  feith,  and  in  mouth,  and  in 
bering,  in  chere  and  in  dcde.  Eke  ther  ben  mo 
fpecial  remedies  ayenft  accidie,  in  divers  werkes, 
and  in  confideration  of  the  peines  of  helle,  and  of 
the  joyes  of  heven,  and  in  truft  of  the  grace  of  the 
Holy  Goft,  that  will  yeve  him  might  to  performe 
his  good  entent. 

DC  Avaritia. 

After  accidie  wol  I  fpeke  of  avarice  and  of  cove- 
tife ;  of  which  finne  Seint  Poule  fayth,  The  rote 
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<t>F  ati  narmes  is  coveitife ;  for  fothly  whan  the 
fe.e-rtc  of  man  is  confounded  in  itfelf  and  troubled, 
and  that  the  foule  hath  loft  the  comfort  of  God, 
lhan  feketh  he  an  idel  folas  of  worldly  thinges: 

Avarice,  after  the  defcription  of  Seint  Auguf- 
kine,  is  a  likeroufncffe  iri  herte  to  have  erthly 
thinges.  Som  other  folk  fayn  that  avarice  is-for  to 
irchafe    many  erthly  thinges,  and  nothing  to 
reve  to  hem  that  han  nede*    And  underftond  wel 
lat  avarice  ftandeth  not  only  in  land  ne  catel, 
it  fom  tinie  in  fcience  and  in  glorie,  and  in  eve- 
maner  outrageous  thing,  is  avarice  :  and  the 
Terence  betwene  avarice  and  coveteife  is  this ; 
/eteife  is  for  to  coveit  fwiche  thinges  as  thou 
ift  not,  and  avarice  is  to  withiiolde  and  kepe 
nche  thinges  as  thou  haft  without  rightful  nede. 
thly  this  avarice  is  a  finne  that  is  ful  dampnable, 
all  holy  writ  curfeth  it,  and  fpeketh  ayenft  it, 
it  doth  wrong  to  Jefu  Crift,  for  it  bereveth 
the  love  that  men  to  him  owen,  and  tourneth 
it  backward  ayenft  all  refon,  and  maketh  that  the 
avaricious  man  hath  more  hope  in  his  catel  than 
Jefu  Crift,  and, doth  more  obfervance  in  keping 
his  trefour  than  he  doth  in  the  fervice  of  Jefu 
rift ;  and  therfore  fayth  Seint  Poule,  that  an  a- 
iricious  man  is  the  thraldome  of  idolatrie. 
What  difference  is  ther  betwix  an  idolaftre  and 
avaricious  man,  but  that  an  idolaftre  peraven- 
re  ne  hath  not  but  o  maumet  or  two,  and  the  a- 
ricious  man  hath  many  ?  for  certes  every  florein 
his  coffre  is  his  maumet  :  and  certes  the  firing 
maumetrie  is  the  firft  that  God  defended  in  the 
commandments,  as  bereth  witneffe,  Exod.  ch. 
:  Thou  fhalt  have  no  falfe  goddes  before  me , 
thou  fhalt  make  to  thee  no  graven  thing.  Thus 
an  avaricious  man  that  Idveth  his  trefour  before 
an  idolaftre.     And  thurgh  this  curfed  finne 
avarice  and  coveitife  cometh  thife  hard  lord-* 
lips  thurgh  which  men  ben  diftreined  by  talla- 
ges,  cuftomes,  and  cariages,  more  than  hir  dutee 
or  refon  is ;  and  eke  take  they  of  hir  bondmen 
amercementes,  which  might  more  refonably  be 
called  extortions  than  amercementes;  of  which 
rercementes,  or  ranfoming  of  bondmen,  fom 
ftewardes  fay  that  it  is  rightful;  for  as 
loche  as  a  cherl  hath  no  temporel  thing  that  it 
is  his  lordes  as  they  fay.    But  certes  thife  lord- 
lippes  don  wrong,  that  bereven  hir  bondmen 
linges  that  they  never  yave  hem*     Augujllnus  de 
livltate  Dei,  libra  ix.    Soth  is  that  the  condition  of 
iraldom,  and  the  firft  caufe  of  thraldom  was  for 
Inne.  Genefts  v. 

Thus  may  ye  fee  that  the  gilt  deferved  thral- 
i,  but  not  nature ;  wherfore  thife  lordes  ne 
luld  not  to  moche  glorifie  hem  in  hir  lordfliipesj 
that  they  by  naturel  condition  ben  not  lordes 
hir  thralles,  but  that  thraldom  came  firft  by  the 
eferte  of  finne.     And  furtherbver,  ther  as  the 
iwe  fayth  that  temporel  goodes  of  bondfolk  ben 
goodes  of  hir  lord,  ye,  that  is  for  to  iinder- 
the  goodes  of  the  emperour,  to  defend  hem 
hir  right,  but  not  to  robbe  hem  ne  to  reve 
hem ;  therfore  fayth  Seneca,  The  prudent  fhuld 
1:Ve  benignely  with  the  thral,  tho  that  thou  clepeft 
iy  thralles  ben  Goddes  peple;  for  humble  folk  ben 
VOL,  I 
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Criltes  frendes ;  they  ben  cofttu'bernlal  with  the 
Lord  thy  king. 

Thinke  alfo  that  of  fwiche  feed  els  cherles 
fpringen,  of  fwiche  feed  fpringen  lordes  :  as  wel 
may  the  cherl  be  faved  as  the  lord.  The  fame 
deth  that  taketh  the  cherl  fwiche  deth  taketh  the 
lord ;  wherfore  I  rede  do  right  fo  with  thy  cherl 
as  thou  woldeft  that  thy  lord  did  with  thee  if  thou 
were  in  his  plight.  Every  fmful  man  is  a  cherl  to 
finne.  I  rede  thee,  thou  lord,  that  thou  reule  thee 
in  fwiche  wife  that  thy  cherles  rather  love  thee1 
than  drede  thee.  I  wote  wel  that  ther  is  degree 
above  degree;  as  refon  is,  and  fkill  is,  that  inert 
do  hir  devoir  ther  as  it  is  due  j  but  certes  extor 
tion  and  defpit  of  your  underlinges  is  dampnable* 

And  furthermore,  underftond  wel  that  thife  con- 
queroures  or  tyrantes  maken  ful  oft  thralles  of 
hem  that  ben  borne  oi'  as  royal  bloob\  as  ben  they 
that  hem  conquerem  This  name  of  Thraldbrrt 
was  never  erft  couthd  til  that  Noe  fayd  that  his 
fone  Cham  fliuld  be  thrall  tb  his  brethren  for  his 
finne.  What  fay  we  than  of  heni  that  pille  and 
don  extortions  to  holy  chirche  ?  Gertes  the  fwerd 
that  men  yeven  firtt  to  a  knight  whan  he  is  news 
dubbed  fignifieth  that  he  fhuld  defend  holy  chirche, 
and  not  robbe  it  ne  pille  it  \  and  who  fo  doth  is 
traitour  to  Crift  :  as  faith  Seint  Auguftine,  Th(j 
ben  the  devils  wolves  that  ftrangelen  the  fliepe  of 
Jefu  Crift,  and  don  wo.rfe  than  wolves  ;  for  fothly 
whan  the  wolf  hath  full  his  wbmbe  he  ftiiiteth 
to  ftrangle  fhepe^  but  fothly  the  pillours  and  de- 
ftroiers  of  holy  chirches  goodes  ne  do  not  fo,  for 
they  ne  ftint  never  to  pille;  Nowj  as  I  have  fayd, 
fith  fo  is  that  finne  was  firft  caufe  of  thraldom, 
than  is  it  thus,  that  at  the  time  that  all  this  world 
was  in  finne,  than  was  all  this  world  in  thraldom 
and  in  ftibje&ien  t  but  certes  fith  the  time  of 
grace  came,  God  ordeined  that  fom  folk  fhuld  be 
more  high  in  eftate  and  in  degree,  and  fom  folk 
niore  lowe,  and  that  everich  fhuld  be  ferved 
in  his  eftate  and  his  degree  i  arid  therfore  in  fom 
contrees  ther  as  they  ben  thralles  whan  they  have 
tourned  hem  to  the  feith  they  make  hir  thralled 
free  out  of  thraldom  ;  and  therfore  certes  the  lord 
oweth  to  his  man  that  the  man  oweth  to  the  lord. 
The  Pope  clepeth  himfelf  Servant  of  the  fervants 
of  God ;  but  for  as  moche  as  the  eftate  of  holy 
chirche  ne  might  not  have  ben,  ne  the  corhmim 
profile  might  not  have  be  kept,  ne  pees  ne  reft 
in  efthe,  but  if  God  had  ordeined  that  foni  men 
have  higher  degree  and  fom  men  lower,  therfore 
was  fovefaintee  6rdeined  to  kepe  and  mainteihe, 
and  defend,  hire  underlinges  or  hire  fubje<ftes  in 
refonj  as  ferforth  as  it  lieth  in  hire  power,  and 
not  to  deftroy  heni  ne  confound;  wherfore  I  fay 
that  thilke  lordes  that  ben  like  wdlves,  that  de« 
vov^p  the  poffeffions  or  the  catel  of  pdure  folk 
wrongfully,  withouten  mercy  or  mefure,  they  fhul 
receive  by  the  fame  mefure  that  they  have  rrte» 
fured  to  poure  folk  the  mercy  of  jfefu  Crift,  but 
they  it  amende*.  Now  cometh  deceit  betwixt 
marchant  and  marchant.  And  thou  fhalt  under 
ftond  that  marchandife  is  in  two  maners,  that 
on  is  bodily,  and  that  other  is  goftly ;  that  on  i4- 
honelt  and  leful,  and  that  other  i$  difhonsft  an4 
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anleful.  Tne  bodily  marchandife,  that  is  leful 
and  honeft,  is  this,  that  ther  as  God  hath  ordein- 
ed  that  a  regne  or  a  contree  is  fuffifant  to  himfelf, 
than  it  is  honeft  and  leful  that  of  the  haboundance 
of  this  contree  men  hclpe  another  contree  that  is 
nedy ;  and  therfere  ther  muft  be  marchants  to 
bring  fro  on  contree  to  another  hir  marchandife. 
That  other  marchandife  that  men  haunten  with 
fraude,  and  trccherie,  and  deceit,  with  lefinges 
and  fitlfe  othes.,  is  right  curfed  and  dampnable. 
Spirituel  marchandife  is  proprely  fimonie,  that  is, 
ententif  defire  to  buy  thing  fpirituel,  that  is,  thing 
which  apperteineth  to  the  feintuarie  of  God,  and 
to  the  cure  of  the  foule.  This  defire,  if  fo  be  that 
a  man  do  his  diligence  to  performe  it,  al  be  it  that 
his  defire  ne  take  non  erfed,  yet  it  is  to  him  a 
dedly  fmne,  and  if  he  be  ordered  he  is  irregular. 
Certes  fimonie  is  cleped  of  Simon  Magus,  that 
wold  have  bought  for  temporel  catel  the  yefte 
that  Gcd  had  yeven  by  the  Holy  Goft  to  Seint 
Peter  and  to  the  apoftles;  and  therfore  under- 
ftond  ye,  that  both  he  that  felleth  and  he  that  by- 
eth  thinges  fpirituel  ben  called  Simoniackes,  be  it 
by  catel,  be  it  by  procuring,  or  by  flefhly  praier 
of  his  frendes,  flefhly  frendes  or  fpirituel  frendes, 
flefhly  in  two  maners,  as  by  kinrede  or  other 
frendes ;  fothly  if  they  pray  for  him  that  is  not 
worthy  and  able  it  is  fimonie,  if  he  take  the  bene 
fice,  and  if  he  be  worthy  and  able  ther  is  non. 
That  other  maner  is  whan  man  or  woman  pray- 
eth  for  folk  to  advancen  hem  only  for  wicked 
fiefhly  affection,  which  they  have  unto  the  per- 
fons,  and  that  is  foule  fimone  ;  but  certes  in  fer- 
yice,  for  which  men  yeven  thinges  fpirituel  unto 
hir  fervants,  it  muft  be  underftonde  that  the  fer- 
vice  muft  be  honeft  or  elles  net,  and  alfo  that  it 
be  without  bargaining,  and  that  the  perfon  be 
able;  for  (as  fayth  Seint  Damafcen)  All  the  fin- 
nes  of  the  world,  at  regard  of  this  finne,  ben  as 
thing  of  nought,  for  it  is  the  gretteft  finne  that 
may  be  after  the  finne  of  Lucifer  and  of  Anticrift; 
for  by  this  finne  God  forlefeth  the  chirche  and  the 
foule,  which  he  bought  with  his  precious  blood,  by 
hem  that  yeven  chirches  to  hem  thatbennot  digne, 
for  they  put  in  theves,  that  ftelen  the  foules  of  Jefu 
Crift,  and  deftroyen  his  patrimonie.  By  fvviche 
imdigne  preeftes  and  curates  han  lewed  men  lefie 
reverence  of  the  facraments  of  holy  chirche ;  and 
fwicheyevers  of  chirches  putrthe  children  of  Crift 
out,  and  put  into  chirches  the  divels  owen  fones ; 
they  fellen  the  foules  that  lambes  fhuld  kepe  to  the 
wolf,  which  ftrangleth  hem,  and  therefore  fhalK 
they  never  have  part  of  the  pafture  of  lambes,  that 
is,  in  the  blilie  of  heven.  Now  cometh  hafardrie, 
with  his  apertenauntes,  as  tables  and  rafies,  of 
•which  cometh  deceit,  falfe  othcs,  chidings,  and 
all  raving,  blafpheming,  and  reneying  of  C^d, 
hate  of  his  neyghbours,  waft  of  goodes,  mifpendiug 
of  time,  and  ibmtime  manflaughtcr.  Certes  ha- 
fardours  ne  mow  not  be  without  grct  finne.  Of 
avarice  comen  eke  lefinges,  theft,  falfe  witnefie, 
and  falfe  othes ;  and  ye  fhul  underftonde  that  thei'e 
be  gret  finnes,  and  exprefie  ayenft  the  commande- 
nu'nts  of  God,  as  I  have  fayd,  Falfe  witiieffe  is  eke 
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in  word  and  in  dede  ;  in  word,  as  for  to  bereve  th? 
neighbours  good  name  by  thy  falfe  witnefle,  or 
bereve  him  his  catel  or  his  heritage  by  thy  falfe 
witneffing,  whan  thou  for  ire,  or  for  mede,  or  for 
envie,  bereft  falfe  witnefie^  or  accufeft  him,  or  ex- 
cufeft  thyfelf  falfely.  Ware,  ye  quettmongers  and* 
notaries  t  certes  jbr  falfe  witnefiing  was  Sufanna  in 
ful  gret  forwe  and  peine,  and  many  another  mo. 
The  finne  of  theft  is  alfo  expreffe  ayenft  Goddes 
heft,  and  that  in  two  maners,  temporel  and  fpi 
rituel.  The  temporel  theft  is  as  for  to  take  thy 
neighbours  catel  ayenft  his  will,  be  it  by  force  or 
by  fleight,  be  it  in  meting  or  mefure,  by  fteling, 
by  falfe  enditements  upon  him,  and  in  borowing 
of  thy  neighbours  catel  in  entent  never  to  pay  it 
ayen,  and  femblable  thinges.  Spirituel  theft  is 
facrilege,  that  is  to  fay,  hurting  of  holy  thinges,' 
or  of  thinges  facred  to  Crift,  in  two  manors ;  by 
refon  of  the  holy  place,  as  chirches  or  chirches 
hawes ;  (for  every  vilains  finne  that  men  don  in 
fwiche  places  may  be  called  facrilege,  or  every 
violence  in  femblable  places)  alfo  they  that  with- 
drawe  falfely  the  rentes  and  rightes  that  longen  to 
holy  chirche;  and  plainly  and  generally, facrilege 
is  to  reve  holy  thing  fro  holy  place,  or  unholy 
thing  out  of  holy  place,  or  holy  thing  out  of  un 
holy  place. 


Remedium  Avaritl&. 

Now  flntl  ye  underftond  that  releving  of  ava 
rice  is  mifericorde  and  pitee  largely  taken.  And 
men  might  axe  why  that  mifericorde  and  pitee 
are  releving  of  avarice  I  Certes  the  avaricious 
man  fheweth  no  pitee  ne  mifericorde  to  the  nede- 
ful  man,  for  he  deliteth  him  in  the  keping  of  his 
trefotir,  and  not  in  the  refcouing  ne  releving  of 
his  even  Criften  :  and  therfore  fpeke  I  firft  of 
mifericorde.  Than  is  mifericorde  (as  fayth  the 
philofophre)  a  vertue  by  which  the  corage  of  man 
is  ftirred  by  the  mifefe  of  him  that  is  mifefed  ;  u-' 
pon  which  mifeiicorde  foloweth  pitee,  in  perfor 
ming  and  fulfilling  of  charitable  werkes  of  mercie, 
helping  and  comforting  him  that  is  mifefed.  And 
certes  this  meveth  a  man  to  mifericorde  of  Jefu 
Crift,  that  he  yave  himfelf  for  our  offence,  and 
fuffred  deth  for  mifericorde,  and  foryaf  us  our  o- 
riginal  finnes,  and  therby  relefed  us  fro  the  peine 
of  hell^and  amenufed  the  peines  of  Purgatory  by 
penitence,  and  yeveth  us  grace  wel  to  do,  and  at 
the  laft  the  bliffe  of  heven.  The  fpices  of  miferi 
corde  ben  for  to  lene,  and  eke  for  to  yeve,  and  for 
to  foryeve  and  relefe,  and  for  to  have  pitee  in. 
herte,  and  compaffion  of  the  mifchefe  of  his  even 
Criften,  and  alfo  to  chaftife  ther  as  nede  is.  Ano 
ther  maner  of  remedy  ayenft  avarice  is  refonable 
largeffe  ;  but  fothly  here  behoveth  the  confider- 
ation  of  the  grace  of  Jefu  Crift,  and  of  the  tem 
porel  goodes,  and  alfo  of  the  goodes  perdurable 
that  Jefu  Crift  yava.  to  us,  dnd  to  have  remem 
brance  of  the  deth  which  he  fhal  receive,  he  wot 
not  whan ;  and  eke  that  he  fhal  forgon  all  that 
he  hath,  fave  only  that  which  he  hath  difpended 
in  good  werkes. 
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But  for  as  moche  as  Com  folk  ben  unmefurable, 
men  oughten  for  to  avoid  and  efchue  fool-largeffe, 
the  whiche  men  clepen  Wafte.  Certes  he  that  is 
fool-large  he  yeveth  not  his  catel,  but  he  lef  .-th  his 
his  catel :  fothly  what  thing  that  he  yeveth  for  vaine 
glorie,  as  to  minftrals,  and  to  folk  that  bere  his  re- 
nome  in  the  world,hehath  do  finne  therof,  and  non 
almefie :  certeshe  lefethfoulehisgoodthat  ne  feketh 
with  the  yefte  of  hir  good  nothing  but  finne  :  he  is 
like  to  an  hors  that  feketh  rather  to  drink  drovy  or 
troubled  water  than  for  to  drink  water  of  the 
clere  well :  and  for  as  moche  as  they  yeven  ther 
as  they  fnuld  nat  yeven,  to  hem  appertained 
thilke  mahfon  that  Crift  fhal  yeve  at  the  day  of 
dome  to  hem  that  fhul  be  dampned. 

De  Gula. 

After  avarice  cometh  glotonie,  which  is  exprefie 
myenft  the  commandement  of  God.  Glotonie  is 
unmefurable  appetit  to  etc  or  to  drinke,  or  elles 
to  do  in  ought  to  the  unmefurable  appetite  and 
difordeined  coveitife  to  etc  or  drinke.  This  finne 
corrupted  all  this  world,  as  is  wel  fhewed  in  the 
finne  of  Adam  and  of  Eve.  Loke  alfo  what  fayth 
Seint  Poule  of  glotonie  :  Many  (fayth  he)  gon, 
«f  which  I  have  ofte  faid  to  you,  and  now  I  fay 
it  weping,  that  they  ben  the  enemies  of  the  croffe 
of  Crift,  of  which  the  end  is  deth,  and  of  which 
hir  wombe  is  hir  God  and  hir  glorie,  in  confufion 
of  hem  that  fo  ferven  erthly  thinges.  He  that 
that  is  ufant  to  this  finne  of  glotonie,  he  ne  may 
no  finne  withftond,  he  muft  be  in  fervage  of  all 
vices,  for  it  is  the  devils  horde  ther  he  hideth  him 
andrefteth.  This  finne  hath  many  fpices:  the 
firft  is  dronkennefie,  that  is  the  horrible  fepulture 
of  mannes  refon,  and  therfore  whan  a  man  is 
dronke  he  hath  loft  his  refon ;  and  this  is  dedly 
finne ;  but  fothly  whan  that  a  man  is  not  wont 
to  ftrong  drinkes,  and  peraventure  ne  knoweth 
not  the  ftrength  of  the  diinke,  or  hath  feble- 
nefle  in  his  hed,  or  hath  travailled,  thurgh 
which  he  drinketh  the  more,  al  be  he  fodenly 
caught  with  drinke,  it  is  no  dedely  finne 
but  veniaL  The  fecond  fpice  of  glotonie  is,  that 
the  fpirit  of  a  man  wexeth  all  trouble  for  dronk 
ennefle,  andbereveth  a  man  the  difcretion  of  his 
wit.  The  thridde  fpice  of  glotonie  is  whan  a 
man  devoureth  his  mete,  and  hath  not  rightful 
maner  of  eting.  The  fourthe  is,  whan  thurgh 
the  gret  abundance  of  his  mete  the  humours  in  his 
body  ben  diftempered.  The  fifthe  is  foryetful-' 
nefle  by  to  moche  drinking,  for  which  fometimea 
man  forgeteth  by  the  morwe  what  he  did  over  eve. 

In  other  maner  ben  diftindt  the  fpices  of  glot 
onie,  after  Seint  Gregorie.  The  firft  is  for  to  etc 
before  time ;  the  fecond  is  whan  a  man  geteth 
him  to  delicate  mete  or  drinke ;  the  thridde  is 
whan  men  taken  to  moche  over  mefure ;  the 
fourth  is  curiofitee,  with  gret  entent  to  maken 
and  appareille  his  mete ;  the  fifth  is  for  to  etc 
gredily  Thife  ben  the  five  fingers  of  the  devils 
hor.d,  by  which  he  draweth  folk  to  the  finne, 
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Ayenft  glotonie  the  remedie  is  abftinence,  as 
fayth  Galien  ;  but  that  I  holde  not  meritorie,  if 
he  do  it  only  for  the  hele  of  his  body.  Seint 
Auguftine  wol  that  abftinence  be  don  for 
vertue,  and  with  patience  Abftinence  (fayth 
he)  is  litel  worth  but  if  a  man  have  good  will 
therto  and  but  it  be  enforced  by  patience  and 
charitee,  and  that  men  don  it  for  Goddes  fake, 
and  in  hope  to  have  the  blifle  in  heven. 

The  felawes  of  abftinence  ben  attemperance, 
that  holdeth  the  mene  in  alle  thinges ;  alfo  fhame, 
that  efcheweth  all  difhoneftee;  fuffifance,  that 
feketh  no  riche  metes  ne  drinkes,  ne  doth  no  force 
of  non  outrageous  appareilling  of  mete  ;  mefure 
alfo,  that  reftreineth  by  reafon  the  unmefurable 
appetit  of  eting ;  fobernefle  alfo,  that  reftreineth 
the  outrage  of  drinke  ;  fparing  alfo,  that  reftrein 
eth  the  delicat  efe  to  fit  long  at  mete,  wherfore 
fom  folk  ftanden  of  hir  owen  will  whan  they  etc , 
becaufe  they  wol  etc  at  lefle  leifer. 

De  Luxuria. 

After  glotonie  cometh  lecherie,  for  thife  two 
finnes  ben  fo  nigh  cofins  that  oft  time  they  wol 
not  depart.  God  wote  this  finne  is  ful  difplefant 
to  God,  for  he  faid  himfelf,  Do  no  lecherie  ;  and 
therfore  he  putteth  gret  peine  ayenft  this  finne  : 
for  in  the  bid  lawe  if  a  woman  thrall  were  taken  in 
this  finne^  fhefhuldbe  betenwithftaves  to  the  deth, 
and  if  fhe  were  a  gentilwoman  (he  fhuldbe  flain  with 
ftones,  and  if  flie  were  a  bifhoppes  doughter  fhe 
fhuld  be  brent  by  Goddes  commandement.  More 
over,  for  the  finne  of  lecherie  God  dreint  all  the 
world,  and  after  that  he  brent  five  cities  with 
thonder  and  lightning, and  fanke  hem  doun  into  hell. 

Now  let  us  fpeke  than  of  the  faid  ftinking  finne 
of  lecheriej  that  men  clepen  Avoutrie,  that  is  of 
wedded  folk,  that  is  to  fay,  if  that  on  of  hem  be 
wedded  or  elles.  both.  Seint  John  fayth,  that 
avouterers  fhul  ben  in  helle  in  a  ftacke  brenning 
of  fire  andof  brimftone;  in  fire  for  her  lecherie,  in 
brimftone  for  the  ftenche  of  hir  ordure.  Certes 
the  breking  of  this  facrament  is  an  horrible  thing ; 
it  was  made  of  God  himfelf  in  Paradis,  and 
confirmed  by  Jefu  Crift,  as  witnefieth  Seint  Ma- 
thew  in  the  Gofpel ;  A  man  ftial  let  fader  and 
moder,  and  take  him  to  his  wif,  and  they  fhal  be 
two  in  on  flefh.  This  facrament  betokeneth  the 
knitting  together  of  Crift  and  holy  chirche.  And 
not  only  that  God  forbade  avoutrie  in  dede,  but 
alfo  he  commanded  that  thou  fhuldeft  not  coveit 
thy  neighbours  wif.  In  this  hafte  (fayth  Seint 
Auguftine)  is  forboden  all  maner  coveitife  to  do 
lecherie.  Lo,  what  fayth  Seint  Mathew  in  the 
Gofpel,  that  who  fo  feeth  a  woman  to  coveitife 
of  his  luft,  he  hath  don  lecherie  with  hire  in  his 
herte.  Here  may  ye  fee  that  not  only  the  dede 
of  this  finne  is  forboden,  but  eke  the  defire  to  don 
that  finne.  This  curfed  finne  annoyeth  grevoufly 
Nij 
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hem  that  it  haunt  :  and  firft  to  the  foule,  for  he 
obligeth  it  to  finne 'and  to  peine  of  deth,  which 
is  perdurable ;  and  to  the  body  annoyeth  it 
grevoufly  alfo,  for  it  drieth  him  and  wafteth  and 
fhent  him,  and  of  his  blood  he  maketh  facrifice  to 
the  fend  of  helle :  it  wafteth  eke  his  catel  and 
his  fubftance  ;.  and  certes  if  it  be  a  foule  thing 
a  man  to  wafte  his  catel  on  women,  yet  is  it  a 
fouler  thing  whan  that  for  fwiche  ordure  women 
difpenden  upon  men  hir  catel  and  hir  fubftance. 
This  finne,  as  fayth  the  prophet,  bereveth  man 
and  woman  hir  good  fame  and  all  hir  honour; 
and  it  is  ful  plefant  to  the  devil,  for  therby  win- 
neth  he  the  mofte  partie  of  this  wretched  world  : 
and  right  as  a  rnarchant  deliteth  him  moft  in  that 
chaffare  which  he  hath  moft  avantage  and  pro- 
fite  of,  right  fo  deliteth  the  fend  in  this  ordure,  ' 
This  is  that  other  hond  of  the  devil,  with  five 
fingers,  to  cacche  the  peple  to  his  vilanie.  The 
firft  fingre  is  the  foole  loking  of  the  foole  woman 
Jtnd  of  the  foole  man,  that  fleth  right  as  the 
bafilicok  fleth  folk  by  venime  of  his  fight,  for  the 
coveitife  of  the  eyeri  foloweth  the  coveitife  of  the 
Lerte.  The  fecond  fingre  is  the  vilains  touching 
in  wicked  maner ;  and  therfore  fayth  Salomon, 
that  whofo  touchetb  and  handleth  a  woman  he 
fareth  as-  the  man  that  hamdleth  the  fcorpion, 
which  ftingeth  and  fodenly  fleth  thurgh  his  en- 
veniming,  or  as  who  fo  that  toucheth  warme 
pitch  it  fliendeth  his  fingers.  The  thridde  is  foule 
wordes,  whiche  fareth  like  fire,  which  right 
anon  brenneth  the  herte.  The  fourth  finger  is 
tiffing,  and  frewely  he  were  a  gret  foole  that 
wold  kiffe  the  mouthe  of  a  brenning  oven  or  of 
a  fourneis ;  and  more  fooles  ben  they  that  kiflen 
in  vilainie,  for  that  mouth  is  the  mouth  of  helle ; 
and  namely  thife  olde  dotardes  holoures,  which 
wol  kifle  and  flicker,  and  befie  hemfelf  though 
they  may  nought  do  :  certes  they  ben  like  to 
houndes,  for  an  hound  whan  he  cometh  by  the 
refer  or  by  other  bufhes,  though  fo  be  that 
lie  may  not  pifle,  yet  wol  he  heve  up  his  kg 
a  id  make  a  contenance  to  pifle.  And  for  that 
many  men  weneth  that  he  may  not  finne  for 
no  likeroufnefie  that  he  doth  with  his  wif,  trewe- 
ly  that  opinion  is  falfc;  God  wot  a  man  may 
flee  himfelf  with  his  own  knif  and  make  him- 
ielf  dronken  of  his  owen  tonne.  Certes  be  it 
wif,  be  it  childe,  or  any  worldy  thing,  that  he 
loveth  before  God,  it  is  his  maumef,  and  he  is 
an  idolaftre.  A  man  fhuld  love  his  wif  by  dif- 
cretion,  patiently  and  attemprely  and  than  is  fhe 
?s  though  it  were  his  fufter.  The  fifth  fingre  of 
the  divels  hond  is  the  ftinking  dede  of  lecherie; 
Trewely  the  five  fingers  of  glotonie  the  fend 
putteth  in  the  wombe  of  a  man,  and  with  his 
five  fingers  of  lecherie  he  gripeth  him  by  the 
reines  for  to  throwe  him  into  the  fourneis  of  helle, 
ther  as  they  fhul  have  the  fire  and  the  wormes 
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ben  not  maried,  and  is  dedly  finne,  afl<?  ayenff 
nature.  All  that  is  enemy  and  deftru&ion  to 
nature  is  ayenft  nature.  Parfay  the  reafon  of  a  man 
eke  telleth  him  wel  that  it  is  dedly  finne,  for  as 
moche  as  God  forbad  lecherie;  and  Seint  Poule 
yeveth  hem  the  regne  that  nris  dewe  to  no  wight 
but  to  hem  that  don  dedely  finne.  Another  fume 
of  lecherieis,  to  bercven  a  maid  of  hiremeidenhed, 
for  he  that  fo  doth,  certes  he  cafteth  a  mayden 
out  of  the  higheft  degree  that  is  in  this  prefent 
lif,  and  bereveth  hire  thilke  precious  fruit  that 
the  boo  kclepeth  the  Hundreth  Fruit  j  I  ne  can 
fay  it  non  otherwife  in  Englifh,  but  in  Latine  it 
bight  Centefimus  frufius.  Certes  he  that  fo  doth  i« 
the  caufe  of  many  damages  and  vilanies  mo  than 
any  man  can  reken  :  right  as  he  fomtime  is  caufe 
of  all  damages  that  beftes  do  in  the  feld  that 
breketh  the  hedge  of  the  clofure,  thurgh  which  he 
deftroyeth  that  may  not  be  reftored  -f  for  certes 
no  more  may  maidenh^d  be  reftored  than  an  arme 
that  ii  fmitten  fro  the  body  may  returne  ayen 
and  wexe  :  fhe  may  have  mercy,  this  wot  I  wel, 
if  that  fhe  have  will  to  do  penitence,  but  never 
fhal  it  be  but  that  fhe  is  corrupte.  And  all  be  it 
fo  that  I  have  fpoke  fomwhat  of  avoutrie,  it  is 
good  to  fhewe  the  periles  that  longen  to  avoutrie, 
for  to  efchewe  that  foule  finne.  Avoutre,  in 
Latine,  is  for  to  faye,  approchrag  of  another  rnan- 
nes  bedde,  thurgh  whiche  tho  that  fomtime  were 
on  flefhe  abandone  hir  bodies  to  other  perfons. 
Of  this  finne,  as  fayth  the  wife  man,  folow  many 
harmes  :  firfte  breking  of  feith  :  and  eertes  fcith, 
is  the  key  of  Criftendom,  and  whan  that  key  is 
broken  and  lorne  fothly  Criftendom  is  lorne,  and 
ftont  vaine  and  without  fruit.  This  finne  alfo  is 
theft,  for  theft  generally  is  to  reve  a  wight  his 
thinges  ayenft  his  will.  Certes  this  is  the  fouleft 
theft  that  may  be  -whan  that  a  woman  fteteth  hire 
body  from  her  hufbond,and  yeveth  it  to  hire  holour 
to  defoule  it,  and  fteleth  hire  foule  fro  Crift  and 
yeveth  it  to  the  devil :  this  is  a  fouler  thcfte  than  for 
to  breke  a  chirche  and  ftele  away  the  chalice  ; 
for  thife  avouterers  breken  the  temple  of  God 
fpiritnelly,  and  ftelen  the  veffell  of  grace,  that  is, 
the  body  and  the  foule,  for  whiche  Crifte  fhal  de- 
ftroy  hem,;  as  fayth  Seint  Poule.  Sothly  of  this 
theft  douted  gretly  Jofeph,  whan  that  his  lordcs 
wif  prayed  him  of  vilainie,  whan  he  fayde,  Lo, 
my  Lady,  how  my  Lord  hath  take  to  me  under 
my  warde  all  that  he  hath  in  this  world,  ne  no 
thing  is  out  of  my  power  but  only  ye,  that  ben  hi* 
wif:  and  how  fhuld  I  then  do  this  wickedneffe,an<i 
finne  fo  horribly  ayenft  God  and  ayenft  my  Lord  ? 
Goditforbede!  Alas!  all  to  Htelis  fwiche  trouth  now 
yfoundc  !  The  thridde  harme  is  the  filth  thurgh 
which  they  breke  the  comrriandement  of  God  and  de 
foule  the  auter  of  matrimonies,  that  is  Crift ;  for 
certes  info  moche  as  the  faciament  of  mariage  isfo 
noble  and  fo  digne,  fo  moche  is  it  the  greter  finne 


that  ever  fhul  laften,  and  weping  and  wayling,  |  forto  breke  it,  for  Godmade  mariage  in  Paradis,  in 
and  fharpe  hunger  and  thurft,  and  griflineffe  of  the  eftate  of  innocencie,  to  multiplie  mankinde 
divels  whiche  fhul  all  to^trede  hem  withouten  to  the  fervice  of  God,  and  therfore  is  the  breking 
refpite  and  withouten  ende.  Of  lecherie,  as  I  therof  the  more  grevou?,  of  which  breking  come 
"  fayd,  fourden  and  fpringen  divers  fpices ;  as  for-  falfe  heires  oft  time,  that  wrongfully  occupien 
Ration  that  is  betwene  man  and  woman  which  I  folkcs  heritages,  and  therfor  wol  Crift  put  hem 
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•tit  of  the  regne  ofheven,  that  is  heritage  to  good 
folk.     Of  this  breking  cometh  eke  oft  time  that 
folk  unware    wedde   ox   finne  -with    hir   owen 
kindrede.;  and  namely  thife  harlottesthat  haunten 
bordelles of  thife  foul  women  that  may  he  likened 
to  a  commune  gong  wheras  men  purge  hir  ordure 
What   lay  we   alfo    of  putours,  that   live  by  the 
horrible  finne  of  puterie,   and  conftrein  women 
to  yelde  hem  a  certain  rent  of  her  bodily  pxitrie, 
ye,  fomtime  his  owen  wif  or  his  childe,  as  don 
thife   baudes?    Cert-es   thife   ben  -curfed    finnes. 
IJnderftond  alfo  that  avourie  is  fet  in  the  ten  com- 
jnandements  betwene  theft  and  manflaughter,  for 
it  is  the  greteft  theft  that  may  be,  for  it  is  theft  of 
body  and  of  foule  :  and  it  is  like  to  homicide,  for  it 
kerveth  atwo  and  breketh   atwo   hem  that  firft 
were  made  on  flefh  ;  and  therfore  by  the  old  lawe 
of  God  they  fliuld  be  flaine,  but  natheleffe  by  the 
lawe  of  Jefu  Crift,  that  is  the  lawe  of  pitee,  whan 
he  fayd  to  the  woman  that  was  found  in  avoutrie, 
and  fhuld  have  be  flain  with  ftones,  after  the  will 
of  the  Jewes,  as  was  hir  lawe,  Go,  faid  Jefu  Crift, 
and  have  no   more  will  to  do  finne.     Sothly  the 
vengeance  of  avoutrie  is  awarded  to  the  peine  of 
helle,  but    if  fo  be    that    it    be  difcombered  by 
penitence.     Yet  ben  ther  mo  fpices  of  this  curfed 
finne,  as  whan   that   on  of  hem  is  religious,  or 
-elles  both  ;  or  of  folk  that  ben  entered  into  ordere, 
as  fub-deken,    deken,  or  preeft,  or  hofpitalers; 
and  ever  the  higher  that  he  is  in  ordre  the  greter 
is  the  finne.     The  thinges  that  gretely  agrege  hir 
finne    is  .he  breking  of  hir  avow  of  chaftitee 
whan  they  received   the  ordre.     And  moreover, 
foth  is  that  holy  ordre  is  chefe  of  all  the  treforie 
of  God,  and  is   a  fpecial   figne   and   marke  of 
chaftitee,    to    fhew    that    they    ben    joined    to 
chaiiitee,  which  is  the  mofte  precious  lif  that  is. 
And  thife  ordered  folk  ben  fpecially  titled  to  God, 
and  of  the  fpecial  meinie  of  God,  for  which  whan 
they  don  dedly  finne  they  ben  the  fpecial   trai- 
tours  of  God  and  of  his  peple,  for  they  live  by 
the  peple  to  praye  for  the  peple,  and  whiles  they 
ben  fwiche  traitours  hir  prayeres  availe  not  to  the 
peple.     Preeftes  ben  as  angels  as  by  the  myfterie 
;of  hir   dignitee;  but  forfoth    Seint  Poule   faith 
that  Sathanas  transfourmeth  him  in   an  angel  of 
light.     Sothly   the   preeft  that   haunteth   dedly 
finne  he  may  be  likened  to  an  angel  of  derlcneffe 
transfourmed  into  an  angel  of  light ;  he  femeth 
an  angel  of  light,  but  for  foth  he  is  an  angel  of 
darkneffe.     Swiche  preeftes  be  the  fones  of  Hely, 
as  is  fhewed   in  the  Book   of  Kinges  that  they 
were  the  fonnes   of   Belial,    that   is  the   divel. 
Belial  is  to  fay  withouten  juge,  and  fo  faren  they ; 
hem  thinketh  that  they  be  free,  and  have  no  juge, 
no  more  than  hath  a  free  boll,  that  taketh  which 
cow  that  him  liketh  inthetoun.  So  faren  they  by 
women,  for  right  as  on  free  boll    is  ynough  for 
all  a  toun,  right  fo  is  a  wicked  preeft  corruption 
ynough  for  all  a  parifh  or  for  all  a  countree.  Thife 
preeftes,  as  fayth  the  book,  ne  cannot  minifter  the 
Wyfterie  of  preefthood  to  the  peple,  nethey  knowe 
not  God,  ne  they  hold   hem  not  apaied,  as  faith 
the  book,  of  fodden  flefh  that  was  to  hem  offred, 
fcat  they  take  by  force  the  fiefa  that  is  raw.  Certes 


right  fo  thife  fhrewes  ne  h old  hem  not  apaied  of  roft- 
ed  flefh  and  fodden  with  which  the  peple  feden  hem 
in  gret  reverence,  but  they  wol  have  raw  flefh  s 
as  fblkes  wives  and  hir  doughters.  And  certes 
thife  women  that  confenten  to  hir  harlotrie  don 
gret  wrong  to  Crift  and  to  holy  chirche,  and  to 
all  halowes  and  to  all  foules,  for  they  bereven  all 
thife  hem  that  fhuld  worfhip  Crift  and  holy 
chirche,  and  pray  for  Criften  foules ;  and  therfore 
han  fwiche  preeftes,  and  hir  lemmans  alfo  that 
confenten  to  hir  lecherie,  the  malifon  of  the  court 
Criften  til  they  come  to  amendement.  The 
thridde  fpice  of  avoutrie  is  fomtime  betwixt  a  mau 
and  his  wif,  and  that  is  whan  they  take  no  regard 
in  hir  aflembling  but  only  to  hir  flefhly  delit,  as 
faith  Seint  Jerome,  and  ne  recken  of  nothing  but 
that  they  ben  affenabled  becaufe  they  ben  maried : 
all  is  good  ynough,  as  thinketh  to  hem.  But  in 
fwiche  folk  hath  the  divel  powe*r,  as  faid  the  angel 
Raphael  to  Tobie,  for  in  hir  affembling  they 
putten  Jefu  Crift  out  of  hir  herte,  and  ye  veil 
themfelf  to  all  ordure.  The  fourth  fpice  is  of  hem 
that  affemble  with  hir  kiadrede,  or  with  hem 
that  ben  of  an  affinitee,  or  elles  with  hem  with 
which  hir  fathers  or  hir  kinred  have  deled  in  the 
finne  of  lecherie  :  this  finne  maketh  hem  like  to 
houndes,  that  taken  no  kepe  of  kindrede,  And 
certes  parentele  is  in  two  maners,  eyther  goftl}- 
or  flefhly ;  goftly  is  for  to  delen  with  hir  gocl- 
fibbes;  for  right  fo  as  he  that  engendreth  a  child- 
is  his  flefhly  father,  right  fo  is  his  godfather  his 
father  fpirituel,  for  which  £  woman  may  in  no 
lefle  finne  aflemble  with  hire  godfib  than  with 
hire  owen  flefhly  broder.  The  fiithe  fpice  is  that 
abhominable  finne  of  which  abhominable  finne 
no  man  unneth  ought  to  fpeke  ne  write, 
natheles  it  is  openly  reherfed  in  holy  writ. 
This  curfedneffe  don  men  and  women  in 
diverfe  entent  and  diverfe  mancr :  but  though 
that  holy  writ  fpeke  of  horrible  finne,  certes  holy 
writ  may  not  be  defouled,  no  more  than  the 
fonnethat  fhineth  on  the  myxene.  Another  finne 
apperteineth  to  lecherie  that  cometh  in  fleping, 
and  this  finne  cometh  often  to  hem  that  ben 
maidens,  and  eke  to  hem  that. ben  corrupt  and 
this  finne  men  call  Pollution,  that  cometh  of 
four  maners :  fomtime  it  cometh  of  languifhing 
of  the  body,  for  the  humours  ben  to  ranke  and 
haboundant  in  the  body  of  man  ;  fomtime  of  in- 
firmitee,  for  feblenefle  of  the  virtue  retentif,  a$ 
phifike  maketh  mention  ;  fomtime  of  furfet  of 
met  and  drinke  ;  and  fomtime  of  vilains  thoughtcs 
that  ben  enclofed  in  mannes  minde  whan  he 
goth  to  fiepe,  which  may  not  be  withouten  finne, 
for  whiche  men  muft  kepe  hem  wifely,  or  elks 
may  they  finne  ful  grevouflys 

Remedlum  Luxuries. 

Now  cometh  the  remedy  ayenft  lecherie,  and 
that  is  generally  chaftitee  and  continence ;  that 
reftraineth.  all  difordinate  mevings  that  comen  of 
flefhly  talents,  and  ever  the  greter  merite  fhal  he 
have  that  inoft  reftraineth  the  wicked  enchaufinff 
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or  ardure  of  this  finne ;  and  this  is  in  two  maners, 
that  is  to  fay,  chailitee  in  mariage  and  chaftitee 
in  widewhood.  Now  fhalt  thou  underftonde  that 
matrimony  is  leful  afiembling  of  man  and  woman 
that  receiven  by  vertue  of  this  facrement  the 
bonde  thurgh  whiche  they  may  not  be  departed  in 
all  hir  lif,  that  is  to  fay,  while  that  they  live 
bothe.  This,  as  faith  the  book,  is  a  ful  gret  fa 
crement  ;  God  made  it  (as  I  have  faid)  in  Para- 
dis,  and  wold  himfelf  be  borne  in  mariage  ;  and 
for  to  halowe  mariage  he  was  at  a  wedding  wher- 
as  he  tourned  water  into  wine,  whiche  was  the 
firft  miracle  that  he  wrought  in  the  erthe  before 
his  difciples.  The  trewe  effect  of  mariage  clenf- 
eth  fornication,  and  repleniftieth  holy  chirche  of 
good  lignage,  for  that  is  the  ende  of  mariage,  and 
chaungeth  dedly  finne  into  venial  finne  betwene 
hem  that  ben  wedded,  and  maketh  the  hertes  all 
on  of  hem  that  beti  y  wedded  as  wel  as  the  bodies. 
This  is  veray  mariage  that  was  eftablifhed  by  God 
er  that  finne  began,  whan  naturel  lawe  was  in 
his  right  point  in  Paradis;  and  it  was  ordeined 
that  o  man  fhuld  have  but  o  woman,  and  o  wo 
man  but  o  man,  as  fayth  Seint  Auguftine,  by 
many  refons. 

Firft,  for  mariage  is  figured  betwix  Crift  and 
holy  chirche  ;  and  another  is,  for  a  man  is  hed  of 
the  woman,  (algate  by  ordinance  it  ihuld  be  fo) 
for  if  a  woman  had  mo  men  than  on  than  fhuld 
ihe  have  mo  hedes  than  on,  and  that  were  an  ho- 
rible  thing  before  God ;  and  alfo  a  woman  mighte 
not  plefe  many  folk  at  ones  ;  and  alfp  ther  fhuld 
never  be  pees  ne  reft  among  hem,  for  everich  of 
hem  wold  axe  his  owen  right.  And  furthermore, 
no  man  fbulde  knowe  his  owen  cngehdrure,  ne 
•who  fhuld  have  his  heritage,  and  the  woman  fhuld 
be  the  lefle  beloved  for  the  time  that  {he  were 
conjunct  to  many  men. 

Now  cometh  how  that  a  man  fhuld  bere  him 
with  his  wif,  and  namely  in  two  thinges,  that  is 
to  fay,  in  fuffrance  and  in  reverence,  and  this 
ihewed  Crift  whan  he  firft  made  woman  ;  for  he 
ne  made  hire  of  the  hed  of  Adam,  for  fhe  fhuld 
not  claime  to  gret  lordfhippe,  for  ther  as  the  wo 
man  hath  the  maiftrie  fhe  maketh  to  moche  dif- 
array ;  ther  nede  non  enfamples  of  this,  the  ex 
perience  that  we  have  day  by  day  ought  ynough 
fuffice  :  alfo  certes  God  ne  made  not  woman  of 
the  foot  of  Adam,  for  fhe  fhuld  not  be  holden  to 
lowe,  for  fhe  cannot  patiently  fuffer ;  but  God 
made  woman  of  the  rib  of  Adam,  for  woman 
fhuld  be  felaw  unto  man.  Man  fhuld  here  him 
io  his  wif  in  feith,  in  trouth,  and  in  love,  as 
fayth  Seint  Poule,  that  a  man  fhuld  love  his  wif 
as  Crift  loved  holy  chirche,  that  loved  it  fo  wd 
that  he  died  for  it :  fo  fhuld  a  man  for  his  wif,  it 
it  were  nede. 

Now  how  that  a  woman  fhuld  be  fubget  to  hire 
hufbond  that  telleth  Seint  Peter  :  firft  in  obedi 
ence  ;  and  eke,  as  fayth  the  decree,  A  woman 
that  is  a  wif,  as  long  as  fhe  is  a  wif,  fhe  hath  non 
auaoritee  to  fwere  ne.bere  witneffe  without  leve 
of  hire  hufbonde,  that  is  hire  lord,  algate  he  fhuld 
te  fo  by  refon  :  fhe  fhulde  alfo  ferve  him  in  all 


honeftee,  and  ben  attempre  of  hire  array.  I  wete 
wel  that  they  fhuld  fet  hir  entent  to  plefe  hir 
hufbonds,  but  not  by  queintife  of  hir  array.  Seint 
Jerom  fayth,  Wives  that  ben  appareilled  in  filke 
and  precious  purple  ne  mow  not  cloth  hem  in  Je^ 
fu  Crift  :  Seint  Gregorie  fayth  alfo^  that  no  wight 
feketh  precious  array  but  only  for  vain  glorie,  to 
be  honoured  the  more  of  the  peple.  It  is  a  gret 
folie  a  woman  to  have  a  faire  array  outward  and 
hirefelf  to  be  foule  inward.  A  wif  fhuld  alfo  be 
mefurable  in  loking,  in  bering,  and  in  laughing, 
and  difcrete  in  all  hire  wordes  and  hire  dedes, 
and  above  all  worldly  thinges  fhe  fhulde  love  hire 
hufbonde  with  all  hire  herte,  and  to  him  be  trewe 
of  hire  body  ;  fo  fhuld  every  hufbond  eke  be  trewe 
to  his  wif;  for  fith  that  all  the  body  is  the  huf- 
bondes  fo  fhuld  hire  herte  be  alfo,  or  elles  ther  is 
betwix  hem  two,  as  in  that,  no  parfit  mariage. 
Than  fhul  men  underftond  that  for  three  thinges 
a  man  and  his  wif  flefhly  may  affemble.  The  firft  is 
for  the  entent  of  engendrure  of  children,  to  the 
fervice  of  God,  for  certes  that  is  the  caufe  final 
of  matrimonie  :  another  caufe  is  to  yelde  eche  of 
hem  to  other  the  dettes  of  hir  bodies,  for  neyther 
of  hem  hath  power  of  hir  owen  bodie :  the 
thridde  is  for  to  efchew  lecherie  and  vilanie  :  the 
fourth  is  for  foth  dedly  finne.  As  to  the  firft, 
it  is  meritorie  ;  the  fecond  alfo,  for,  as  fayth  the 
decree,  She  hath  merite  of  chaftitee  that  yeldeth 
to  hire  hufbond  the  dette  of  hire  body,  ye,  though 
it  be  ayenft  hire  liking  and  the  luft  of  hire  herte. 
The  thridde  maner  is  venial  finne.  Trewely 
fcarcely  may  any  of  thife  be  without  venial  finne 
for  the  corruption  and  for  the  delit  therof.  The 
fourth  maner  is  for  to  underftond,  if  the  affemble 
only  for  amourous  love  and  for  non  of  the  fore- 
faid  caufes,  but  for  to  accomplifh  hir  brenning 
delit,  they  recke  not  how  oft,  fothly  it  is  dedly 
finne ;  and  yet  with  forwe  fom  folk  wol  peine 
hem  more  to  do  than  to  hir  appetit  fufficeth. 
The  fecond  maner  of  chaftitee  is  for  to  be  a 
clene  widew,  and  efchue  the  embracing  of  a  man, 
and  defire  the  embracing  of  Jefu  Crift.  Thife 
ben  tho  that  have  ben  wives,  and  have  forgon  hir 
hufbondes,  and  eke  women  that  have  don  leche 
rie,  and  ben  releved  by  penance  :  and  certes  if 
that  a  wif  coud  kepe  hire  all  chaft,  by  licence  of 
hire  hufbond,  fo  that  fhe  yeve  no  caufe  ne  non 
occafion  that  he  agilted,  it  were  to  hire  a  grete 
merite.  This  maner  of  women,  that  obferven 
chaftitee,  muft  be  clene  in  herte  as  wel  as  in  body, 
and  in  thought,  and  mefurable  in  clothing  and  in 
contenance,  abftinent  in  eting  and  drinking,  in 
fpeking,  and  in  dede,  and  than  is  fhe  the  veffel  or 
the  boifte  of  the  bleffed  Magdeleine,  that  fulfil- 
leth  holy  chirche  of  good  odour.  The  thridde 
maner  of  chaftitee  is  virginitee  ;  and  it  behoveth 
that  fhe  be  holy  in  herte  and  clene  of  body  ;  than 
is  fhe  the  fpoufe  of  Jefu  Crift,  and  fhe  is  the  lif 
of  angels ;  fhe  is  the  preiiing  of  this  world,  and 
fhe  is  as  thife  martirs  in  egalitee  ;  fhe  hath  in  hire 
that  tongue  may  not  telle,  ne  herte  thinke.  Vir 
ginitee  bare  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift;  and  virgin  wa^ 
himfelf. 
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*  Another  remedie  againft  lecherie  is  fpecially  to 
•withdrawe  fwiche  thinges  as  yeven  occafion  to 
that  vilanie,  as  efe,  cting,  and  drinking  ;  for  cer- 
tes  whan  the  pot  boileth  ftrongly  the  beft  remedie 
is  to  withdrawe  the  fire.  Sleping  long  in  gret 
tjuiet  is  alfo  a  gret  nourice  to  lecherie. 

Another  remedie  ayenft  lecherie  is,  that  a  man 
•or  a  woman  efchewe  the  compagnie  of  hem  by 
which  he  douteth  to  be  tempted ;  for  all  be  it  fo 
that  the  dede  be  withftonden,  yet  is  ther  gret 
temptation.  Sothly  a  white  wall,  although  it  ne 
brenne  not  fully  with  fticking  of  a  candle,  yet  is 
the  wall  black  of  the  ^eyte.  Ful  oft  time  I  rede 
that  no  man  truft  in  his  owen  perfection  but  he 
ftrongei  than  Sampfon,  or  holier  than  David, 
or  wifer  than  Salomon. 

Now  after  that  I  have  declared  you  as  I  can  of 
the  Seven  Dedly  Sinnes,  and  fom  of  hir  braunches, 
and  the  remedies,  fothly  if  I  coude  I  wold  tell 
you  the  ten  commandements ;  but  fo  high  doc 
trine  I  lete  to  divines :  natheles  I  hope  to  God 
they  ben  touched  in  this  tretife  everichof  hemalle. 

Now  for  as  moche  as  the  fecond  part  of  peni 
tence  ftont  in  confeffion  of  mouth,  as  I  began  in 
the  firft  chapitre,  I  fay  Seint  Auguftine  faith, 
Sinne  is  every  word  and  every  dede,  and  all  that 
men  covetein,  ayenft  the  law  of  Jefu  Crift  ;  and 
this  is  for  to  finne  in  herte,  in  mouth,  and  in 
dede,  by  the  five  wittes,  which  ben  fight,  her- 
ing,  fmelling,  tafting  or  favouring,  and  feling. 
Now  is  it  good  to  under-ftond  the  circumftances 
that  agregen  moche  every  finne.  Thou  fhalt  con- 
fider  what  thou  art  that  doft  the  finne,  whether 
thou  be  male  or  female,  yonge  or  olde,  gentil  or 
thrall,  free  or  fervant,  hole  or  fike,  wedded  or 
fingle,  ordered  or  unordered,  wife  or  foole,  clerk 
or  feculer,  if  fhe  be  of  thy  kinred  bodily  or  goftly 
or  non,  if  any  of  thy  kinred  have  finned  with  hire 
•or  no,  and  many  mo  thinges. 

Another  circumftance  is  this,  whether  it  be  don 
in  fornication  or  in  advoutrie  or  no,  in  maner  of 
homicide  or  non,  a  horrible  gret  finne  or  final, 
and  how  long  thou  haft  continued  in  finne.  The 
thridde  circumftance  is  the  place  ther  thou  haft 
don  finne,  whether  in 'other  mennes  houfes  or 

thin  owen,  in  feld,  in  chirche,  or  in  chirch- 
hawe,  in  chirche  dedicate  or  non;  for  if  the 
chirche  be  halowed,  and  man  or  woman  fpille 
his  kinde  within  that  place,  by  way  of  finne  or 
jy  wicked  temptation,  the  chirche  were  enterdi- 
ted  til  it  were  reconciled  by  the  bifhop ;  and  if 
it  were  ».  preeft  that  did  fwiche  vilanie,  the  terme 
of  all  his  lif  he  fhuld  no  more  fing  maffe  ;  and  if 
he  did  he  fhuld  do  dedly  finne  at  every  time  that 
he  fo  fong  maffe.  The  fourths  circumftance  is 
by  whiche  mediatours,  as  by  meflagers,  or  for  en 
ticement,  or  for  confentment,  to  bere  compagnie 
with  felawfliip,  for  many  a  wretche  for  to  bere 
felawfhip  wol  go  to  the  divel  of  helle  ;  whcrfore 
they  that  cg-gen  or  conf'enttn  to  the  finne  ben 
partners  of  the  finne,  and  of  the  daropnation  of 
the  finncr.  The  fifth  circumltancc  is, -'how  many 
times  that  he  hath  finned,  if  it  be  in  his  miude, 
bow  oft  he  hath  fallen;  for  Jic  that  oft  fuileth 
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in  finne  he  defpifeth  the  mercy  of  God,  and  en* 
crefeth  his  finne,  and  is  unkind  to  Crift,  and  he 
waxeth  the  more  feble  to  withftand  finne,  and 
finneth  the  more  lightly,  and  the  later  arifeth, 
and  is  more  flow  to  fhrive  him,  and  namely  to 
him  that  hath  ben  his  confeflbur ;  for  which  that 
folk,  whan  they  fall  ayen  to  hir  old  folies,  either 
they  forleten  hir  old  confeflbur  al  utterly,  or  ellea 
theydeparten  hir  fhrift  in  divers  places:  but  fothly 
fwiche  departed  fhrift  deferveth  no  mercie  of  God 
for  hir  finnes.  The  fixte  circumftance  is,  why 
that  a  man  finneth,  as  by  what  temptation,  and 
if  himfelf  procure  thilke  temptation,  or  by  exciting 
of  other  folk,  or  if  he  finne  with  a  woman  by 
force  or  by  hire  owen  aflent,  or  if  the  woman 
maugre  hire  hed  have  ben  enforced  or  non  ;  this 
fhal  me  tell,  and  wheder  it  were  for  coveitife  or 
poverte,  and  if  it  were  by  hire  procuring  or  non, 
and  fwiche  other  thinges.  The  feventh  circum 
ftance  is,  in  what  maner  he  hath  don  his  finne,  of 
how  that  flie  hath  fuffered  that  folk  have  don  to, 
hire  :  and  the  fame  flial  the  man  tell  plainly,  with 
all  the  circumftances,  and  wheder  he  hath  finned 
with  commun  bordel  women  or  non,  or  don  his 
finne  in  holy  times  or  nop,  in  fading  times  or  non, 
or  before  his  fhrift,  or  after  his  later  fhiift,  and 
hath  peraventure  broken  therby  his  penance  en 
joined,  by  whos  helpe  or  whos  confeil,  by  forcerie 
or  crafte ;  •  all  muft  be  told.  All  thife  thinges, 
after  that  they  ben  gret  or  fmale,  engreggen  the 
confcience  of  man  or  woman.  And  eke  the 
preeft  that  is  thy  juge  may  the  better  be  avifed 
of  his  jugement  in  yeving  of  penance,  and  that 
flial  be  after  thy  contrition  :  for  underftond  wel 
that  after  the  time"  that  a  man  hath  defouled  his 
baptifmeby  finne,  if  he  wol  come  to  falvation,  ther 
is  non  other  way  but  by  penance,  and  flirifte,  and 
fatisfaction  ;  and  namely  by  tho  two,  if  ther  be  a 
confeflbur  to  whom  he  may  fhrive  him,  and  that 
he  firft  be  veray  contrite  and  repentant,  and  the 
thridde  if  he  have  lif  to  performe  it. 

Than  flial  a  man  loke  and  confider  that  if  he 
wol  make  a  trewe  and  a  profitable  confeffion  ther 
muft  be  foure  conditions.  Firft,  it  muft  be  iii 
forowful  bitternefle  of  herte,  as  fayth  the  King- 
Ezechiel  to  God,  I  wol  remember  all  the  yeres  cf, 
my  lif  in  the  bitternefle  of  my  herte.  This  con  • 
dition  of  bitternefle  hath  five  fignes ;  the  firft  isf 
that  confeffion  muft  be  fhamefaft,  not  for  to  co- 
vern  ne  hide  his  finne,  but  for  he  hath  agilted  his 
God  and  defouled  his  foule  ;  and  hereof  fayth 
Seint  Auguftin,  The  herte  travaileth  for  ftiame  of 
his  finne,  and  for  he  hath  gret  fhamefaftnefle  he  is 
digne  to  have  gret  mercie  of  God.  Svviche  Was 
the  confeflioun  of  the  Publican  that  wold  not  heva 
up  his  eyen  to  heven,  for  he  had  offended  God  of 
heven,  for  which  fhamefaftneffe  he  had  anon  the 
mercy  of  God;  and  therefore  faith  Seint  Auguf 
tine,  that  fwiche  fhamcfaft  folk  ben  next  foxyeve? 
nefle  and  mercy.  Another  figne  is  humilitee  in 
confeffion,  of  whiche  fayth  Seint  Peter,  Humbleth 
you  under  the  might  of  God ;  the  bond  of  God  i.* 
ni::;^£y  in  confeffion,  for  therby  God  foryevetfy 
thcv;  ;hv  fim:es,  for  he  alone  hath  the'  power;  Aritf 
Niiij 
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thjs  humilitee  fhal  be  in  herte  and  in  figne  out- 
xvarde  ;  for  tight  as  he  hath  humilitee  to  God  in  , 
his  herte,  right  fo  fhuld  he  humble  his  body  out-  j 
ward  tp  the  preeft  that  fitteth  in  Goddes  place  ; 
for  which  in  no  maner,  fith  that  Crift  is  foveraine, 
and  the  preeft  mene  and  mediatour  betwixt  Crift 
and  the  finner,  and  the  finner  is  laft  by  way  of  i 
refon,  than  fhuld  not  the  finner  fitte  as  high  as  I 
his  confeflpur,  but  knele  before  him  or  at  his  feet,  ' 
but  if  maladie  diftrouble  it ;   for  he  fhal  not  take  ; 
Jtepe  who  fitteth  ther,  but  in  whos  place  he  fitteth.  j 
A  man  that  hath  trefpaffed  to  a  lord,  and  cometh  j 
for  to  axe  mercie  and  maken  his  accorde,  and  fet-  i 
teth  him  doun  anon  by  the  lord,  men  wolde  holde  t 
him  outrageous,  and  nof  worthy  fp  fone  for  to  j 
have  remiffion  ne  mercy.      Vhe  thridde  figne  is,  j 
that  the  fhrift  fhuld  beful  of  teres,  if  men  mowen  i 
wepe,  and  if  they  mowe  not  wepe  with  hir  bodily  i 
.eyen,  than  let  hem  wepe  in  hir  herte  :  fwiche  was  ( 
the  ccnfeffion  of  Seint  Peter,  for  after  that  he 
had  fcrfake  Jefu  Crift  he  we  rit  out  and  wept  ful 
bitterly.     The  fourth  figne  is  that  he  ne  lete  not 
for  fhame  to  fhrive  him  and  fhewe  his  confeffion  ; 
fwiche  was  the  confeffion  of  Magdeleine,  that  ne1 
fpared  for  no  fhame  of  hem  that  wereri  at  the 
fefte  to  go  tp  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift,  and  beknowe 
to  him  hire  finnes.     The  fifthe  Cgne  is,  that  a 
man  or  a  woman  be  obe'ifant  to  receive  the  penance 
ihat  hern  is  enjoined,  for  cedes  Jefu  Crift'  for  the 
gilt  of  man  was  obedient  to  the  deth 

The  fecond  condition  of  yeray  confeffion  is,Hhat 
it  be  haftily  don  j  for  certes  if  a  man  hadde  a  dedly 
wound,  ever  the  lenger  that  he  taried  to  warilhe 
himfelf  the  more  wold  it  corrupt  and  Hafte  him 
(o  his  deth,  and  alfo  the  wou'nd  wol  be  the  werfe 
for  to  hele.  And  right  fo  fareth  Cnne  that  long 
time  is  in  a  man  uhihewed  :  certes  a  man  ought 
haftily  to  fhewe  his  finne.  for  many  caufes ;  as  for 
drede  of  deth,  that  cometh  oft  fodenly,  and  is  in  no 
certain  what  time  it  ftial  be,  he  in' what  place ;  and 
eke  the  drenching  of  p  finne  draweth  in  another  ; 
and  alfo  the  lenger  tjiat  he  farieth,  the  ferther  is  he 
fro  Crift ;  arid  if  he  abide  to  his  laft  day  fcarcely 
may  he  (hrive  him,  or  I'emembre  him  of  his  finnes, 
or  repent  him  for  the  grevous  maladie  of  his 
deth.  And  for  as  moHie  as  he  ne  hath  in  his  lif 
herkened  Jefu  prift  whan  he  hath  fpoken  unto 
him,  he  fhal  crie  unto  our  Lord  at  his  laft  day, 
and  fcarcely  wol  he  herken  him.  And  under- 
Blonde  $ha$  this  condition!  myfte  have  foure 
thinges;  firft  that  the  fhrift  be  purveyed  afore, 
and  avifed,  for  wicked  haft  doth  not  profite  ;  and 
that  a  man  con  fhrive  him  of  his  finnes,  be  it  of 
pride,  or  envie,  and  fo  forth,  with  the  fpices  and 
circumftances,  and  that  he  have  comprehended  in 
his  minde  the  nbmbre  and  the  gretnefie  of  his 
fpnes,  and  how  fonge  he  hath  lien  in  finne,' and 
eke  that  he  be  contrite  for  his  Cnnes,  and  be  in 
fledfaft  purpofe  (by  the  grace  of  God)  never  efte 
to  fall  into  finne }  and  alfo  that  he  drede  and 
countrewaite  himfelf  that  he  flee  the  occafions  of 
finne  to  which  he  is  inclined :  alfo  thou  fhalt  fhrive 
th'ee  of  all  thy  finnes  to  o  man,  and  not  parcelmele 
to  p  man  and  parcelmele  to  another  j  that  is  to 


underftonde,  in  entent  to  depart  thy  confeffion  fat 
fhame  or  drede,  for  it  is  but  ftrangling  of  thy 
fqule  ;  for  certes.  Jefu  Crift  is  entierly  all  good, 
in  him  is  non  imperfection,  and  therfore  either  he 
foryeveth  all  parfitly  or  elles  never  a  dele.  I  fay  not 
that  if  thou  be  affigned  to  thy  penitencer  for  cer 
tain  finne  that  thou  art  bounde  to  fhewe  him  all 
the  remenant  of  thy  finnes  of  whiche  thou  haft 
ben  fhriven  of  thy  curat  but  if  it  like  thee  of  thyn 
humilitee  ;  this  is  no  departing  of  fhrift :  ne  I  fay 
not,  ther  as  I  fpeke  of  divifion  of  confeffion,  that  if 
thou  have  licence  to  fhrive  thee  to  a  difcrete  and 
an  honeft  preeft,  and  vvher  thee  liketh,  and  by  the 
licence  of  thy  curat,  that  thou  ne  mayeft  wel  fhrive 
thee  to  him  of  all  thy  finnes  ;  but  lete  no  blot  be 
behind ;  let  no  finne  be  untolde  as  fer  as  thou  haft 
remembrance.  And  whan  thou  fhalt  be  fhriven 
of  thy  curat  tell  him  eke  all  the  finnes  that  thou 
halt  don  fith  thou  were  lafte  fhriven  :  this  is  no 
wicked  entente  of  divifion  of  fhrift. 

Alfo  the  veray  fhrift  axeth  certain  conditions. 
Firtt,  that  thou  flirivc  th'ee  by  thy  free  will,  not 
conftreined,  ne  for  fhame  of  folk,  ne  for  maladie, 
or  fwiche  other  thinges,  for  it  is  refon  that  he  that 
trefp'affeth  by  his  free  will,  that  by  his  free  will  he 
confeffe  his  trefpas,  and  that  non  other  man  telle 
his  Cnne  but  himfelf;  ne  he  fhal  not  nay  ne 
deny  his  finne,  ne  wrath  him  ayenft  the  preeft  for 
amonefting  him  to  lete  his  finne.  The  fecond 
condition  is,  that  thy  fhrift  be  lawful,  that  is  to  fay, 
that  thou  that  fhriveft  thee,  and  eke  the  preeft  that 
hereth  thy  confeffion,  be  veraily  in  the  feith  of  ho 
ly  chirche,  and  that  a  man  ne  be  not  difpeired  of 
the  mercie  of  Jefu  Crift,  as  Cain  and  Judas  were, 
And  eke  a  man  mufte  accufe  himfelf  of  his  owen 
trelpas,  and  hot  another;  but  he  fhal  blame  and 
wire  himfelfe  of  his  owen  malice  and  of  his  Cnne, 
and  non  other  :  but  natheles  if  that  another  man 
be  enchefon  or  enticer  of  his  Cnne,  or  the  eftate  of 
the  perfon  be  fwiche  by  which  his  Cnne  is  agreg. 
ged,  or  elles  that  he  may  not  plainly  fhrive  him 
but  he  tell  the  perfon  with  whiche  he  hath  finned, 
than  may  he  tell,  fo  that  his  entent  ne  be  not  toi 
backbite  the  perfon,  but  only  to  declare  his  con* 
feffion. 

Thou  ne  fhalt  not  alfo  make  no  lefinges  in  thy 
confcflion  for  humilitee,  peraventure  to  fay  that 
thou  haft  committed  and  do^i  fwiche  finnes  of 
which  that  thou  ne  were  never  gilty ;  for  Seint 
Auguftine  fayth,  If  that  thou,  becaufe  of  thin  hu» 
niilitee,  makeft  a  lefing  on  thyfelf,  though  thou 
were  not  in  finne  before  yet  arte  thou  than  in  finne 
thurgh  thy  lefing.  Thou  muft  alfo  fhew  thy  finne 
by  thy  propre  mouth,  but  thou  be  dombe,and  not 
by  no  letter ;  fr..-  thou  that  haft  don  the  finne  thou 
fhalt  have  the  fhame  of  the  confeffion.  Thou  fhalt 
not  eke  peint  thy  confefiion  with  faire  and  fubtil 
worde?,  to  cpver  the  more  thy  finne,  for  than  be- 
gileft  thou  thyfelf  and  not  the  preeft  •  thou  muft 
telle  it  plainly,  be  it  never  fo  foule  ne  fo  horrible. 
Thou  fhalt  eke  fhrive  thee  to  a  preeft  that  is  dif 
crete  to  confeille  thee  ;  and  eke  thou  fhalt  not 
fhrive  thee  for  vaine  glorie,  ne  for  ypocrifie,  ne  for 
no  caufej  but  only  for  the  doute  of  Jefu  Crift  and 
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the  hefe  of  thy  foulc.  Thou  Jhalt  not  eke  renne  to 
the  prcell  al  fodenly  to  tell  Kim  lightly  thy  fmne, 
as  who  telleth  a  jape  or  a  tale,  but  avifedly  and 
with  good  devotion  ;  and  generally  fhrive  thee 
ofte  :  if  thou  o  te  fall,  ofte  arife  by  confeflion.  And 
though  thou  fhrive  thee  ofter  than  ones  of  fmne 
which  thou  haft  be  fhriven  of  it  is  more  merite  ; 
an1!,  as  fayth  Seint  Auguftine,  Thou  fhalt  have  the 
m  re  lightly  relefe  and  grace  of  God  both  ot  fmne 
ai.d  of  peine.  And  certes  ones  a  yere  at  the  left  way 
it  is  lawful  to  be  houfeled,  for  fothely  ones  a  yere 
all  things  in  the  erthe  renovelen. 

Explicit  Jecunda  pan  penitintsx^  etfequitur  tertiapats. 

Now  have  I  told  you  of  veray  confeflion,  that  is 
the  feconde  part  of  penitence ;  the  thrjdde  part  is 
fatisfadlion,  and  that  flont  moil,  generally  in  al- 
mefle  dede  and  in  bodily  peine.  Now  ben  ther 
three  maner  of  almeffe  ;  contrition  of  herte,  wher 
a  man  offreth  himfelf  to  God  ;  another  is  to  have 
pitee  of  the  defaute  of  his  neighbour ;  and  the 
thridde  is  in  yeving  of  good  confeil  goftly  and 
bodily  wher  as  men  have  nede,  and  namely  in  fuf- 
tenance  of  mannes  food.  And  take  kepe  that  a 
man  hath  nede  of  thife  thinges  generally;  he  hath 
nede  of  food,  of  clothing,  and  of  herberow,  he  hath 
nede  of  charitable  confeilling  and  vifiting  in  prifon 
and  in  maladie,  and  fepulture  of  hisded  body.  And 
if  thou  maieft  not  vifite  the  nedeful  in  prifon  in 
thy  perfon,  vifite  hem  with  thy  meffage  and  thy 
yefr.es:  thife  ben  generally  the  almeffes  and  werkes 
of  charitee  of  hem  that  have  temporel  richeffes  or 
fdifcretion  in  confeilling.  Of  thife  werkes  ihalt 
thou  heren  at  the  day  of  dome. 

This  almefle  fhuldeft  thou  do  of  thy  propre 
thinges,  and  haftily  and  prively,  if  thou  mayeft  ; 
but  natheles  if  thou  mayeil  not  do  it  prively  thou 
flaalt  not  forbere  to  do  almefle  though  men  fee  it, 
fo  that  it  be  not  don  for  thanke  of  the  world,  but 
only  to  have  thanke  of  Jefu  Crift  ;  for,  as  witnef- 
feth  Seint  Mathewe,  cbaj>.  v.  A  citee  may  not  be 
hid  that  isfette  on  a  mountaine,ne  men  light  not  a 
lanterne  to  put  it  under  a  bufhell,  but  fetten  k  upon 
a  candlefticke,  to  lighten  the  men  in  the  hous  : 
right  fo  fhul  your  light  lighten  before  men,  that 
.they  mowe  fee  your  good  werkes,  and  glorifie 
your  fader  that  is  in  heven. 

Now  as  for  to  fpeke  of  bodily  peine,  it  ftont  in 
jpraiers,  in  waking,  in  falling,  and  in  vertuous 
.teching.  Of  orifons  yc  fhul  underftond,  that  ori 
fons  or  prayers  is  to  fay  a  pitous  will  of  herte,  that 
f  "teth  it  in  God,  and  expreffeth  it  by  word  outward 

remeve  harmes,  and  to  have  thinges  fpirituel 

i  perdurable,  and  fomtime  temporel  thinges; 

which  orifons  certes  in  the  orifon  of  the  Pjt-r 
r  hath  Jefu  Crift  enclofed  mpft  thinges :  certes 
privileged  of  three  thinges  in  his  dignitee,  for 
iche  it  is  more  digne  than  any  other  prayer, 
that  Jefu  Crift  himfelf  made  it ;  and  it  is  fhort, 
for  it  ihuld  be  coude  the  more  lightly,  and  to  hold 
it  the  more  efie  in  herte,  and  helpe  himfelf  the 
ofter  with  this  orifon,  and  for  a  man  fhuld  be  the 
jcffc  wery  to  fay  it,  and  for  a  man  may  not  excufe 
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him  to  lerne  it,  it  Jsfo  fhorte  and  fo  efie,  and  for  i 
comprehcndeth  in  himfelf  all  good  prayers.  The 
expofition  of  this  holy  prayer,  that  is  fo  excellent 
and  fo  digne,  I  betake  to  the  maifters  of  theologie; 
fave  thus  moche  wol  I  fay,  that  whan  thou  prayeft 
that  God  fhuld  foryeve  thee  thy  giltes  as  thou  for- 
yeveft  hem  that  have  agilted  thee,  be  wel  ware 
that  thou  be  not  out  of  charitee.  This  holy  orifon 
amenufeth  eke  venial  fmne,  and  therfore  it  apper- 
teineth  fpecially  to  penitence. 

This  prayer  muft  be  trewely  fayd,  and  in  perfect 
feith,  and  that  men  prayen  to  God  ordinately,  dif- 
cretely,  and  devoutly  :  and  ahvay  a  man  fhal  put 
his  will  to  be  fubgette  to  {he  will  of  God.  This 
orifon  muft  eke  be  fayd  jvith  gret  humblefle,  and 
ful  pure  and  honeftly^  and  not  to  the  annoyance  of 
any  man  or  woman  :  it  muft  eke  be  continued  with 
werkes  of  charitee  :  it  availeth  eke  ayenft  the  vi 
ces  of  the  foule ;  for,  as  fayth  Seint  Jerome,  By 
failing  ben  faved  the  vices  of  the  flefh,  and  by 
prayer  the  vices  of  the  foule. 

After  this  thou  fhalt  underftonde  that  bodily 
peine  ftont  in  waking ;  for  Jefu  Crift  fayth,  Wake 
ye  and  pray  ye  that  yene  enter  into  wicked  temp 
tation.  Ye  fhul  underftond  alfo  that  failing 
ftont  in  three  thinges,  in  forbering  of  bodily  mete 
and  drinke,  in  forbering  of  worldly  jolitee,  and 
in  forbering  of  dedly  fmne  ;  this  is  to  fay,  that  a 
man  fhall  kepe  him  fro  dedly  finne  with  all  his 
might. 

And  thou  flialt  underftond  alfo  that  God  or 
dained  failing,  and  to  failing  appertained  foure 
thinges;  largenefle  to  poure  folk,  gladnefle  of 
herte  fpirituel,  not  to  be  angry  ne  annoied,  ne 
grutch  for  he  fafteth,,and  alfo  refonable  houre 
for  to  etc  by  mefure,  that  is  to  fay,  a  man  fhal 
not  ete  in  untime,  ne  fit  the  longer  at  the  table 
for  he  fafteth. 

Than    fhalt    thou    underftonde   that    bodily 

peine  ftont  in  difcipline,   or  teching  by  word  or 

by  writing,  or  by  enfample,  alfo  in  wering  of  here 

or  of  ftamin,  or  of  habergeons,  on  hir  naked  flefit 

for  Criftes  fake.     But  ware  thee  wel  that  fwiche 

maner  penances  ne  make  not  thin  herte  bitter  or 

angry,  ne  annoied  of  thyfelf,  for  better  is  to  caft 

away  thin  here,  than  to  caft  away  the  fwetnefle  of 

our  Lord   Jefu    Crift  5  and  therfore  fayth  Seint 

Poule,  Clothe  you  as  they  thatbenchofenof  God  in 

|  herte,  of  mifericorde,  debonairtee,  fuffrance,  and 

i  fwiche  maner  of  clothing,  of  which  Jefu  Crift  is 

more  plefed  than  with  the  heres  or  habergeons. 

Than  is  difcipline  eke  in  knocking  of  thy  breft, 

,  in  fcourging  with  yerdes,  in  kneling,   in  tribula- 

i  tion,  in  fuffring  patiently  wronges  that  ben  don, 

'•  to  thee,  and  eke  in  patient  fuffring  of  maladies,  or 

:  lefing  of  worldly  cattle,  or  wif,  or  child,  or  other 

friendes. 

Than  fhalt  thou  underftond  which  thinge* 
diftourben  penance,  and  this  is  in  foure  maners, 
that  is,  drede,  Aame,  hope,  and  wanhope,  that  is, 
defperation.  And  for  to  fpeke  firft  of  drede j 
for  which  he  weneth  that  he  may  fuffer  no  pen 
ance,  ther  ayenft  is  remedie  for  to  thinke  that 
bodily  penance  is  but  fliort,  ajnd  litel  at  regard  of 
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the  peine  of  helle,  that  is  fo  cruel  and  fo  long,  that 
it  lafteth  withouten  ende.  \ 

Now  ayenft  the  fhame  that  a  man  hath  to  fhrive 
him,  and  namely  thife  ipocrites,  that  wold  be 
holden  fo  parfit  that  they  have  no  nede  to  fhrive 
hem,  ayenft  that  mame  Ihuld  a  man  thinke,  that 
by  way  of  refon  he  that  hath  not  ben  amamed  to 
do  foule  thinges,  certes  him  ought  not  be  afhamed 
to  do  faire  thinges,  and  that  is  confeflions.  A  man 
fhuld  alfo  think  that  God  feeth  and  knowcth  al 
his  thoughtes,  and  al  his  werkes,  and  to  him  may  | 
nothing  be  hid  ne  covered.  Men  ihuld  eke  re-  [ 
rnembre  hem  of  the  fhame  that  is  to  come  at  the 
day  of  dome  to  hem  that  ben  not  penetent  in  this 
prefent  lif ;  for  all  the  creatures  in  heven  and  in 
erthe,and  in  helle,  fhul  iee  apertly  all  that  they 
hiden  in  this  world. 

-  Now  for  to  fpeke  of  the  hope  of  hem  that  ben 
fo  negligent  and  flowe  to  Ihrive  hem,  that  ftond- 
cth  in  two  .  maners ;  that  on  is  that  he  hopeth 
for  to  live  long,  and  for  to  purchafe  moche  rich- 
efle  for  hir  delit,  and  than  he  wol  fhrive  him,  and, 
as  he  fayth,  he  may,  as  him  femeth,  than  timely 
ynough  come  to  fhrift;  another  is  the  furquedrie 
that  he  hath  in  Criftes  mercie.  Ayenft  the  firft 
vice  he  fhal  thinke  that  our  lif  is  in  no  fikerneffe, 
and  eke  that  all  the  richeffe  in  this  world  ben  in 
aventure,  and  paffen  as  a  fhadowe  on  a  wall ;  and 
as  fayth  Seint  Gregorie,  that  it  appertained  to 
the  gret  rightwifneffe  of  God  that  never  fhal 
the  peine  ftinte  of  hem  that  never  wold  withdraw  e 
hem  from  finne,  hir  thankes,  but  ever  continue  in 
finne.  For  thilke  perpetual  will  to  don  finnc 
fliall  they  have  perpetual  peine. 

Wanhope  is  in  two  maners  ;  the  firft  wanhope 
is  in  the  mercie  of  God  ;  that  other  is  that  they 
think  that  they  ne  might  not  long  perfevere  in 
goodneffe.  The  firft  wanhope  cometh  of  that,  he 
demeth  that  he  hath  finned  fo  gretly  and  fo  oft, 
and  fo  long  lyn  in  finne,  that  he  fhal  not  be  faved. 
Certes  ayenft  that  curfed  wanhope  fhulde  he 
thinke  that  the  paflion  of  Jefu  Crift  is  more 
ftronge  for  to  unbinde  than  finne  is  ftrong  for  to 
i>inde.  Ayenft  the  fecond  wachope  he  fhal 
thinke  that  as  often  as  he  falleth  he  may  arifen 
again  by  penitence ;  and  though  he  never  fo  longe 
hath  lyen  in  finne,  the  mercie  of  Crift  is  alway 
redy  to  receive  him  to  mercie.  Ayenft  that 
wanhope  that  he  demeth  he  fhuld  not  long  perfever 
in  goodnefle  he  fhal  think,  that  the  feblenefle  of 
the  devil  may  nothing  do  but  if  men  wol  fuffre 
him ;  and  eke  he  fhal  have  ftrength  of  the  helpe 
of  Jefu  Crift,  and  of  all  his  chirche,  and  of  the 
protection  of  angels,  if  him  lift. 

Than  fhal  men  underftonde  what  is  the  fruit  of 
penance ;  and  after  the  wordes  of  Jefu  Crift  it  is 
an  endelcs  blifie  of  hcven,  ther  joye  hath  no  con- 


trariofitee  of  wo  ne  grevance ;  ther  all  harmes 
ben  puffed  of  this  prefent  lif :  ther  as  is  fikerneffe 
from  the  peines  of  helle ;  ther  as  is  the  blisful 
compagnie  that  rejoycen  hem  ever  mo  everich  of 
others  joye  ;  ther  as  the  body  of  man,  that  whilom 
was  foule  and  derke,  is  more  clere  than  the  fonne; 
ther  as  the  body  that  whilom  was  fike  and  freele, 
feble  and  mortal,  is  immortal,  and  fo  ftrong  and  fo 
hole,  that  ther  ne  may  nothing  appeire  it ;  ther  as 
is  neither  hunger,  ne  thurftc,  ne  colde,  but  every 
foule  repleniflied  with  the  fight  of  the  parfit  know 
ing  of  God.  This  blisful  regne  mowe  men  pur- 
chafe  by  poverte  fp^rituel,  and  the  glory  by  low- 
lineffe,  the  plentee  of  joye  by  honger  and  thurft, 
and  the  refte  by  travaile,  and  the  lif  by  deth  and 
mortification  of  finne  :  to  which  life  he  us  bring 
that  bought  us  with  his  precious  blood  !  Amen. 

Now  preye  I  to  hem  alle  that  herken  this  litel 
tretife  or  reden  it,  that  if  ther  be  any  thing  in  it 
that  liketh  hem  that  therof  they  thanken  our 
Lord  Jefu  Crift,  of  whom  procedeth  alle  witte 
and  all  godenefle  ;  and  if  ther  be  any  thing  that 
difplefeth  hem,  t  preye  hem  alfo  that  they  arrette 
it  to  the  defaute  of  myn  unkonning,  and  not  to 
my  wille,  that  wold  fayn  have  feyde  better  if  I 
hadde  had  koning  ;  for  cure  boke  feyth,  All  that 
is  written  is  written  for  oure  doctrine,  and  that 
is  myn  entente  :  wherfore  I  befeke  you  mckely, 
for  the  mercie  of  God,  that  ye  preye  for  me  that 
Crift  have  mercie  of  me  and  foryeve  me  my 
giltes,  [and  namely  of  myn  Tranflations  and  en- 
ditinges  of  worldly  vanitees,  the  which  T  revoke 
in  my  retractions  ;  as  The  Boke  of  Troilus,  The 
Boke  alfo  of  Fame,  The  Boke  of  The  Five-and- 
twenty  Ladies,  The  Boke  of  The  Ducheffe,  The 
Boke  of  Seint  Valentines  Day  of  the  Parlement  of 
Briddes,  The  Tales  of  Canterbury,  thilke  that 
founen  unto  finne,  The  Boke  of  the  Leon,  and 
many  an  other  Bokes,  if  they  were  in  my  re- 
membraunce,  and  many  a  Song,  and  many  a  leche 
rous  Lay,  Crift  of  his  grete  mercie  foryeve  me 
the  finne !  but  of  The  tranflation  of  Boes  of 
Confolation,  and  other  Bokes  of  Legendes  of 
Saints,  and  of  Omelies,  and  Moralite,  and  Devo 
tion,  that  thanke  I  oure  Lord  Jefu  Crift  and  his 
blifsfal  mother,  and  alle  the  feintes  in  heven,  be- 
feking  hem  that  they  fro  hensforth  unto  my 
lyves  ende  fende  me  grace  to  bewaile  my  giltes, 
and  to  ftodien  to  the  favation  of  my  foule,]  and 
graunte  me  grace,  of  veray  penance,  confeffion 
and  fatisfadtion  to  don  in  this  prefent  lif,  thorgh 
the  benigne  grace  of  him  that  is  King  of  kinges 
and  Prerte  of  alle  preftes,  that  bought  us  with 
the  precious  blode  of  his  herte,  fo  that  I  mote 
ben  on  of  hem  atte  the  lafte  day  of  dome  that 
fhullen  be  favcd  ;  !$ui  cum  Deo p afreet  Spiritu  fane- 
to  vlyis  gt  regnai  Denser  omnlafecula.  Amen. 
* 


ET.T    - 
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]ST0w  lithin  and  liftinith,  and 
Herkinith  you  aright, 
And  ye  fhullin  here  me  tell 
You  of  a  doughti  knight. 

Sir  Johan  of  Boundis  clepid  was 
This  ilkc  knight'is  name  ; 
Wele  coudin  he  of  noriture, 
And  eke  of  mochil  game. 

Thre  fonnis  this  knight  had,  and  with 
His  bodi  he  them  wan  ; 
The  eldeft  was  a  moche  fhrew, 
And  fone  he  began. 

His  brotherin  lov'd  thir  fadir, 
And  of  him  were  agaft  ; 
Th'  eldift  deferv'd  his  fadir's  curfe, 
And  had  it  at  the  laft. 

The  gode  knight  his  fadir  did 
Live  fo  long  and  yore, 
That  Deth  was  comen  him  unto, 
And  handlid  him  full  fore. 

The  gode  knight  ycarid  moch, 
Sore  fike  ther  as  he  lay, 
How  that  his  childerin  fhulde 
Lyvin  after  his  day. 

He  hadde  ben  wide  where,  but. 
Noon  hufbondee  he  was ; 
Alle  the  londe  which  that  he  had 
It  was  veray  purchas; 

And  fayn  he  wolde  that  it  were 
Dreffid  among  them  all, 
That  everich  of  them  had  his  part 
As  it  mighte  befall. 

Tho  fent  he  into  the  centre 
Aftir  wife  knightis, 
To  helpen  dele  his  londis,  and 
Dreflin  them  to  rightis. 

He  fent  them  word  by  letteris 
That  they  fhuMe  hye  blyve 
If  that  they  wol  fpeken  with  him 
While  that  he  was  on  live. 
-    Sone  as  thofe  knightis  herden  how 
Thus  feke  that  he  lay, 
Tho  hadde  they  no  mannir  refl 
Nothir  by  night  nor  duy 

Tyll  that  they  comin  unto  him, 
Ther  as  he  layd  him  ftill, 
Upon  his  deth'is  bedde  for  to 
Abidin  Godd'is  will. 


Thus  then  faidin  the  gode  knight, 
Sek    ther  as  he  lay, 
Lordis,  I  warn<-  you  forfothe, 
Withoutin  any  nay, 

1  may  not  lengir  liven  here 
In  this  forrowful  ftound, 
For  thorough  Godd'is  will  fupreme 
Dethe  drawith  me  to  ground. 

Ther  ne  was  no  one  of  them  alle, 
That  herdin  him  aright, 
That  thei  ne  hadde  mochil  routh 
Upon  that  ilke  knight ; 

And  feide,  Sir,  for  Godd'is  love 
Ne  difmayen  you  nought, 
God  may  don  bote  of  bale 
Which  that  is  now  ywrought. 

Then  anfwerid  them  the  gode  knightj 
Sike  there  as  he  lay, 
Bofe  of  bale  God  may  fend, 
I  wote  it  is  no  nay. 

But  I  befeke  you  knightis, 
Al  for  the  love  of  me, 
Goith  and  dreflith  my  londis 
Among  my  fonis  thre. 

And,  frendis,  for  the  love  of  God 
Deliththem  nat  amys, 
And  forgettith  not  Gamelyn, 
My  yonge  fon  that  is. 

Takith  hede  unto  that  one 
As  wel  as  to  that  other ; 
Seldome  ye  feine  any  heir 
That  helpe  woll  his  brother. 

Tho  lettin  they  the  knighte  liggifl 
Which  that  was  not  in  hele, 
And  in  thei  wentin  to  counfaile 
His  londis  for  to  dele  ; 

For  to  delin  them  al  tpo  on 
That  was  ther  only  thought, 
And  for  that  Gamelyn  yongift  was 
He  fhulde  havin  nought. 

Al  the  londe  which  that  ther  was 
They  delten  it  in  two, 
And  lete  Gamelyn  the  yonge 
Withouten  londe  go. 

And  everich  of  them  feiden 
Til  othir  fulle  loude, 
His  brethcrin  mowe  give  him  londe 
Whan  that  he  godis  koude. 


THE   COKE'S  TALE  OF   GAMELYN. 


Whan  they  had  delid  the  londis 
After  their  owne  will, 
Tho  camin  they  unto  the  knight 
Ther  as  he  lay  full  ftill, 

And  toldin  unto  him  anon 
How  that  they  hadd  y wrought, 
And  the  knight  there  as  he  feke  lay 
Ylikid  it  right  nought. 

Then  feidc  the  knight  angrily, 
I  fware  by  Seint  Martyn 
For  all  that  which  ye  have  ydone 
Yet  is  the  londe  myn. 

For  Godd'is  love,  my  neighbouris, 
Standeith  ye  alle  ftill, 
And  I  woll  delin  my  londe 
After  myn  owne  will. 

Johan  myn  eldift  fone  ihall 
Yhave  plowis  five, 
That  was  my  fadir's  heritage 
While  that  he  was  on  live  ; 

And  middillift  fone  mail 
Five  plowis  have  of  lond 
That  I  holpe  for  to  gettin 
With  myn  own  righte  hond; 

And  all  myn  othir  purchafis 
Of  landis.  and  of  ledes, 
That  I  bequethe  Gamelyn, 
And  alie  my  gode  ftedes. 

And  I  befeke  you,  gode  men, 
That  laVis  con  of  lond, 
For  Gamelyn'is  love  that 
Thus  my  bequeft  may  ftond. 

Thus  delid  hath  the  gode  knighta 
His  londe"  be  his  dai, 
Right  upon  his  deth'is  bedde, 
Sore  fike  ther  as  he  lay  : 

And  fone  aftirwerdis  he 
Lay  as  a  ftone  ftill, 
And  dyid  whan  the  tyme  came, 
As  it  was  Crift'is  will! 

Anon  aftir  that  he  was  dede, 
And  undir  grafs  ygrave, 
Tho  fone  the  eldir  brothir 
Begylid  the  yonge  knave. 

He  tokin  into  his  hondis 
His  londis  and  his  lede, 
And  alfo  Gamelyn  himfelf 
To  clothin  and  to  fede. 

He  clothid  him  and  fedde  him 
Evil  and  eke  wroth, 
And  letin  his  loiidis  for  fare, 
And  als  his  noun's  both  ; 

His  parkis  eke,  and  his  wodis, 
Anddidde  nothyng  \vel, 
And  fithin  he  it  aboughte* 
On  his  own  feire  fell. 

So  longe  tyme  was  Gamelyn 
In  his  brother's  Hall, 
For  the  ftrengift  of  gode  will 
They  doutidin  him  all. 

There  ne  was  none  wight  in  that  place, 
Nothir  yonge  ne  olde, 
That  wolde  wrathin  Gamelyn 
Were  he  nevir  fo  bold. 


Gamelyn  ftodc  upon  a  day 
n  his  brother'is  yerde, 
And  he  began  with  his  honfle 
I'o  handilin  his  berde. 

He  thoughtin  upon  his  londijj 
That  layin  longe  unfawe, 
And  alfo  of  his  feire  okis, 
That  doune  were  ydrawe. 

His  parkis  werin  al  brokin, 
And  al  his  deir  reved ; 
Of  alle  his  gode  ftedis  noon 
Was  there  with  him  beleved  ; 

His  houfis  werein  unhelid 
And  full  evilly  dight ; 
Tho  thought  this  yonge  Gamelyn 
It  wente  not  aright. 

After  came  his- brothir  in 
Ywalkyng  ftatelich  thare, 
And  feide  unto  Gamelyn, 
What  ?  is  our  mete  yare  ? 

Tho  Gamelyn  ywrothid  hym, 
And  fwore  by  Godd'is  boke, 
Thou  fhalt  y  go  bake,  luke,  thy  felf ; 
I  wol  not  be  thy  coke. 

How,  brothir  Gamelyn,  quod  he, 
Thus  anfwerift  me  thou  ? 
Thou  fpakift  nevir  foche  a  word 
Yet  as  thou  doift  now. 

By  my  faith,  feide  Gamelyn, 
Now  me  it  thinkith  nede  ; 
Of  all  the  harmis  that  I  have. 
I  nevir  yit  toke  hede. 

My  parkis  ben  y  brokin,  and 
My  deir  ben  yreved  ; 
Of  myn  harnis  and  my  ftedis 
Noght  is  there  me  beleved. 

Al  that  my  fadir  me  bequethe 
Al  goith  now  to  Ihame, 
And  therefore  have  thou  Godd'is  curfet 
Brothir  John  by  thy  name. 

Than  thus  befpakin  his  brothir, 
That  rape  was  of  vees, 
Stondith  ftillc,  thou  gadiling, 
And  holdith  right  thy  pees  : 

Thou  fhalte  ben  ful  faign  to  have 
Thy  mete  and  thy  wede. 
What  fpekift  thou,  thou  gadiling, 
Of  lond  othir  of  lede  ? 

Then  feide  to  him  Gamelyn, 
The  childe  that  was  yinge, 
Chrift'is  curfe  mote  he  havin. 
That  clepith  me  Gadlyng. 

I  am  no  wors  gadlying  than  th ^ 
Parde  ne  no  wors  wight, 
But  born  I  was  of  a  lady, 
And  gottin  of  a  knyght. 

Ne  durft  he  not  to  Gamelyn 
Not  oo  fote  ferthir  go, 
But  clepid  to  him  his  meine, 
And  feide  to  them  tho  ; 

Goith  and  bctith  v/ele  this  boy, 
And  ravith  him  his  wit, 
And  let  him  lere  another  time 
To  anfwering  me  belt, 
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Then  feid  the  chyld,  yong  Gamelyn, 


Chrift'is  curfe  mote  thou  havin 
What  ?  brother  art  thou  myn. 

And  if  that  I  fhal  algatis 
Y  bet  in  be  anon, 
Crift'is  curfe  mote  thou  havin 
But  that  thou  be  that  one. 

And  right  anon  his  brothir  did, 
In  that  his  grete  hete, 
Makin  his  meine  fett  ftavis, 
This  Garatlyn  to  bete. 

Whan  everich  of  them  had  a  ftaff 
•Into  his  hond  nomin, 
Gamelyn  was  aware  tho, 
He  forfaugh  them  comin. 

Tho  Gamelyn  faugh  them  comin 
He  lokid  ovir  all, 
And  was  ware  of  a  peftil 
Stode  undir  the  wall. 

And  Gamelyn  was  fully  light, 
And  thidir  gan  he  lepe, 
And  droffe  all  his  brother's  men 
Right  fone  on  an  hepe. 

He  lokid  like  a  wild  lion, 
And  laidin  on  gode  wone  ; 
Tho  whan  his  brothir  feye  that 
He  beganne  to  gonne. 

He  fleigh  up  untill  a  lofte, 
And  fhet  the  dore  faft  : 
Thus  Gamelyn  with  his  peftil 
Made  them  all  agaft. 

Some  for  Gamelyn'is  love, 
And  fome  for  his  envie, 
Alk  withdrowen  them  to  halves 
Tho  he  began  to  pleie  : 

What  now  ?  feide  Gamelyn  ;  brothir, 
Evil  mote  ye  the; 
Wolle  ye  beginnjn  contek 
And  than  fo  fone  fle  ? 

Gam  lyn  fought  his  brothir  th<? 
Whithir  he  was  yflowe, 
And  faugh  where  that  he  lokid  out     4 
At  a  folere  windowe.  ..< 

Brothir,  tho  feide  Gam"  lyn, 
Comith  a  litil  nere, 
And  I  wol  techin  the  a  plaie 
Atte  the  bokillere. 

His  brothir  to  hym  anfwerid, 
And  fwore  by  Seint  Richere, 
While  the  peftil  is  in  thyn  honde 
1  woll  comin  no  nere. 

Brothir,  I  woll  makin  the  pece, 
1  fwere  by  Grift's  ore  ; 
Caftith  away  the  peftil  tho, 
And  wrathe  the  na  more. 

I  mot  nedis,  feide  Gamt  lyn, 
Wrathe  me  at  onys, 
For  that  thou  woldift  make  thy  men 
To  breikin  my  bonis. 

Nehad  I  haddin  meyn  and  might, 
In  myn  owne  twey  armes, 
To  have  y  pufhin  them  fro  me 
They  would  have  done  me  harmes, 


To  Gamelyn  tho  feidin  his 
Brothir  ;  Be  thou  not  wrothe, 
For  to  fein  the  havin  harme 
Me  werin  righte  lothe. 

I  ne  did  it  not,  my  brothir, 
But  right  for  a  fonding, 
For  to  lokin  if  thou  were  ftrong, 
And  art  fo  very  ying. 

Come  adoun  then  to  me,  quod  he, 
And  graunt-"  me  my  bone, 
Of  oo  thing  I  wol  afkin  the, 
And  we  fhul  faughte  fone. 

Adoun  then  camin  his  brothir, 
That  fikill  was  and  fell, 
And  was  fwithe  right  fore  aghafl 
Of  that  ilke  peftil. 

He  feide,  Brothir  Gamelyn  ; 
Afke  me  now  thy  bone, 
And  loke  that  you  me  blame,  but 
I  graunte  it  full  fone. 

Thofeiden  yonge  Gamelyn; 
Brothir  myne,  I  wifs 
And  if  we  fhulle  ben  at  one 
Thou  muft  me  graunte  this  : 

Al  that  my  fadir  me  bequethe, 
While  that  he  was  on  live, 
Thou  mufte  do  me  it  to  have, 
If  that  we  fliul  not  ftrive. 

That  thou  malt  have,  Gamelyn, 
I  fwere  by  Crift'is  ore, 
Al  that  thy  fadir  the  bequethe, 
Though  thou  woldift  have  more. 

Thy  londe,  that  now  lyith  lie, 
Full  well  it  fhall  be  fowe, 
And  thyne  houfis  yraifid  up 
That  now  ben  layd  full  lowc. 

Thus  feide  the  knight  to  Gamelyn, 
But  only  with  his  mouth, 
And  thoughte  but  of  falfenefs, 
As  he  right  wele  couth,      j& 

The  knighte  thoughtin  on  traifon, 
But  Gamelyn  on  noon, 
And  went  and  kiffid  his  brothir, 
And*  then  they  were  at  oon. 

Alas  for  yonge  Gamelyn  i 
Nothing  at  all  he  wift 
With  fwichc  falfe  traifon 
His  brothir  hath  him  kift. 

Lithinith  and  leftinith,  and 
Holdith  you  ftille  your  tonge, 
And  ye  ihull  herin  ftfaunge  talking 
Of  Gamelyn  the  yonge. 

There  happid  to  be  there  befidc 
Tryid  a  wraftiling, 
And  therefore  there  was  yfettin 
A  ram  and  a  Is  a  ring. 

And  Gamelyn  was  in  a  will 
To  wende  thereunto, 
For  to  previn  his  mighte,  and  fc 
What  that  he  couthe  do. 

Now  brothir  myne,  quod  Gamelyn, 
By  holie  Seint  Richere 
Thou  mufte  nedis  lene  to  night 
Me  a  litil  courfere. 


&<* 
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That  is  freflie  to  the  fporis, 
tJpon  him  for  to  ride  ; 
1  muftm  on  an  errand  go 
A  litil  here  befide. 

Be  God,  feide  his  brothir  thd, 
Of  ftedis  in  my  ftall 
Goith  and  chofith  the  the  beft, 
And  fparith  none  of  alle, 

Of  ftedis  or  of  courferis, 
That  ftondith  'hem  befide, 
And  tellith  me,  my  gode  brothir, 
Whithur  thou  wilte  ride. 

Here  befidis,  brothir,  is 
Y  cryid  a  wraftling, 
And  therefore  fliall!  ben  y  fett 
A  ram  and  als  a  ring. 

Moche  worfhip  it  were  fothly, 
Brothir,  unto  us  all 
Might  I  the  ram?  and  ah  the  ring 
Bringin  home  to  the  Hall. 

A  ftede  there  was  fadilid, 
Smarth  was  it  and  eke  flete  ; 
Gamelyn  diddin  a  peire.of 
Sporis  faft  on  his  fete. 

He  fat  his  fote  in  the  ftirrop, 
The  ftede  he  beftrode, 
And  towardis  the  wraftilling 
The  yonga  childe  rode. 

Tho  Gamelyn  the  yonge  was 
Riddin  out  at  the  gate, 
The  falfe  knight  his  own  brothir 
Lokkid  it  aftir  thate. 

And  he  befoughtin  Jefu  Grift, 
That  is  of  hevin  king, 
That  he  mighte  brekin  his  nek 
In  that  ilk'wraftiling. 

Affone  as  Gamelyn  cam  there 
The  wraftling  place*  was 
He  Hghtid  down  of  the  ftede 
And  ftodin  on  the  gras. 

And  ther  he  herd  a  fratikelyn 
"Weloway  for  to  fmg, 
And  beganin  all  bittirly 
His  handis  for  to  wring. 

Gode  man,  feidi:  Gamelyn, 
Why  makift  thou  this  fare  ? 
Is  ther  no  man  that  may  you  help 
Out  of  this  nice  care  ? 

.Alas  \  feidc  this  frankelyn, 
That  evir  I  was  bore  \ 
For  twei«  ftalworthe  fonis 
I  wene  I  have  forlore. 

A  champion  lain  the  place 
That  has  wroughtin  me  forow, 
For  he  hath  flayn  my  too  fonis 
But  if  that  God  them  borrow. 

I  wolde  givin  ten  poundis, 
Be  Jefu  Crift,  and  more, 
With  the  nonis  I  fond  a  man 
To  handilin  him  fore. 

Gode  man,  feide  Gamelyn-, 
Wilt  thou  this  wele  done  ? 
Holde  my  hors  while  that  my  man 
YJrawith.  of  my  fhone. 


*i 


And  helpe  my  man  alfo  to  kepi 
My  clothis  and  my  ftede, 
And  I  woll  into  the  place  gon 
And  loke  how  I  may  fpede. 

By  God,  feide  the  frankelyn, 
It  fhall  right  fo  be  don, 
I  woll  my  filfin  be  thy  man 
To  drawin  of  thy  flione. 

And  wendc  you  into  the  placej 
Swete  Jefu  Crift  the  fpede, 
And  dred-j  not  of  thy  clothis 
Nor  of  thy  gode  ftede; 

Barefote  and  ungert  Gamelyn 
Into  the  ringe  came, 
All    thatwerin  in  the  place 
Hedin  of  him  the  name, 

How  he  durftin  aventure  him" 
On  him  to  don  his  might 
That  was  fo  doughti  a  champioo 
In  wraftling  and  in  fight. 

Upftertc  tho  the  champion 
Ful  rapely  right  anon, 
Towardis  yong^  Gamelyn 
He  tho  began  to  gon, 

And  feide,  Who  is  thy  fadirj 
And  who  is  eke  thy  fire  ? 
Forfothe  thou  art  a  gret  fole 
For  that  thou  camift  hire. 

Anon  Gamt-lyn  anfwerid 
The  ftout  champion  tho, 
Thou  knewift  full  wele  my  fadir 
While  that  he  couthe  go : 

Whilis  that  he  was  on  live, 
I  fwere  by  Seint  Martyn, 
Sir  John  of  Boundis  was  his  name^ 
And  I  am  Gamelyn. 

Felawe,  feide  the  champion, 
So  evir  mote  I  thrive, 
I  knew  right  wele  thy  fadir 
While  that  he  was  on  live ; 

And  thy  felfin,  yonge  Gamelyn^ 
I  will  that  thou  it  here, 
Whiles  thou  wert  a  yonge  boy 
A  mochC  fhrew  thou  were. 

Then  feid    ycrge  Gamelyn, 
And  fwore  bi  Crift'is  ore, 
Now  am  I  oldir  wox  thou  {halt 
Y  findin  me  a  more. 

Be  God,  feidi  the  champion, 
Welcome  mot';  thou  be  ; 
Come  thou  onys  in  my  honde 
Shaltin  thou  nevir  the. 

It  was  wele  within  the  nighty 
And  bright  the  mone  (hone, 
Whan  Gamclyn  and  the  champion  | 
Togidir  gan  to  gon. 

The  champion  cafte  tornis 
To  Gamelyn  that  was  preft, 
And  Gamelyn  ftodin  ftille, 
And  bad  him'  don  his  beft. 

Then  feiden  yonge  Gamelyn 
Unto  the  champion, 
Now  that  1  have  fully  provid 
Many  tornis  of  thine. 
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Thou  moftin,  feide  Gamely n, 
Prove  oon  or  two  of  myn. 

Gamelyn  to  the  champion 
Yede  fmartily  anon, 
Of  al  the  tornis  that  he  coude 
He  {hewid  him  but  one  ; 

And  keft  him  on  the  lifte  fide 
That  thre  ribbis  to  brak, 
And  thereunto  his  left  arme, 
That  gaf  a  grette  crak. 

Than  feide  yonge  Gamelyn 
Smertly  to  him  anon, 
Shall  it  be  holdin  for  a  caft, 
Or  ell  is  go  for  none  ? 

Bi  God,  feide  the  champion, 
Whedir  fo  that  it  be, 
He  that  ones  comith  in  thyn  hand' 
Shallin  he  nevir  the. 

Than  feide  the  franketyn,  that 
Thre  fonis  there  had  lore, 
Bleflid  be  thotf,  yongc  Gamelyn, 
That  ever  thou  were  bore  ! 

For  now  unto  the  champion 
This  have  I  for  to  feie, 
This  is  the  yonge  Gamelyn 
That  taughte  the  to  pleie. 

Ayen  anfwerde  the  champion, 
That  likid  nothyng  well, 
He  is  alii  their  maiftir,  and 
His  pleie  is  right  felL 

Sithin  that  I  wriftilid  firft 
It  is  agon  full  yore, 
But  I  was  nevir  in  my  life 
Handilid  fo  before. 

Yonge  Gamelyn  ftode  fn  the  place 
Allone  withouten  ferk, 
And  feide,  If  there  be  any  mo 
Let  them  come  to  werk. 

The  champion  which/that  painid 
Him  to  workin  fo  fore, 
It  femith  by  his  countihaunce 
That  he  wille  no  more. 

Gamelyn  in  the  place*  ftode 
Stille  as  any  ftone 
For  to  abidin  wraftiling, 
But  there  ycomith  none. 

There  ne  was  none  with  Gamelyn 
That  wolde  wreftle  more, 
For  he  handilid  the-  champion 
So  wonderoufly  fore. 

Two  gentilmeine  that  owned  the  place 
Come  to  Gamelyn,  God  geve  them  grace  ! 
And  feide  to  him,  Have  done  on 
Thy  bofm  and  thy  fhone  ; 
Forfothe  at  this  time  alt 
This  faire  it  is  ydone. 

Tho  feide  to  them  Gamelyrr, 
So  mote  I  well  yfare, 
I  have  not  yet  halvindele 
Yfolde  all  my  ware. 

Than  feide  the  champion  fo  broke, 
I  may  it  wele  fwere 
He  is  a  fole  that  therof  bieth, 
Thou  felleft  it  fo  dere, 


Tho  feide  to  him  the  frankelyn, 
That  was  in  mochill  care, 
Fellaw,  he  faide,  whi  lakkift 
Thou  fo  moche  of  his  ware  ? 

Be  Seint  Jame,  that  in  Galls  is, 
That  many  man  has  fought, 
Yet  it  is  moche  too  godc  chcpe 
That  thou  haften  ybought. 

Tho  that  the  wardinis  weriri 
Of  that  ilk  wraftiling 
Comin  forth,  and  brought  Gamelyrf 
The  ram  and  als  the  ring.     • 

And  thus  wann  yonge  Gamelyn 
The  ram  and  eke  the  ring, 
And  wente  forth  with  mochil  joy 
Homeward  in  the  morning. 

His  brothir  fe  where  that  he  come 
With  all  the  grette  rout, 
And  bad  the  porter  fliute  the  gate, 
And  holdin  him  without. 

The  porter  of  his  lord'is  word- 
Was  fo  right  fore  agaft, 
And  ftert  anon  tmto-the  gate 
And  lokkid  it  full  faft.  , 

Now  lithinith  and  leftinith 
Bothe  yonge  and  old, 
And  ye  fhullin  here  gamin 
Of  Gamelyn  the  bold. 

Gamelyn  cometh  therunto 
For  to  have  comen  in; 
But  all  in  vaine;  the  dore  then  was 
Y  ftiitt  faft  with  a  pyn. 

Than  feide  yonge  Gamelyn, 
Porter,  undo  the  yate, 
For  many  a  gode  mannls 
Sonne  ftondith  thereat. 

Then  anfwerid  Mm  the  porter, 
And  fwore  by  Godd'is  berde^ 
Thou  ne  {halt,  frende  Gamelyn, 
Comin  into  this  yerde.     • 

Then  lyift,  feide  Gamelyn, 
So  broukin  I  my  chynne  : 
He  fmote  the  wikk  with  his  fote, 
And  brak  away  the  pyn. 

The  porter  ftreigktwey  faughe  the 
It  might  no  bettir  be, 
He  fette  fote  on  erthe,  and 
Faft  he  began  to  fie. 

Bi  my  faith,  feide  Gamelyn, 
That  travaile  is  ylore, 
For  I  am  on  fote  as  light  a& 
Thow,  though  thow  had  yfwore, 

Gamelyn  ovirtoke  the  porter, 
And  his  teene  ywrak, 
And  gert  him  foil  upon  the  nefc, 
That  he  the  bon  to  brak  ; 

And  toke  him-  by  that  oon  arme1, 
And  threw  him  in  a  well ; 
Seven  hundrid  fadom  it  was  depe, 
As  I  have  herde  telle. 

Whan  Gamelyn  the  yonge  thus. 
Had  yplaied  his  play, 
Alle  that  in  the  yerde  were 
Withdrcwin  them  away,  . .       .   . 
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That  dredin  him  full  fore  for 
The  wreke  that  he  wrought, 
And  for  the  fayir  cumpany 
That  he  had  thither  brought. 

Yong  Gamilyn  yede  to  the  gate 
And  lete  it  up  wide, 
He  letin  in  alle  the  ront 
That  gon  woldin  or  ride; 

And  feide,  Ye  ben  y welcome 
Withouten  any  greve, 
For  we  wol  ben  maifteris  here, 
And  aflce  no  man  leve. 

It  n'as  but  yefterdai  I  laft, 
Saideyonge  Gamelyn, 
In  my  brother'is  feleris 
Five  toun  of  right  gode  wyne. 

I  wille  not  this  cumpany 
Partyn  with  me  on  twyn, 
And  if  ye  will  don  aftir  me, 
Whil  any  fope  is  inn : 

And  if  my  brothir  grutchith  us, 
Or  makith  it  foulc  chere, 
Othir  for  fpence  of  mete  and  drink 
That  we  {hull  fpendin  here, 

I  am  the  ovircaterir, 
And  bere  our  althir  purfe, 
He  {halle  have  for  his  grutching 
Sanfta  Maria's  curfe. 

My  brothir  is  but  a  nigon, 
I  fwere  by  Crift'is  ore, 
And  we  woll  fpende  largily 
That  he  hath  fparid  yore. 

And  whofo  that  makith  grutching 
That  we  do  here  ydwell, 
He  fhall  go  unto  the  porter 
Into  the  drawe  well. 

Sevin  dayis  and  fevin  nightes 
Gamelyn  held  his  feft, 
With  moche  folace  that  there  was, 
And  eke  no  mannir  hefte. 

All  in  a  litil  torrit  his 
Brothir  layde  yfleke, 
And  faugh  him  waftin  his  godis, 
But  durfte  not  to  fpeke. 

Right  erh  in  a  morrowning, 
Upon  the  eighte  day, 
The  geftis  come  to  Gamelyn, 
And  wolds  gon  thir  way. 

Lordis,  tho  feide  Gamelyn, 
And  wollin  ye  fo  hie  ? 
Alle  the  wyn  is  not  yet  dronk, 
So  broukin  I  mine  eye. 

Yonge  Gamelyn  in  his  herte 
Was  forowfull  and  wo 
Whan  that  his  geftis  toke  their  leve 
And  fro  him  wolds  go. 

He  wolde  that  they  had  dwellid 
Lengir,  and  they  feide  Nay, 
But  bitaught  Gamelyn  to  God^ 
.  And  bad  him  have  gode  dai. 

Thus  made  Gamelyn  his  fefte. 
And  brought  it  well  to  end, 
And  aftirward  his  geftis  toke 
Leve  their  way  to  wend, 


Now  -lithinith  and  liftinitfl, 
And  holdith  you  your  tonge, 
And  ye  fhullin  here  gamin 
Of  Gamelyn  the  yongc. 

Herkinith,  Lordilingis,  and 
Liftinith  you  aright, 
Whan  all  the  geftis  weren  gon 
How  Gamelyn  was  dight. 

All;;  the  while  that  Gamelyn 
Had  hold  his  mangerie 
His  brothir  thought  on  him  bewfekc 
With  his  falfe  trecherie  ; 

Tho  whan  that  Gamelyn'is  geftes 
Y  ridin  were  and  gon 
Gamelyn  ftode  anon  alone, 
Frende  tho  had  he  none. 

Tho  aftir  this  full  fone  it  fe}l,> 
Within  a  littil  ftound, 
That  Gamelyn  was  takin,  and 
Full  hardly  was  he  bound.  !  ^isii 

Than  forth  comith  the  falfe  knight 
Out  of  the  folere, 
And  to  Gamelyn  his  brothir 
He  goith  fulle  nere, 

And  feiden  unto  Gamelyn, 
Who  mede  the  fo  bold 
For  to  deftroyin  and  waftc 
The  ftore  of  my  houfhold  ? 

Brothir,  anfwered  Gamilyn^ 
Now  wrathe  the  right  noght, 
For  it  is  many  day  agon 
oithins  it  was  ybought  : 

For,  brothir,  thou  haftin  hadde^ 
I  fwere  by  Seint  Richere, 
Of  fiftene  plowis  of  londe 
This  full  fixtene  yere; 

And  of  alle  the  beftis  which 
Thou  haftc  forth  ybredd, 
That  my  fadir  to  me  bequethe 
Upon  his  deth'is  bedd  : 

Of  alle  this  full  fixtene  ycre 
I  gevc  the  the  prow, 
For  the  mete  and  the  drinkc 
That  we  have  fpendid  now. 

Than  thus  feide  the  falfe  knight, 
(Full  evil  mote  he  the) 
Herkinith,  brothir  Gamelyn, 
What  I  woll  gevin  the  ; 

For  of  my  body,  brothir^  heir 
Y  gettin  Have  I  none ; 
I  woll}  niakin  the  my  heir^ 
I  fwere  by  Seint  John. 

Par  mafay,  feide  Gamelyn, 
And  if  that  it  fo  be, 
And  thou  thinkeft  as  thou  feyif!< 
May  God  yeldJn  it  the  ! 

Nothing  wifte  yong  Gamelyn 
Of  his  brother'is  gile, 
And  therefore  he  him  begilid 
In  verr'y  littil  whita 

Gamelyn^  feiden  he,  o  thing 
I  nedis  muft  the  tell, 
Tho  whan  thou  threwe  my  port«i 
Into  the  drawci  well, 
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I    I  fwor£  in  that  wrathe,  and 
In  that  my  gret'  mote, 
1'hat  thoii  fhuldift  ybonde"  be 
Both  honde  and- eke  fote  : 

And  therefore  I  befeche  the, 
My  brother  GamHyn, 
Letith  thou  noght  me  be  forfworn j 
As  brothir  art  thou  mine  ; 

But  letith  me  ybindin  the 
Both  honde  and  eke  fote, 
For  me  to  holdin  myne  avoughj 
Right  as  I  the  behote. 

Brothir,  tho  feide  Gamelyn, 
As  fo  I  motin  the, 
Thou  (halt)  not  ben  forfworifi 
For  the  love  of  me. 
,    Tho  madin  thei  this  Gamelyfi 
TO  fittej  might  he  not  ftand, 
Tyll  that  he  him  ybondin  had 
Both  fote  and  alfo  hand. 

The  falfe  knight  his  brothir  of 
Gamilyn  was  agaft, 
And  fente  aftir  fetteris 
To  fetterin  him  fafL 

His  brothir  made  lefingis 
On  him  ther  as  he  ftode, 
And  told?  them  that  comin  iri 
That  Gamelyn  was  wode. 
,   Gamelyn  itode  to  a  poll 
Y  bondin  in  the  Hall, 
And  tho  that  ther  ycomin  in 
Lokid  upon  him  all. 
,   Evir  ftode  yong  Gamelyn 
Evin  bolte  upright, 
But  mete  nor  drink  ne  had  he  none 
Nowthir  by  day  ne  night. 

Tho  feide  yonge  Gamelynj 
Brothir  myn,  by  my  hala 
Now  I  have  wele  efpyid  that 
Thou  art  a  parti  fals. 

Had  I  but  wifte  that  trefoil 
That  thou  haddift  yfond 
I  woidin  have  gevin  Itrokis 
Or  I  had  ben  ybound. 

Gamelyn  ftode  thusbondhr 
As  ftill  as  any  ftone 
For  too  dayis  and  too  nightrs, 
And  mete  had  he  none. 
,    Then  feide  at  laft  this  Gamtlyiy 
That  ftocle1  boundin  ftrong, 
Adam  Spencer,  methinkith  that 
I  fafte  al  to  long ; 

Therefore,  Adam  le  Difpencer, 
Now  I  befeche  the 
For  the  moche  love  with  which 
My  fadir  lovid  the, 

If  thou  may  comin  to  the  kaies, 
Lefith  me  out  of  bond, 
And  for  thi  I  woll  departin 
With  the  of  my  ffe  lond. 

Than  him  anfwerid  this  Adam, 
Which  that  was  the  Spencer, 
I  have  yfervid  thy  brothir 
This  full  fixtene  vere. 
VOL.  I, 


.    And  if  I  fhuld"  letin  you 
To  gon  out  of  his  boure 
He  woidin  aftirwardis  feye 
That  I  were  a  traytour. 

Adam,  anfweryd  Gamelyn, 
So  broukin  I  myn  hals, 
Thou  fhalte  firtdin  my  brothir 
At  the  laft  righte  fals ; 

And  ther ef or e ,  brothir  Adam ,  me 
Lofe*  out  of  my  bonds, 
And  I  wolle  departin  with 
The  of  myn  own  fre  londs. 

Upon  fo  gode  a  foreward^ 
Saidin  Adam,  I  wis 
I  wolle  doin  thereunto 
Alle*  that  in  me  is. 

Adam,  tho  feide  Gamelyn, 
As  fo  mowin  I  the, 
I  woll  holde  the  cove*naunt, 
An  thou  too  wolie  me. 

Anon  as  Adam  his  lordd 
To  bedde  was  ygone, 
Adam  toke  the  kaies,  and  lat 
GamClyn  out  anon. 

He  unlokid  yonge  Gamelyn 
Both  hondis  and  eke  fete, 
On  hope  of  the  avanncement 
Which  that  he  him  behete. 

Then  feide  yonge  Gamelyn, 
Thankid  be  Godd'is  fonde, 
For  now  that  I  am  ylofid 
Both  fote  and  alfo  hond ! 
Had  I  but  etin  a  litil, 
And  thereto  dronk  aright, 
There  is  non  in  this  houfe  that 
Shuld  binde  me  this  night. 

Tho  Adam  toke  Gamelyn, 
As  ftill  as  any  ftone, 
And  haddin  him  into  the  fpence 
Right  rapily  anon ; 

And  fettin  him  to  his  foupere 
Right  in  a  privie  ftede, 
And  badin  hym  do.gladily, 
And  Gamelyn  fo  dede. 

Anon  affone  as  Gamelyn 
Had  etin  wel  and  fine, 
And  thereunto  had  ydrankin 
Well  of  the  rede  wyne, 

Adam,  feide  yonge*  Gamelyn, 
Tell  what  is  now  thy  rede  ; 
For  me  to  go  to  my  brothir, 
And  gerdin  of  his  hede  ? 

No,  Gamelyn,  feidin  Adam, 
It  fhall  not  be  fo, 
But  I  can  telH  the  a  rede 
That  is  yworth  the  too. 

I  wote  wele  forfothe  that 
(And  this  it  is  no  nay) 
We  fhullin  have  a  mangeris 
Rights  upon  Sonday ; 

Of  abbotis  and  priouris 
Full  many  here  fhal  be, 
And  othir  men  of  holie  cherchj 
As  I  can  tellt  the  : 
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Thou  fhalte  flond  up  by  the  poft, 
As  thou  were  honde  faft, 
And  I  fhall  them  leve  unlok,  that 
Away  thou  may  them  caft  : 

And  whan  that  they  have  y  etin, 
And  wafhin  have  their  hondes, 
Tho  thoti  fhalt  befpekin  them  all 
To  bring  the  out  of  bondes  : 

And  if  that  they  will  borrow  the 
That  werin  a  gode  game, 
Than  werin  thou  out  of  prifon 
And  I  als  out  of  blame  ; 

But  if  that  everich  of  them 
Say'1  unto  us  Nay, 
I  fhulle  don  anothir  thing, 
I  fwere  by  this  day. 

Thou  fhulK  have  a  gode  ftaffey 
And  I  woll  have  another, 
And  Crift'is  curfe  have  that  oon 
That  faile  fhall  that  othir. 

Ye,  for  God,  feide  Gamelyn, 
I  fay  it  right  for  me 
If  that  I  failin  on  my  fide 
Than  evil  mote  Ithe. 

If  that  we  fhullin  algatis 
Affoile  them  of  thire  fynne  f 
Warnith  me,  my  brothir  Adam, 
Whan  that  we  {hall  begynn. 

Now  Gamelyn,  feiden  Adam, 
Ey  Seinte  Charite 
I  wollc  warne  the  befora  . 
"Whan  that  the  time  fhall  be.    . 

Whan  that  I  twinkln  upon  the 
I,oke  for  to  be  gon, 
And  caft  away  the  fetteris, 
And  come  to  me  anon.  • 

Adam,  feide  yong  Gam  lyn, 
Y  bliffid  be  thy  bones ! 
That  is  a  righte  goxle  counfaile 
Y  gevin  for  the  nones. 

If  that  they  fhullin  werne  me 
To  bring  the  out  of  bendes 
I  wolle  fettin  gode  ftrokis 
Full  right  upon  their  lendes.. 

Tho  the  Sondy  was  ycomin, 
And  thefe  folk  to  the  fefte  ; 
Faire  they  werein  ywclcomid 
Bothe  the  le£e  and  mefle. 

And  exvfr  as  they  at  the  Hall 
Dore  w^re  comin  in 
They  Everich  caftin  an  eie 
On  yong-  Gamelyn. 

Thefalfe  knight  hjaownbrothir, 
So  full  of  trecherie, 
Alle  the  geftes  that  there,  were 
At  that  ilk  mangerie 

Of  Gamelyn  his  own  brothir 
He  toldin  them  with  mouth 
Allc  the  harmis  and  the  fhame 
That  e'ere  he  tell*,  couth. 

Tho  they  werein  yfervid  ftreit 
Of  meffis  too  or  thre ; 
Than  feide  yongi  Gamelyn r 
How  do  ye  fervc  me  ? 


It  ne  is  not  wele  yfervid, 
Be  God  that  alle  made, 
That  I  (hold  fittin  here  fafting 
And  othir  men  make  glade. 

The  falfe  knight  y  his  brothir,. 
Thereas  that  he  yftode, 
Toldin  to  alle  his  geftis 
That  Gamelyn  was  wode. 

And  Gamelyn  there  ftode  ftillj 
And  anfwerid  right  noght, 
But  of  Adam'is  wordis  he 
Helde  ftill  in  his  thought. 

Tho  Gamelyn  began  to  fpeke, 
Right  douletuily  withall, 
Unto  the  grette  lordis  that 
Y  fatyn  in  the  Hall : 

My  Lordings,  tho  feiden  he. 
For  Crift'is  pafiion 
Helpin  to  bringe  Gamelyn 
Out  of  thilke  prifon. 

Than  feide  to  him  an  abbotr 
(Sorow  upon  his  cheke  !) 
He  fhallin  have  Crift'is  curfe 
And  Seinte  Maries  eke, 

That  fhall  the  out  of  this  prifoct 
Beggin  owthir  borow, 
But  evir  worthe  hym-  full  wele 
That  doth  the  mykil  forow. 

And  anon  aftir  that  abbot 
Than  fpakin  anothir, 
I  wolde  that  thyn  hede  were  of 
Though  thou  were  my  brothir^ 

Alle  that  the  fhall  horrowiiv 
Mote  them  foule  fall ; 
And  thus  yfeiden  alle  they 
That  werin  in  the  Hall. 

Than  feide  to  him  a  priour, 
Evil  mowin  he  thrive  ! 
It  is  grette  forow  and:  car  e, 
Boy,  that  thou  art  on  live. 

On,  on,  feide  yonge  Gamelyn^ 
So  broukin  I  my  bone, 
Now  that  I  havin  efpyid 
That  frendis  have  I  none. 

A  curfid  mot  he  worthe  be, 
Bothe1  fleihe  and  blode, 
That  evir  doth  to  priouris 
Or  abbotes  any  gode. 

Andn  Adam  .the  Difpencer 
Takin  up  hath  the  cloth, 
And  lokid  unto  Gamelyn, 
And  faugh  that  he  was  wroth. 

Adam  of  the  pantrie  at  thilk 
Time  litil  he  thought. 
And  too  gode  ftavis  unto 
The  Halle  dore  he  brought. 

Adam  lokid  op.  Gamelyn 
And  he  was  war  anon, 
And  caft  awaie  the  fetteris, 
And  began  for  to  gon. 

Tho  he  camin  unto  Adam, 
He  toke  to  the  one  ftaff, 
And  beginning  to  wer 
And  gode  ftrokis  he  gaff. 
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Gamelyn  canle  into  the  Hall, 
And  Adam  Spencer  both, 
And  lokid  them  all  aboutin 
As  they  hadde  ben  wroth. 

Gamelyn  fprenith  holi  watir 
All  with  an  okin  fpire, 
That  fome  of  them  that  ftode  upright 
Filiin  into  the  fire. 

There  was.no  mannir  lewde  man 
That  in  th.  Halle  ftod 
That  wolde  doin  Gamelyn 
Any  thinge  but  gode. 

But  thei  ftode  befidin,  arid 
Letc  them  bothe  werch, 
For  thei  ne  hadde  no  roiithS 
Of  men  of  holi  cherch. 

Of  abbot  or  of  prior,  or 
Of  monk  or  of  canon, 
That  Gamelyn  hath  bvertoke, 
Anon  they  yedin  doun. 

There  ne  was  -none  of  them  alle 
That  with  his  fluff  ymette 
That  he  made  them  overthrowej 
And  quytte  them  his  dette. 

Tho  Gameiynj  feide  Adam, 
For  Seinti  Charite 
JPayith,  I  pray,  gode  liveray, 
And  for  the  love  of  me  ; 
~    And  I  wolle  kepin  the  dore ; 
So  evir  here  I  mafic 
Er  that  they  ben  affoilyid 
Ther  fhalle  noon  ypaffe. 

Doute  the  noght,  feide  Ganielyn; 
While  that  we  ben  in  fere  ; 
But  kepe  thou  wele  the  dbre 
And  I  woll  werkin  here; 

Befturrith  the,  gode  Adam-,  and 
Ne  lettith  none  yfle, 
And  we  fhall  telle  largily 
How  many  here  there  be. 
,    To  Gamelyn  feiden  Adam, 
JDoith  them  all  but  godej 
For  thei  ben  men  of  holi  cherch  ; 
Drawith  of  them  no  blode  ; 

Savith  right  wele  the  cordunei 
And  doith  them  no  harmes, 
But  brekith  bothe  their  leggis, 
And  fithin  here  thir  armes. 
•    Thus  GamMyn  and  Adam  hath 
Y  wroughtin  righte  faft, 
And  pleidin  with  the  mbnkies  tho^ 
And  made  them  agaft. 

Forth  hidir  they  come  riding 
Full  jolily  with  fwaines, 
But  home  agen  they  werin  ledde 
In  cartis  and  in  waines.  . 
.    Tho  as  they  haddin  all  ydone 
Than  feidin  a  gray  frere, 
Alas  !  alas  !  my  Lord  Abbot, 
What  didde  we  now  here  ? 

Tho  that  we  hither  did  ycome 
|t  was  a  colde  rede; 
tls  had  far  better  ben  at  hbme 
With  watir  and  with  bredeV 


While  Garn.lyn  made  orderis 
Of  monkis  and  of  frere 
Evir  ftodc  his  brothir  ftille, 
And  madt-  foulc  chere. 
.  Tho  Gamelyn  op  with  his  ftafi^ 
That  he  ful  wel^  knew,. 
And  grettin  him  upon  the  nek, 
That  he  him  overthrewe, 
A  litil  above  the  girdil 
The  riggin  bone  to  braft, 
And  fett  him  in  the  fetteris 
There  as  he  fattin  arft. 

Sittith  thou  there,  my  brothir  John", 
Tho  feide  Gamelyn, 
For  to  colin  thy  hotte  bodie, 
As  I  did  cole  myn. 

And  fwithe  as  th^y  yhadde  weld 
Wroken  them  on  their  fone, 
They  alkid  for  the  watir,  and 
They  wifhin  them  anon. 

What  fome  of  th^m  for  their  16v3, 
And  fome  for  their  awe, 
Alle  the  fervauntis  fervid 
Them  of  the  befte  law. 

The  fhereff  was  thenhis  away 
But  about  a  five  myle, 
And  all  was  toMin  unto  him 
Within  a  little  whyle, 

How  Gamelyn  and  Adam  had 
Ydon  a  forry  res, 
Boundin  and  woundin  many  men 
Ageri  the  king'is  pece. 

Eftfonis  tho  beganniti  fone 
Striffe  for  to  awake, 
And  the  Ihiregereve  about  did 
Cafl  Gamolyn  to  take. 

Now  lithihith  aud  Idftinith, 
So  God  geye  you  gode  fine, 
And  ye  (hull  herin  a  gode  game 
Of  yonge  Gamelyn. 

Now  four-and-twenty  yong; 
That  holdin  them  full  bolde, 
Comin  unto  the  fhiregereve, 
And  feide  that  they  wold 

Both  Gam.'lyn  and  dee  Adam 
Y  fettebe  the  way; 
The  fhiregereve  gkfe  {hem  leve 
Tho  foth  as  I  you  fay, 

Thes  yongd  meihi  hiden  them 
Faft,  wold:  they  not  lynne 
Tyll  that  they  comin  to  the  gate 
There  ©amelyn  was  inne. 

Thy  knokidin  upon  the  gate, 
The  porter  tho  was  nye, 
And  lokid  forth  out  at  an  hole^ 
As  man  that  was  full  flye 

The  porter  had  bdioldin  them 
But  for  a  litil  while, 
He  lovid  wele  Garni lyn, 
And  was  adrad  ofgile, 

And  forthi  let  j  >the  wiket 
Y  ftondin  fulle  ftill, 
And  afkid  them  that  ftant  without 
What  ywas  their  will  ? 

Oij 
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For  alle  th«  grct  cumpany 
Than  fpake  hot  one  alone, 
Undo  the  gatis,  porter,  and 
Late  us  in  ygone. 

Then  feide  to  them  the  porter, 
So  broukhi  I  my  chynne 
Ye  ftrull   fayin  your  errand 
Or  that  ye  comin  inne. 

Say  to  Gamelyn  and  Adam, 
If  that  ther  wille  it  be, 
We  wolle  fpekin  here  with  them 
Two  wordis  othir  thre. 

Fellaw,  feid3  the  porter  tho, 
Stondith  thou  ther  yftill, 
And  I  woll  wend  to  Gamelya 
To  wetin  ol  his  wille. 

Ahd  in  wente  the  porter  tho- 
To  Gamelyn  anon, 
And  feide,  Sire,  I  warne  you 
That  here  be  come  your  fone  ;. 

For  lo  !  the  fhiregerev'is  nleit 
Now  ben  all  at  the  gate 
for  to  ytekin  you  bdthe  ; 
Shalle  ye  not  efcape. 

Porter,  tho  feide  Gamtlyn,, 
So  mote  I  wele  the, 
I  woll  allow  e  the  thy  wordes 
Whan  I  my  time  fe. 

Go  ageyn,  porter,  to  the  gate, 
And  dwell  with  them  a  while, 
Awaitin,  and  thou  filalte  fe 
Right  fone,  porter,  a  gile. 

Adam,  tho  feide  Gamelyna 
Lok£  the  to  be  gon, 
We  have  fbomen'at  the  gate, 
And  frendis  nevir  one. 

It  ben  the  fhiregerev'is  men" 
That  hithir  ben  comin, 
They  ben  yfwore  togiderisr 
That  we  fhuH  be  nomin. 

To  Gamelyn  feide  Adanv 
Hie  the  righte  belyve, 
And  iff  faile  the  this  day 
Than  evil  mote  I  thryve. 

And  we  fhullin  fo  welcome 
The  ftiiregerev'is  men, 
That  fomc  of  them  I  trow  fhail  make 
Their  beddis  in  the  fen. 

Then  thorough  the  pofterne  gate 
Yong  Gamelyn  out  went, 
And  a  gode  fturdie  carte  ftaffe 
In  his  hond.'  he  hent. 

And  Adam  Spencer  hente  fone 
Anothir  grette  ftaff 
For  tp'helpe  young  Gamelyn, 
And  gode  ftrokis  he  gaffe 

Adam  yfellid  hath  his  tweyne,. 
And  Gam  lyn  felled  thre, 
The  tothir  fettd  on  erth, 
And  faft  began  to  fle. 

What  ?feidin  Adam  Spencer  tho, 
So  evir  hire  I  mafic 
I  have  right  gode  redde  wyne, 
Pray  drinkith  er 


Nai,  nai !  by  God,  feide  they  thdy 
Thy  drink  is  nothing  gode, 
It  wolde  makin  mann'is  brayne' 
To  lyin  in  his  hode. 

Yong  Gamelyn  tho  (lode  ftill, 
And  lokid  him  about. 
And  faide,  The  ftiiregereve  comkhf 
With  a  full  grette  rout. 

Adam  Spencer,  feid  Gamelyn, 
My  rede  it  is  now  this, 
Abidin  we  notlengir  here 
.Left  we  farin  amys. 

I  rede  that  we  to  wode  ygona 
Er  that  we  be  yfound ; 
Betir  is  there  lofe  for  to  gonn 
Than  in  the  toune  ybound. 

Adam  them  toke  by  the  hond 
This  yonge  Gamelyn. 
And  echc  of  them  to  the  othir 
Drankin  a  draft  of  wyrte 

And  aftirwardistoke  their  courfes 
And  wente  ftreight  their  way  ;. 
Tho  fond  the  fliiregereve  the  nefty 
But  in  it  was  none  ay. 

The  fhiregereve  lightid  adoune. 
And  went  into  the  Hall, 
And  fond  the  lord  yfetterid 
Full  fafte  therewithall. 

The  fhireve  tho  unfetterid 
Him  righte  fone  anon, 
And  fentin  aftir  a  gode  lechc 
To  hele  his  rigge  bon. 

Lete  we  now  this  falfe  knight"- 
Ijie  in  his  mdchill  care, 
And  telle  we  of  Gamelyn, 
And  lokc  how  he  fare, 

Gamelyn  into  the  wild  wode 
Yftalkid  is  full  ftille, 
And  Adam  le  Difpencer  it 
Ylikid  but  right  ille. 

Tho  Adam  fwore  to  Gamelyn, 
And  that  be  Seint  Richere, 
Now  I  fay  that  it  is  mery 
To  ben  a  difpencer ; 

That  muche  levire  me  werin 
The  kayis  for  to  bere, 
Than  walkin  in  this  wilde  wode. 
My  clothis  all  to  tere. 

Adam,  feide  yong  Gamelyn, 
Difmaye  the  right  noght, 
For  many  a  gode  mann'is  child 
In  care  is  ybrought. 

As  they  thus  in  the  wode  ftodinv 
Ytalkivgboth  in  fere, 
Adam  herde  talking  of  men, 
And  nigh  them  thought  they  were* 

Tho  Gamelyn  undir  the  wild 
Wode  lokid  aright, 
Full  fevin  fcore  of  yonge  men 
He  faugh  right  wel  ydight ; 

Alle  were  fatte  at  their  metfr 
In  a  compas  about ; 
Adam,  tho  feide  Gamelyn, 
Now  havin  ye  no  doute, 
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Tor  aftir  tale  comith  bote, 
Thorough  Godd'is  grete  might ; 
Methinkith  of  mete  and  of  drink 
That  I  havin  a  fight. 

Adam  le  Difpencer  lokid 
Tho  undir  wode  bowe, 
And  whan  that  he  the  mete  faugh 
Tho  he  was  glad  inowe; 

For  now  he  hopid  unto  God 
For  to  havin  his  dele, 
And  he  was  fed  fore  alongid 
Aftir  a  gode  mele. 

Anon  as  he  feide  that  word 
Streight  the  maiftir  outlawe 
Saugh  Gamelyn  and  Adam  both 
Undir  the  wode  {haw. 

Lo  !  youngs  men,  feide  the  maiftir 
Outlaw,  by  the  gode  rode 
i  am  aware  of  fome  geftis, 
Pray  God  fendin  us  gode ! 

JLoke !  yondir  be  two yonge  men 
That  ben  right  wel  adight, 
A  !  peradventure  they  ben  mo, 
Whofo  lokid  aright. 

Arifeth  up  quick  yonge  men, 
And  fette  them  to  me, 
For  it  is  gode  that  we  wetin 
What  meine  that  they  be. 

Up  thei  ftertin  quik  at  that  word, 
Sevin  fro  the  dinnere, 
And  they  mettin  with  Gamelyn 
And  Adam  Difpencere. 

Whan  that  they  werin  ney  to  them 
Than  feide  thus  that  one, 
Yeldith  up  to  us,  yonge  men 
Your  bowis  and  your  fione. 

Than  feide  to  them  Gamelyn, 
That  yonge  was  of  elde, 
Ful  mochil  forow  mote  they  have 
That  unto  you  fhall  yelde  : 

I  curfe  woll  none  othir  wight 
But  right  mine  owne  felve 
Tho  ye  may  fettin  unto  you 
Fy  ve ,  andthan  be  ye  twelve. 

They  herdin  by  his  wordis  that 
Gret  might  was  in  his  arme, 
And  forthi  there  was  non  of  them 
That  wolde  don  him  harme, 

But  fedin  unto  Gamelyn 
Right  mildily  and  ftill, 
Comith  aforin  our  maiftir, 
And  fay  to  him  thy  will. 

Yonge  man,  feide  Gamelyn, 
Upon  your  leaute 
Tellith  what  man  your  maiHer  i« 
Which  that  ye  with  ybe. 

Tho  alle  they  anfwerid  him 
At  ones  without  lefing, 
Our  maifter  is  ycorounid 
Of  Outlawis  is  the  King. 

Adam,  feide  yonge  Gamelyn, 
Go  we  in  Crift'is  name, 
PC  may  nothir  mete  nor  drink. 
Y  werne  us  for  fhame  j 


And  if  that  he  hendc,  and 
Comin  of  gentil  blode, 
He  woll  geve  us  both  mete  and  drink, 
And  doin  us  fome  goode. 

By  Seintg  Jame.feide  Adam  tho, 
What  harme  fo  that  I  grete 
I  will  adventure  me  to  the 
Dore  that  I  had  mete. 

Tho  Gamelyn  and  Adam  both 
Y  wente  forth  in  fere, 
And  they  both  grete  the  maifti  r 
Which  that  they  fonde  there. 

Than  feide  to  them  the  maiftir, 
That  King  was  of  Outlawes, 
What  do  ye  feke,  ye  yonge  men, 
Undir  the  wode  fhawes  ? 

Yong  Gamelyn  anfwerid  tho 
The  King  with  his  coroune, 
He  mufte  nedis  walk  in  wades 
That  may  not  walk  in  toune. 

Sire,  we  walkenothereinwodes 
Non  harme  for  to  do, 
But  if  paradventure  we  mete 
A  dere  to  fherte  thereto, 

As  meine  that  ben  right  hungry^ 
And  mow  no  mete  fynd, 
And  very  harde  ben  beftati 
Undir  the  wode  lynd. 

Of  Gamelyn'is  wordis  tho 
The  maifter  haddc  routhe, 
And  feide  to  them,  Ye  fhall  have 
Inow,  heve  God  my  trouthe. 

Anon  he  badde  them  fittin 
Doune  for  to  take*  reft, 
And  badde*  them  etin  and  drink, 
And  that  too  of  the  beft. 

As  they  were  eting  and  drinking 
Of  the  beft  wele  and  fine, 
Than  feide  the  ton  to  the  tothir 
This  is  yonge  Gamelyn. 

Tho  was  the  maifter  of  outlawes 
Into  confaile  nomin, 
And  told  how  it  was  Gamelyn 
That  thither  was  comin. 

Anon  as  he  had  herdin  all 
How  that  it  was  befall, 
He  made  Gamelyn  maiftir 
Undir  him  o're  them  all.  ' 

Within  the  third  weke  aftir  this 
To  him  comith  tiding, 
To  the  maiftir  of  outlawis, 
Which  that  now  was  their  king, 

That  he  fhulde  ycomin  home, 
For  that  his  pees  was  made  ; 
And  of  that  joyfull  tiding  he 
Was  wonderoufly  glade. 

Tho  feide  he  to  his  yonge  men. 
The  fothe  for  to  tell. 
To  me  be  comin  tidingis 
I  may  no  lengir  dwell. 

Tho  was  yong  Gamelyn  anon, 
Withoutin  tarying, 
Made  maiftir  of  outlawis,  and 
Y  coroundid  their  king  : 
Oiij 
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Tho  was  yong  Gamelyn  crounid 
The  King  of  theOutlawes, 
And  among  them  walkid  a  while 
Undir  the  \vode  fhawes. 

The  falfe  knight  his  brothir  now 
Was  fhircgereve  and  Sire, 
And  lete  his  brothir  be  endite 
For  hate  and  for  ire. 

Tho  werin  all  his  bondmeine 
Sory  and  nothing  glad 
Whan  that  Gamelyn  their  lorde 
Wolves  Hede  was  cryed  and  made^ 

And  fentin  oute  his  rheine 
Where  they  mightin  him  fynd, 
For  to  fekin  yonge  Gamelyn     • 
Undir  the  wodd  lynd, 

To  telle  to  him  tidingis 
The  winde  was  ywent, 
And  alle  his  gode  re  vied  was, 
And  all  his  men  yfhent. 

Whan  that  theyhadde  hym  foundin 
On  kneys  they  them  fette, 
And  adoun  with  their  hode,  and 
Gamelyn  their  lord  grctte. 

They  feiden,  Sire,  now  wrathe  not 
You  for  the  gode  rode, 
For  we  have  brought  you  tidingis, 
But  they  be  nothing  gode. 

Now  is  thy  brothir  fhiregereve, 
And  he  hath  the  bafllie, 
And  thereto  hath  enditid  the, 
And  Wolves  fttde  doth  the  eric. 

Alias  f  tho  feide  Gamelyn, 
Thate're  I  was  fo  flak, 
That  I  ne  hadd  brokin  his  nek 
Whan  I  his  rigge  brak. 

Goith,  and  gretith  you  wele 
IVTy  houfbondifc  an  wif, 
I  wolle  ben  at  the  next  {hire, 
So  have  God  my  lif. 

Gamelyn  came  well  redy 
Unto  the-nexti  fhire, 
And  there  the  falfe  knight  his  brothir 
Was  bothe  Lord  and  Sire. 

Gamelyh  came  boldilich 
Into  the  Klo-e  Hall, 
And  put  adouh  nishode  among 
The  lordilingis  all. 

God  fave  you,  Lordilingis  ! 
Which  that  now  here  be ; 
But  as  for  the,  brokebak  fhereve, 
F-vil  mote  thou  the  ! 
4    Why  hafte  thoti  doin  to  me 
That  fhame  and  villonie 
For  to  latin  endite  me, 
And  Wolf 'is  Hede  me  crie  ? 
1    Tho  thought  the  falfg  knight  on  him 
For  io  have  beii  axvreke, 
And  lete  takin  Gamelyn  ; 
Iduft  he  no  more  yfpcke. 

Mighte  there  be  no  mannir  grace, 
But  Gamelyn  at  laft  ' 
Was  into  prifoun  ycaftin, 
And  fetterid  full  £afi. 


This  Gamelyn  hath  a  brothir 
That  cleped  was  Sir  Ote  ; 
As  gode  and  hend  a  knight  he  was 
As  mightin  gon  on  fote. 

Righty  anon  yede  a  meffager 
Unto  that  gode  knight, 
And  toldin  him  altogethir 
How  Gamelyn  was  dight. 

Anon  as  Sir  Ote  herdin  had 
How  Gamelyn  was  dight, 
He  was  right  paffing  fory  tho, 
Ne  he  was  nothing  light  : 

And  lete  faddle  him  a  ftede, 
And  flreit  the  weie  he  name, 
And  unto  his  tweie  bretherin 
Right  fone  there  he  came. 

Sir,  feide  this  Sir  Ote  unto 
The  iliiregereve  tho, 
We  ben  but  only  thre  brethren, 
Shall  we  be  nevir  mo, 

And  thus  haft  thou  yprifounid 
Thebefte-ofuWl; 
Soche  anothir  brothir  as  thou 
Evil  nvjte  him  befall ! 

Sir  Ote,  feide  the  falfe  knight, 
Now  lete  be  thy  cars  ; 
By  God  for  thefe  thi  wordis  he 
Shalle  farin  the  wors. 

Now  to  the  king'is  prifoun  he 
Is  lefully  ynoine, 
And  ther  he  fhall  abidin 
Untill  the  juftice  come. 

But  parde,  feide  Sir  Ote  tho, 
Bettir  il;  fhall  ybe 
I  biddin  him  unto  maynprife 
And  that  thou  graunte  me, 

Untill  the  nexte  fitting  fhall 
Come  of  deliveraunce, 
And  than  lete  Gamelyn  fairely 
Yftondin  to  his  chaunce. 

Brothir,  in  fochc  a  forewarde 
I  takin  him  to  the, 
And  by  thy  fadir'is  foule, 
That  the  begat  and  me, 

Tf  that  he  be  not  right  redy 
Whan  that  the  juftice  fitte, 
Thou  fhalte  berin  the  judgement, 
For  all  thy  grette  wit. 

I  grauntin  it  wele,  feide  Sir  Ote^, 
That  it  fhall  fo  ybe  ; 
Letith  delivir  him  anoax 
And  takin  him  to  me. 

Tho  Gamelyn  was  delivered, 
To  Sir  Ote  his  brothir, 
And  that  night  ydwellid  in  fere 
The  ton  with  the  tothir. 

On  the  morow  feide  Gamelyn 
Unto  Sir  Ote  the  hehd, 
My  brothir,  he  feide,  forfothe 
I  mote  from  the  wend, 

To  lokin  how  my  yonge  men 
In  wode  ledin  their  lif, 
And  whethir  that  they  liven  now 
In  joie  or  elles  in  ftrif. 
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Be  God,  tlio  anfwerid  Sir  Ote, 
That  is  a  colde  rede, 
Now  I  fe  that  alle  the  cark 
Shall  fallin  on  my  hede  ; 

For  whan  that  the  juftice  fittith, 
And  thou  be  not  yfound 
I  ihall  anon  be  takin,  and 
In  thy  ftede  be  ybound. 

Brothir,  tho  feide  Gamelyn, 
Difmaye  the  right  noght, 
For  be  Seinte  Jame  in  Galis, 
That  many  man  hath  fought, 

If  fo  that  God  Almighty  hold 
Me  my  lif  and  my  wit 
I  wollc  ben  there  right  redy 
Whan  that  the  juftice  fit. 

Than  feide  Sir  Ote  to  Gamelyn, 
God  fhelde  the  fro  Ihame  ! 
Comith  whan  that  thou  feift  tyme, 
And  bring  us  out  of  blame. 

Now  lithinith  and  leftinith, 
And  hojdith  you  right  ftill, 
And  ye  fhulle  herin  how  that 
Gamelyn  had  his  will. 

Anon  Gamelyn  wentin  hia 
Way  undir  the  wode  rife, 
And  he  yfonde  there  playing 
His  yonge  men  of  prife. 

Tho  was  this  yonge  Gamelyn 
In  hert  right  glad  inow 
Whan  that  he  fond  his  yonge  men 
Undir  the  wode  bow, 

Gamelyn  and  his  yonge  men 
Ytalkidin  in  fere, 

And  they  all  hadde  right  gode  game 
Their  maiftir  for  to  here. 

His  men  told  him  of  aventures 
Which  that  they  had  yfound, 
And  Gamelyn  told  them  agen 
How  he  was  faft  ybound. 

All  the  while  that  Gamelyn  was 
Outlaw  had  he  no  curs ; 
There  ne  was  no  man  that  for  him 
Yferid  ought  the  wors, 

But  abbotis  and  priouris, 
And  monkis,  and  chanon  ; 
In  them  forfothe  ne  laft  he  noght 
Whan  er  he  might  them  nom. 

While  Gamelyn  and  his  yong  men 
Ymade  mirthis  ryve, 
The  falfe  knight  his  own  brothir, 
Evil  mote  he  thryve! 

For  all  this  while  he  waft  about, 
Both  one  day  and  othir, 
On  purpofe  for  to  hire  the  queft 
To  hangin  his  brothir. 

Gamelyn  ftodin  on  a  day, 
And  round  him  he  beheld 
The  wild  wodis  and  the  fhawis 
Within  thewildefeld; 

He  thoughtin  upon  his  brothir, 
How  that  he  him  behete 
That  he  ywoldin  be  redy 
Whan  that  the  juftice  fete  ; 


He  thoughtin  weLe  that  he  wolde, 
Withoutin  more  delay, 
Ycomin  afore  the  juftice 
For  to  kepin  his  day ; 

And  feide1  to  his  yonge  men, 
Now  dightith  you  full  yare, 
For  whan  that  the  juftice  fittith 
We  mote  nedis  be  there  ; 

For  I  am  undir  a  borow 
Until  that  I  comin, 
And  my  brothir  inftede  of  me 
To  prifon  fhal  be  nom  in. 

Be  Seint  Jame,  feide  his  yonge  men, 
And  that  thou  rede  thereto, 
Ordeinith  how  it  ftialle  be, 
And  it  mall  fo  be  do. 

While  Gamelyn  was  ycoming 
There  chat  the  juftice  fatt 
The  faife  Jbiight  his  own  brothir 
Forgattin  he  not  that, 

To  hire  the  mein8  on  his  queft 
To  hangin  his  brothir, 
And  though  thei  hadde  not  that  oon 
He  wolde  han  that  othir. 

Tho  comith  yonge  Gamelyn 
From  undir  the  wode  rife, 
And  he  broughtin  along  with  him 
His  yonge"  men  of  prife. 

I  fe  wele,  feide  Gamelyn, 
The  juftice  is  yfette  ; 
Go  thou  aforn  us,  Adam,  and 
Loke*  how  that  it  fpette. 

Adam  wente  into' the  Hall, 
And  lokid  all  about, 
And  he  faugh  there  yftonde  tho 
Lordingis  grette  and  ftout, 

And  Sir  Ote,  Gamelyri'is  brothir, 
Yferterid  wele  faft; 
Tho  wentin  Adam  out  of  Hall 
As  he  werin  agaft. 

Adam  feide  to  Gamelyn, 
And  to  his  felawes  all, 
Sir  Ote  yftondith  fetterid 
Within  the  Mote  Hall. 

Seide  Gamelyn,  If  -God  geve  us 
Grace  wel  for  to  do 
He  fhallin  it  abegge  anon 
That  him  broughtin  thereto. 

Then  feidin  Adam  Difpencer, 
That  lokkis  haddin  hore, 
Chrift'is  curfe  mote  he  havin 
That  boundin  him  fo  fore. 

And  if  thou  wilte,  Gamelyn, 
Doin  aftir  my  rede, 
There  is  none  in  the  Halle  that 
.Shall  bere  aweie  his  hede. 

Adam,  tho  feide  Gam61yn, 
We  wolle  not  do  fo; 
We  woll  fle  only  the  giltif, 
And  lat  the  othir  go. 

I  will  my  felve  into  the  Hall, 
And  hire  the  juftice  fpeke, 
And  on  all  them  that  ben  giltif 
I  wolle  ben  awreke. 

" 
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Lat  none  efcapin  at  the  dore  ; 
Take,  yonge  meine,  yeme, 
For  I  wolle  ben  the  juftice 
This  day  domis  to  deme. 

Pray  God  fpedt  me  this  ilk  dai 
At  this  my  newe  werke ! 
And  Adam,  comith  thou  with  me. 
For  thou  {halt  be  my  clerke. 

Hismeinc  all  anfwerid  him, 
And  bad  hym  don  his  beft, 
And  if  thou  to  us  have  nede 
Thou  {halt  fyndin  us  preft  : 

For  we  wolle  ftondin  with  the 
Whilis  that  we  may  dure, 
And  but  that  we  werkin  manly 
Payith  us  then  no  hure. 

Yonge  men,  feide  Game'lyn, 
So  mot  I  wele  y  the, 
As  ye  a  right  trufty  maiftir 
Shulli  findin  of  me. 

And  righte  thereat  the  juftice 
Yfattin  in  the  Halle, 
In  wente  tho  yong  Gamelyn 
Boldly  amonges  them  all. 

Gamclyn  lete  unfettir 
His  brothir  out  of  bend  ; 
Thanfeida  to  him  Sir  Otis, 
His  brothir  that  was  hende, 

Thou  haddift  almoft,  Gamelyn, 
Dwellid  away  to  long, 
For  the  quefte  is  ygon  out 
On  me  that  I  ftiulde  honge. 

Brothir,  tho  feide  Gamelyn, 
God  geve  me  gode  reft, 
This  gode  day  they  {hull  ben  hongid 
That  ben  upon  the  queft ; 

And  thereto  the  juftice  bothe, 
That  is  the  jugge  man, 
And  eke  the  {heriff  our  brothir, 
For  through  him  it  began. 

Than  feide  yonge  Gamelyn 
Unto  the  falfe  juftice, 
Now  is  thi  powir  at  an  end) 
You  muft  nedis  arife. 

Thou  haft  ygevin  domis  that 
Ben  evil  alle  dight; 
I  wolli  fettin  in  thi  fete, 
And  dreflin  them  aright. 

But  the  juftice  fattin  ftille, 
And  roofe  not  anon, 
And  Gamelyn  with  his  fwerde 
Clevid  his  cheke  bone. 

Yonge  Gamelyn  toke  him  in  his 
Armis,  and  no  more  fpak, 
But  threw  him  ovir  the  barre, 
And  his  arme  to  brak. 

Durft  no  one  unto  Gamelyn 
Saye  nothing  but  gode, 
For  fere  of  the  gret  company 
That  withoutin  yftode. 

Gamelyn  fattC-  him  adoun 
In  the  juftic'is  ftede, 
(Herkenith  now  of  the  bourde 
That  Gamelyn  tho  dede) 


And  Sir  Ote  by  him  he  fattCj, 
And  Adam  at  his  fete. 
And  whan  Gamelyn  the  yong  was 
Satte  in  the  juftice  fete, 

He  lete  fettu  the  juftice 
And  his  falfe  brothir, 
Ami  lete  them  come  to  the  barre 
1  he  ton  with  that  otbir. 

Whan  Gamllyn  had  thus  ydonc 
Haddin  he  tho  no  reft 
Till  that  he  had  enquerid  who 
Werin  upon  the  queft. 

For  to  demin  his  brothir  dere. 
Sir  Ote,  for  to  be  honge, 
Er  that  he  wifte  which  they  were 
It  thoughte  him  full  longe. 

But  al  fo  fone  as  Gamelyn 
Wifte  where  that  thei  were 
He  didde  them  everichone 
Fetterin  faft  in  fere, 

And  bring"-  them  unto  the  barre, 
And  fette  them  in  vewe  : 
By  my  faith,  feide  the  juftice, 
The  ftieriff  is  a  ftirewe. 

Than  feide  yonge  Gamelyn 
Unto  the  falfe  juftice, 
Thou  hafte  geve  thy  domis 
Alof  theworftaffifej 

And  the  twelve  fifouris  that 
Werin  of  the  inqueft 
They  {hulle  ben  hongid  this  day, 
So  God  geve  me  gode  reft. 

Than  feide  the  ftieriffpitoufly 
To  yonge  Gamelyn, 
My  Lord,  I  crie  the  mercie, 
Brothir  arte  thou  myn. 
Therefore,  feide  yon 
Have  you  Grift's  curfe, 
For  if  thou  werin  maiftir  yet 
Shuldin  I  fare  worfe. 

But  for  to  mate  ftiort  my  Tale^ 
And  not  to  tary  longe, 
He  ordeynid  him  there  a  queft 
Of  his  own  men  fo  ftrong. 

The  falfe  juftice  and  the  ftieriff 
Bothe  were  hongid  hie, 
To  weyvin  there  with  the  ropis, 
And  with  the  winde  drie. 

And  als  the  twelve  fifouris, 
Sorow  have  that  rekk, 
Alle  they  werin  yhongid 
Full  fafte  by  the  nekk. 

Thus  endid  hath  the  falfe  knight 
With  all  his  trechsrie, 
That  evir  hadde  lad  his  life 
In  falfenefs  and  folie. 

He  was  hongid  up  by  the  nek, 
And  nought  by  the  purfe, 
That  was  the  mede  that  he  had  hadda 
From  his  fadir'is  curfe. 

Sir  Ote  was  the  eldift  tho, 
And  Gamelyn  was  yonge, 
'They  wentin  with  their  frcndis,  and 
Paffidin  to  the  king 


THE   COKE'S  .TALE    OF   GAMELYN. 


ai; 


They  madin  pece  with  the  kinge 
Of  the  befte  affife  ; 
The  king  lovid  Sir  Ote  wele, 
And  made  him  a  juftice. 

Aftir  the  king  made  Gamelyn, 
Bothe  in  eft  and  weft, 
The  chefe  juftice  and  ridcre  of 
.Alle  his  fre  for  eft. 

Alle  his  wight  yonge  men  the  king 
Forgafin  them  their  gilt, 
And  lithcn  in  gode  office  the  king 
Hath  alle  them  ypilt. 

Thus  has  wan  yongs  Gamelyn 
His  londe  and  his  lede, 
And  wrake  of  him  his  enemies, 
And  quytc  them  their  mede. 


And  Sir  Ote,  hisbrothir  dere, 
Ymade  him  hath  his  heir, 
And  fithin  weddid  Gamelyn 
A  wife  both  gode  and  faire. 

They  lividin  togidir  wele 
Whilis  that  Chrifte  wolde, 
And  fithin  that  was  Gamelyn 
Ygravin  undir  molde  : 

And  fo  fhalle  we  alle  herej 
May  there  no  man  yfle 
God  bringin  us  unto  the  joie 
That  evir  ihull  ybe  ! 


ST&w  tatSti  the  legend  of  Gamely  a,  called  Tbe  Cokis 
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1  HE  Plowman  plucked  up  his  plowe 
Whan  midfomer  mone  was  comen  in, 
And  faied  his  beftes  fliould  etc  inowe, 
And  lige  in  grafie  up  to  the  chin  : 
Thei  ben  feble  both  oxe  and  cowe, 
Of  'hem  n*is  left  but  bone  and  flcinne  ; 
He  (hoke  of  fhere,  and  coulter'  off  drowe, 
And  honged  his  harnis  on  a  pinne. 

He  toke  his  tabarde  and  ftaffe  eke, 
And  on  his  hedde  he  fet  his  hat, 
And  faied  he  would  Sainct  Thomas  feke. 
On  pilgrimage  he  goth  forth  plat ; 
In  fcrippe  he  bare  bothe  bred  lekes ; 
He  was  folfwonke  and  all  forfwat : 
Men  might  have  fene  through  both  his  chekes, 
And  every  wang  tothe  where  it  fat. 

Our  Hofte  behelde  well  all  about, 
And  fawe  this  man  was  funne  ibrent ; 
He  knewe  well  by  his  fingid  fnout, 
And  by  his  clothes,  that  were  to  rent, 
He  was  a  man  wont  walke  about, 
He  n'as  not  aye  in  cloifter  pent, 
Ne  couthe  religioufliche  lout, 
And  therefore  was  he  full  ill  fhent. 

Our  Hoftc  him  axed,  What  man  art  thou  ? 
Sire  Hofte,  (quod  he)  I  am  an  hine, 
For  I  am  wont  to  go  to  plow, 
And  erne  my  mete  jet  that  I  din?  : 


To  fwette  ^nd  fwinke  I  make  avowc, 
My  wife  and  babes  therewith  to  finde, 
And  fervin  God  and  I  wift  how, 
But  we  lende  men  yben  full  blinde  : 
For  clerkes  faie  we  fhullin  be  fain 
For  ther  livelod  to  fwette  and  fwinke, 
And  thei  right  nought  us  give  again 
Neither  to  ete  ne  yet  to  drinke  ; 
Thei  mowe  by  lawe,  as  that  thei  fain, 
Us  curfe  and  dampne  to  helPis  brinkc  ; 
And  thus  thei  puttin  us  to  pain 
With  candlis  quient  and  bell'is  clinke. 
Thei  make  us  thrallis  at  their  luft, 
And  fain  we  mowe  not  els  be  faved  ; 
Thei  have  the  corne  and  we  the  duft  ; 
Who  gainfayes  then  they  faye  he  raved. 
What,  man  I  (quod  our  Hofte)  canft  thou  prechc  ? 
Come  nere  and  tel  fome  holy  thing. 
Sir,  quod  he,  I  herd  onis  teche 
A  preeft  in  pulpit  gode  preching. 
Saie  on  quod  he,  I  the  befeche. 
Sir,  I  am  redy  at  your  bidding, 
praie  that  no  man  me  reproche 
While  that  I  am  my  Tale  telling. 

Tliut  endetb  tie  Prologue. 
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HERE   FOLOWETH 


THE  FIRST  PART  OF  THE  TALE*. 


A  FULL  fterne  ftrief  is  ftirrid  newe, 

In  many  ftedis  in  a  ftounde, 

Of  fondry  fedis  that  ben  fewe  ; 

It  femith  that  fome  ben  unfounde, 

For  fome  be  grete  growin  on  grounde, 

£ome  ben  fouble,  fimple  and  fmall : 

Whether  of  "hem  is  falfir  founde 

The  falfir  foule  mote  him  bifall. 
That  one  fide  is  that  I  of  tell 

Popis,  cardinals,  and  prelates, 

Parfons,  monkis,  and  freris  fell, 

Priours,  abbotes,  of  grete  eftates ; 

Of  heven  and  hell  thei  kepe  the  yeates,. 
And  Peter 'sfucceffours  ben  all, 
And  this  is  demid  by  old  dates ; 
But  falfhed  foule  mote  it  befall. 

The  othir  fide  ben  pore  and  pale, 
And  peple  yput  out  of  prefe, 
And  femin  caitiffes  fore  a  cale, 
And  er  in  one  without  encrefe 
Iclepid  Lollers  and  Londlefe  ; 
Who  totheth  on  'hem  thei  ben  untall ; 
Thei  ben  arayid  all  for  pece, 
But  falfhed  foule  mote  it  befall 

Many  a  countrey  have  I  fought 
To  knowe  the  falfir  of  thefe  two, 
But  aye  my  travaile  was  for  nought 
All  fo  ferre  as  I  have  ygo, 
But  as  I  wandrid  in  a  wro, 
Within  a  wode  befide  a  wall, 
Two  foulis  fawe  I  fitting  tho, 
The  falfir  foule  mote  him  befall. 

Thar  one  did  plete  on  the  Pope's  Me, 
A  Griffon  of  a  grimme  ftature  ; 
A  Pellicane  withoutin  pride 
To  thefe  Lollers  ylaied  his  lure ; 
He  mufed  his  mattir  in  mefure 
To  counfaile,  Chrift  ay  gan  he  call ; 
The  Griffon  fhewed  as  fharpe  as  fire, 
But  falfhed  foule  mote  it  befall, 

*  A  complaint  againft  the  pride  and  covetoufnefs  of  the  • 
clergy,  made  no  doubt  by  Chaucer,  fays  the  editor  ofChau-  i 
cer  s  Works  printed  for  M.  ijlip  at  Lvndyn,  A,D.  160*.  ' 


The  Pellicane  began  to  preche 
Bothe  of  mercie  and  of  mekeneflc, 
And  faied  that  Chrift  fo  gan  us  teche^ 
And  meke  and  merciable  gan  bleffe : 
The'  Evangely  berith  witnefle 
A  lambe  he  likeneth  Chrift  ovre'  all, 
In  tokening  that  he  mekifl  was 
Sith  pride  was  out  of  hevin  fall. 

And  fo  fhould  every  Criftened  be, 
Prieftis  and  Peter's  fucceffours, 
Beth  lowliche  and  of  lowe  degre, 
And  ufin  none  yerthly  honours, 
Ne  croune  ne  curious  covertours, 
Ne  pilloure  ne  other  proude  pall, 
Ne  to  cofrin  up  grete  trefours, 
For  falfhed  foule  mote  it  befall. 

Prieftis  fhould  for  no  cattill  plede, 
But  chaften  'hem  in  charite, 
$fe  to  no  battaile  fhould  men  lede 
For  inhaunfing  ther  owne  degre, 
Nat  willin  fittinges  in  hie  fe, 
No  foverainte  in  hous  ne  hall, 
Worldly  worfhip  defie  and  fle  ; 
Who  willeth  highnes  foule  fhall  fall. 

Alas !  who  maie  foche  fainclis  call 
That  wilnith  weide  yerthly  honour  ? 
Lowe  as  Lucifere  foche  fhall  fall, 
In  balefull  blacknefle  build  ther  boure 
That  eggith  peple  to  erroure, 
And  makith  them  unto  'hem  thrall ; 
To  Crift  I  holde  foche  one  traitour ;  i 
Lowe  as  Lucifer  foche  fhall  fall, 

That  willith  to  be  kingis  peres, 
And  higher  than  the  Emperour, 
And  fome  that  werin  but  pore  freres 
tfow  wollin  waxe  a  warriour  ; 
Sod  ne  is  not  ther  governour 
That  holdith  none  his  permagall, 
While  cove'tife  is  ther  confailour  ; 
All  foche  falfhede  mote  nedis  fall, 

That  hie  on  horfe  willith  to  ride 
In  glitterande  golde  of  grete  araie, 
Painted  and  portrid  alle  in  pride, 
No  common  knight  maie  go  fo  gale. 
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Chaunge  of  clothing  every  dale, 
With  goldin  girdils  grcte  and  fmall, 
As  boiftous  as  is  bere  at  baie ; 
All  foche  falfliede  mote  nedis  fall. 

With  pride  punifhith  thei  the  pore, 
And  fome  one  thei  fuftain  with  fale, 
Of  holie  churche  makith  an  horc, 
And  fill  ther  wombe  with  wine  and  ale ; 
With  money  fille  thei  many  a  male, 
And  chaffrin  churchis  when  thei  fall, 
And  telle  the  peple  a  leude  tale ; 
Soche  falfe  faitours  foule  'hem  befall* 

Thei  fede  of  many  manir  metes, 
With  fong  and  folas  fitting  long, 
And  filleth  ther  wombe,  and  fafte  fretes, 
And  from  the  mete  unto  the  gong, 
And  aftir  mete  with  harpe  and  fong, 
And  eche  man  mote  'hem  Lordis  call, 
And  hote  fpicis  evir  emong ; 
Soche  falfe  faitours  foule  'hem  befall. 

Miters  thei  werin  mo  than  two 
Iperlid  as  the  quen'is  nedde, 
A  ftaffe  of  golde,  and  pirrie  lo  ! 
As  hevie  as'  it  \vere  made  of  ledde ; 
With  clothe  of  gold  bothe  new  and  redde, 
With  glitterande  gold  as  grene  as  gall, 
By  dome  thei  dampne  men  to  be  dedde  j 
All  foche  faitours  foule  'hem  befall. 

And  Crift'is  peple  proudly  curfe 
With  brode  boke  and  braying  bell, 
And  to  put  pennies  in  ther  purfe 
Thei  woll  fell  bothe  hevin  and  hell : 
In  ther  fentence  and  thou  wilt  dwell 
Thei  willin  gefle  in  ther  gaie  hall, 
And  though  the  foth  thou  of  'hem  tell 
In  the  grete  curfing  fhalt  thou  fall. 

That  is  ybleiTid  that  thei  bleffe, 
And  curfid  that  thei  curfin  woll, 
And  thus  the  peple  thei  opprefle, 
And  have  ther  lordfhippis  at  full : 
And  many  be  merchauntes  of  woll, 
And  to  purs  pennies  woll  come  thrall, 
The  pore  peple  thei  al  to  pull ; 
Such  falfe  faitours  foule  'Hem  befall, 

Lordis  alfo  mote  to  'hem  loute, 
Obeyfaunt  to  ther  brode  blefling, 
Thei  ridin  with  ther  royal  route 
On  a  courfir  as'  it  were  a  king," 
With  fadle  of  golde  glittering, 
With  curious  harneis  quaintly  crallit, 
Stiroppis  gaie  of  golde  maftling ; 
All  fuche  falfhed  foule  may  befal  it. 

Chriftes  Minifters  clepid  theijsene, 
And  rulin  al  in  robberie, 
3ut  Antichrifte  thei  fervin  clene, 
Attirid  al  in  tirannie, 
Witneffe  of  John  his  prophecie  ; 
Antichrifte  is  ther  admirall, 
Tiffelers  attired  in  trecherie  j 
Al  fuche  faitours  foule  'hem  befall. 

Who  faith  that  fome  of  'hem  may  finne 
He  fhal  be  domid  to  be  ded  ; 
Some  of  "hem  wollln  gladly  winne 
Al  ayenft  tha^  which  God  forbed.- 
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Al  Holieft'they  clepe  ther  hed, 
That  of  ther  rule  is  full  regall ; 
Alas  that  evir  thei  etc  bred  ! 
For  al  fuch  falfhed  wol  foule  fall. 

Ther  hed  covitith  al  honour, 
To  be  worfhipped  in  worde  and  dede, 
Kingis  mote  to  him  knele  and  courc, 
To  the'  apoftles  that  Chrift  forbede  : 
To  Popis  hefte  fuch  take  more  hede 
Than  to  kepe  Chriftes  commaundement, 
Of  gold  and  filvir  ben  ther  wede, 
Thei  holde  him  hole  omnipotent. 

He  ordaineth  by  his  ordinauncc 
To  parifhe  prieftis  a  powere, 
To'  anothir  a  gretir  avaunce, 
A  gretir  point  to  his  miftere ; 
But  for  he'  is  highift  in  erth  here 
To  him  referveth  he  many'  a  point, 
But  unto  Chrift,  that  hath  no  pere, 
Refervith  he  no  pin  no  joynt. 

So  femith  he  abovin  all, 
And  Chrift  abovin  him  nothingc, 
Whan  that  he  fittith  in  his  ftall 
Dampnith  and  favith  as  him  thinke  ; 
Suche  pride  tofore  hie  God  doth  ftinke  : 
An  angel  bad  John  to'  him  not  knele, 
Only  to  God  to  do  his  bowinge  ; 
Soche  worfhip-willers  mote  ill  fele. 

Thei  ne  clepe  Chrift  but  Sanflut  Deurt 
And  clepe  ther  hed  SanSl'Jjlmus  ; 
All  they  that  fuche  a  fecte  fewis 
I  trowe  thei  taken  'hem  amiffe  : 
In  erth  here  they  havin  ther  bliffe, 
Ther  hie  maftir  is  Beliall ; 
Chrift  his  pore  peple  from  'hem  wifTe, 
For  al  fuche  falfe  will  foule  befall. 

They  mowin  both  ybinde  and  lofe, 
And  all  is  for  ther  holy  life  ; 
To  fave  or  dampne  they  mowen  chofe ; 
Betwene  'hem  now  is  a  grete  ftrife  ; 
Many'  a  man  is  killed  with  a  knife 
To  wete  which  havin  lordfhip  lhall ; 
For  fuche  Chrift  fuffrid  woundis  five, 
For  all  fuche  falfhed  will  foule  fall. 

Chrift  faid,    <$£ui  gladio  pe rcutit, 
With  fwerde  furely  he  mail  die ; 
He  bad  his  prieftis  pece  and  grith, 
And  bad  'hem  not  drede  for  to  die, 
And  bad  them  be  both  finyple'  and  flic. 
And  carke  not  for  no  cattell, 
And  trufte  on  God  that  fittith  on  hie, 
For  al  falfe  fhal  futt  foule  befall. 

Thefe  wftlin  mak~  men  to  fwerc 
Ayenft  Chrift'is  commaundiment, 
And  Chrift'is  members  al  to  tere, 
On  rode  as  he  were  new  yrent ; 
Suche  lawes  thei  maken  by  affent, 
Eche  on  it  trowith  as  a  ball, 
And  thus  the  pore  be  fully  fhent, 
But  falfhed  foule  it  fhulle  befall. 

Ne  ufin  thei  no  fimonie, 
But  felle  churchis  and  priories, 
Ne  they  ufin  to  none  envie, 
But  curfin  al  'hem  contraries, 
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And  hirith  men  by  dales  and  yeres 
With  ftrength  to  hold  'hem  in  ther  ftall, 
And  culle  all  ther  advarfaries, 
Therfore  falfhed  foule  thou  them  fall. 

With  purfe  they  purchafe  perfonage, 
With  purfe  thei  payin  'hem  to  plede, 
And  men  of  vvarre  thei  wollin  wage 
To  bring  ther  enemies  to  dede, 
And  lordis  liyis  they  wol  lede, 
And  muchil  take,  and  give  but  fmall, 
But  he'  it  fo  get  from  it  fhal  fhede, 
And  make  fuche  falfe  right  fcule  yfall. 

They  halowe  nothing,  but  for  hire, 
Ne  churche,  ne  font,  ne  veftiment, 
And  make  orders  in  every  ftiirc, 
But  prieftis  pay  for  the  parchment ; 
Of  riatours  they  taken  rent, 
Therwith  they  fmere  the  fhep'is  fkall, 
.  For  many  churches  ben  fufpent ; 
All  fuche  falfhed  foule  It  befall. 

Some  livith  not  in  kcherie, 
But  haunte  wenchis,  widows,  and  wives, 
And  punifh  the  pore  for  putre, 
Themfelfe  it  ufeth  al  ther  lives  ; 
And  but  a  man  to  them  him  fhrives 
To  hevin  come  he  nevir  fhall, 
He  (hat  be  curfcd  as  be  catives ; 
To  hel  thei  fains  that  he  fhal  fall. 

Ther  was  more  mercy'  in  Maximine, 
And  Nero,  that  never  was  gode, 
Than  there  is  now  in  fome  of  them 
Whan  he  hath  on  his  furrid  hode  j 
They  folowe  Chrift  that  fhede  his  blode 
To  heven,  as  bucket  to  the  wall ; 
Suche  wrechis  yben  worfe  than  wode> 
And  al  fuche  faitours  foule  'hem  fall. 

They  ghv  ther  almis  to  the  riche, 
To  mainteynours  and  men  of  lawe, 
For  to  lordis  they  wol  be  liche, 
And  harlots  fonne  not  worthe  an  hawe  ; 
Sothfaftneff]  alle  fuche  han  flawe  ; 
They  kembe  ther  crockettes  with  criftall, 
And-,drede  of  God  they  have  doune  drawe  ; 
Al  fuche  faitours  foule  'hem  befall. 

They  make  parfons  for  the  pennie, 
And  canons  and  their  cardinals ; 
Unnethe  amongft  'hem  al  is  any 
That  ne  hath  glofed  the  gofpel  fals, 
For  Chrift  made  ner  no  cathedrals, 
Ne  with  him  was  no  cardinall 
With  a  redde  hatte,  as  ufe  minftrals; 
But  falfhed  foule  mote  it  befall. 

Ther  tithing  and  ther  off  ring  both? 
They  clemith  by  poffeflion, 
Ne  therof  n'il  they  none  forgo, 
But  robbin  men  as  a  raunfome  : 
The  tithing  of  turps  lucrum 
With  thefe  maiftersis  veniall ; 
Tithinge  of  bribry  and  larfon 
Will  make  falfhed  full  foule  to  fall. 

They  takin  to  ferrne  ther  fcmpnours 
To  harme  the  peple  what  they  may, 
To  pardoners  and  falfe  faitours 
Thei  felhher  fcks  I  dare  well  fay, 


And  all  to  holdin  gret  arraie, 
To  multiplie  'hem  more  metal!, 
They  drede  ful  litel  dom'is  day, 
Whan  al  fuche  falfhed  fhal  foule  fall. 

Suche  harlottes  fhul  men  difclaunder, 
For  that  they  fhullin  make  them  grer 
And  ben  as  proud  as  Alexander, 
And  fain  to  the  pore  Wo  be  ye  ! 
By  yere  eche  prieft  fhal  paie  his  ft 
For  to  encrefe  his  lemmans  call ; 
Suche  herdis  fhul  wel  ivil  the, 
And  al  fuche  falfe  fhal  foule  befall. 

And  if  a  man  be  falfely  famed,  ; 
And  wol  ymake  purgacioun, 
Than  wol  the'  officers  be  agramed, 
And  afllgn  him  fro  toun  to  toun  ; 
So  nede  he  muft  payin  raunfome, 
Though  he  be  clene  as  is  chriftall, 
And  than  have  an  abfolution  ; 
But  al  fuche  falfe  fhal  foule  befall. 

Though  he  be  giltie  of  the  dcde, 
And  that  he  may  the  money  paie, 
Al  the  while  his  purfe  wol  yblede 
He  may  ufe  it  fro  day  to  day. 
The  bifhopes  officers  gone  gay, 
And  this  game  they  ufe  ovir  all, 
The  pore  to  pil  is  al  their  pray  ; 
But  al  fuche  falfe  fhul  foule  befall, 

Alas !  God  ordained  no  fuche  lawe, 
Ne  no  fuche  crafte  of  covetife, 
But  he  forbad  it  by  his  lawe  ; 
Suche  rulers  niowen  of  God  agrife, 
For  al  his  rulis  ben  rightwife  : 
Thefe  newe  pointis  ben  pure  papal], 
And  Godd'is  lawe  they  all  difpice, 
And  al  fuche  faitours  fhul  foule  fall. 

They  faine  that  Peter  had  the  key 
Of  heven  and  hel,  to  have  andholde; 
I  trowe  Peter  toke  no  money 
For  no  finnis  that  he  yfolde  : 
Suche  fucceffours  yben-  to  bolde, 
In  winning  all  ther  witte  they  wral, 
Ther  confcience  is  waxin  colde, 
And  al  fuch  faitours  foul  'hem  fall. 

Peter  was  ner  fo  grete  a  fole 
To  leve  his  key  with  fuche  a  lorell, 
Or  take  fuche  curfid  foe  or  tole, 
He  was  advifid  nothing  well ; 
I  trowe  they  have  the  key  of  hell. 
Their  maiftir  is  of  that  marfhall, 
For  there  thei  dreflin  'hem  to  dwell, 
And  with  falfe  Lucifer  to  fall. 

Thei  ben  as  proude  as  Lucifarre, 
As  angry  and  as  envious ; 
From  a  gode  faith  they  ben  ful  farre  ; 
In  cove'tife  they  ben  curious  ; 
To  catche  catil  as  covitous 
As  hounde  th?.t  for  hungre  wol  yall, 
Ungodly  and  ungracious; 
And  nedely  fuche  falfe  fhal  foule  fall. 

The  Pope,  and  he  were  Peter's  heirc8 
Me  thinke  he  errith  in  this  cafe, 
Whan  choife  of  bifhop's  in  difpaire 
To  choiin  'hem  in  divers  placej 
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A  lorde  fhal  write  to  him  for  grace, 
For  his  clerke  anone  praye  he  fhall, 
So  fhal  he  fpedin  his  purchafe; 
And  al  fuche  falfe  foule  'hem  befall. 

Although  he  can  ne  manir  gode 
,A  lord'is  prayir  fhal  be  fpedde, 
Though  he  be  wilde  of  wil  or  wode, 
Nat  underftanding  what  men  redde, 
A  leude  boftir,  that  God  forbedde, 
As  gode  a  bifhoppe'  is  my  horfe  Ball ; 
Suche  a  Pope  is  full  foule  beftede, 
And  at  the  lafte  wol  foule  yfall. 

He  makith  prieftes  for  erthly  thanke, 
And  not  at  all  for  Chrift'is  fake ; 
Suche  that  yben  ful  fat  and  ranke, 
To  foul'is  hele  none  hede  they  take ; 
Al  iswel  done  what  er  they  make, 
For  they  fhal  anfwere  ones  for  all  j 
For  world'is  thank  fuch  worch  and  wake, 
And  al  fuche  falfe  fhal  foule  befall. 

Suche  that  can  nat  yfay  ther  crede 
With  prayir  fhul  be  made  prelates, 
Nothir  can  thei  the  gofpell  rede, 
Suche  fhul  now  vveldin  hie  eftates ; 
The  hie  godes  frendfhip  'hem  makes, 
Thei  totith  on  ther  fumme  totall ; 
Suche  bere  the  keyes  of  hell'is  yates, 
And  all  fuche  falfe  fhal  foule  befall. 

Thei  forfakin  for  Chrift'is  love 
Travaile,  and  hungre,  thurfte,  and  colde  j 
They  ben  ordrid  or  al  above 
Out  of  youthed  til  they  ben  olde  ; 
By  the'  dore  they  go  nat  to  the  folde,   " 
To  helpe  therfhepe  they  nought  traval, 
For  hirid  men  al  fuche  I  holde, 
And  al  fuche  falfe  foule  'hem  befall. 

For  Chrift  our  King  thei  wol  forfake, 
And  knowe  him  nought  for  his  pbverte, 
For  Chrift'is  love  they  wol  awake, 
And  drinke  piement  al  aperte  : 
Of  God  they  feme  nothing  aferde, 

As  lufty  live  as  Lamual, 

And  drive  ther  fhepe  into  defert ; 

Al  fuche  falfe  faltours  fhul  foule  fal. 
Chrift  yhad  twelve  apoftles  here, 
Nowe  fay  they  Ther  may  be  but  one 

That  may  not  erre  in  no  manere, 

Who  leve  not  this  ben  loft  echone  : 

Peter  errid,  fo  did  not  John  ; 

Why  is  he  cleped  the  Principall  ? 

Chrifte  cleped'him  Peter,  not  the  Stone  ; 

Al  falfe  faitours  foule  'hem  befal. 
Why  curfin  they  the  croifery 

Chrift'is  Chriftian  creturis  ? 

For  bytwene  them  is  now  envy 

To  be  enhaunfid  in  honours ; 

Chriftin  livers  with  ther  labours, 

For  they  levin  on  no  mortal, 

Ben  do  to  deth  with  difhonours, 

And  al  fuche  falfe  foule  'hem  befal. 
What  khoweth  a  tilloure  at  the  plowe 

The  Pop'is  name,  and  what  he  hate  ? 

His  crede  fuffifeth  to'  him  inowe, 

And  knoweth  a  cardi'nal  by  his  hattc* 


Rough  is  the  pore  unrightly  l&ttc , 
That  knowith  Chrift  his  God  royal ; 
Suche  maters  be  not  worth  a  gnatte, 
But  fuche  falfe  faitours  foule  'hem  fal. 

A  king  fhal  knele  and  kifTe  his  fhowes 
Chrift  let  a  fmful  kiffe  his  fete, 
Me  thioke  he  holdeth  him  hie  inowe, 
So  Lucifer  did,  that  hie  fet : 
Suche  one  me  thinke  himfelfe  foryet, 
Or  to  the  trouth  he  was  nat  cal : 
Chrifte  that  fufiirid  woundis  wete, 
Shall  make  all  fuche  falfhed  foule  fall. 

They  layith  out  ther  large  nettes 
For  to  takin  filvir  and  golde, 
Thei  fillin  coffers,  and  fackes  fettes 
Ther  as  they  foulis  catchin  fholde  ; 
Ther  fervauntes  be  to  them  unholdC) 
But  they  can  doublin  ther  rentall ; 
To  bigge  'hem  caftles  bigge  'hem  holde  ; 
And  al  fuche  falfe  foule  'hem  befall. 


Here  endet/j  tie  jirjl  parte  of  this   Talet  and  hereafter 
fdo-wetb  the feconde parte. 


1  6  accorde  what  this  word'  fall 
No  more  Englifhe  ne  can  I  finde, 
Shewing  anothir  nowe  I  fhall, 
For  I  have  moche  to  faye  behinde^ 
How  prieftis  ban  the  peple  pinde, 
As  curteis  Chrifte  yhath  me  kinde, 
And  put  this  matter  in  my  minde, 
To  make  this  manir  men  amende. 

Shortely  to  fhende  'hem,  and  fhewe  nowt 
How  wrongfully  .they  werche  and  walke, 
Of  hie  God  nothing  tell,  ne  howe, 
But  in  Goddes  worde  tell  many  a  balke, 
In  harnis  holde  'hem  and  in  halke, 
And  prechen'  of  tithis  and  offrende, 
And  untruely  of  the  gofpel  talke ; 
For  his  mercy  God  it  amende  ! 

What  els  is  Antichrifte  to  faie 
But  even  Chrift'is  adverfarie  ? 
Suche  hath  now  ben  many  a  daie 
To  Chrift'is  bidding  ful  contrarie, 
That  from  the  trouthe  clene  y warry  ; 
Out  of  the  way  they  ben  ywende, 
And  Chrift'is  peple  untruely  cary ; 
God  for  his  pitie  it  amende  ! 

They  live  contrary  to  Chriftes  life^ 
In  hie  pride  againft  mekcnefle, 
Againft  fuffraunce  they  ufm  ftrife, 
And  angre  ayenft  fobrenefle, 
Ayenift  wifedom  wilfulneffe ; 
To  Chrift'is  talis  litil  tende, 
Againft  mefure  outrigioufneffe ; 
But  whan  God  wol  it  may  amende. 

Lordely  life  ayenft  lowlineffe, 
And  demin  al  without  mercy, 
And  covetife  ayenfte  largeffe,- 
Ayenift  trouthe  trechery, 
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And  ayenift  almefie  envy  ; 

Ayenift  Chrift  they  comprehende  J 

For  chaftite  mainteine  leche'ry ; 

God  for  his  grace  this  amende ! 

Againft  penaunce  thei  ufe  delightes, 

Ayenft  fuffraunce  ftrong  defence, 

Ayenft  God  they  ufm  ill  rightes, 

Ayenift  pitie  punifhmentes, 

Open'  evil  ayenft  continence  ; 

Ther  wickid  winning  worfe  difpende, 

SobirneJTe  fette  in  to  difpence  ; 

God  for  his  godeneffe  it  amende ! 
Why  cleimin  they  holy'  his  powere, 

And  wranglin  ayenft  al  his  heftes  ? 

His  living  folowe  thei  nought  here^ 

But  livin  worfe  than  witlefle  beftes ; 

Of  fiflie  and  fleftie  they  lovin  feftes •; 

As  lordis  thei  ben  brode  ikende  ; 

Of  Godd'is  pore  thei  hatin  geftes ; 

God  for  his  mercy  this  amende  ! 

With  Dives  fuche  mal  have  ther  dome, 

That  faine  that  they  be  Chrift'is  frendes, 

And  do  nothing  as  they  fhould  done, 

Al  fuche  ben  fulfir  than  ben  fendes  : 

On  the  peple  they  ley  fuche  bendes 

As  God  in  erth  they  han  offende ; 
Succour  for  fuch  Chrifte  now  fend  us, 

And  for  his  mercy  this  amende  ! 
A  token'  of  Antichrift  they  be  ; 

His  careckes  ben  now  wide  iknowe, 
Receved  to  preche  fhal  no  man  be 
Without  tokin  of  him  1  trowe  : 
Eche  Chriftin  prieft  to  prechin  owe, 
From  God  above  thei  ben  yfende 
Goddes  word  to  al  folke  fop  to  fhowe, 
Andfmful  man  for  to  amende. 

Chrift  fent  the  pore  for  to  preche, 
The  royal  riche  he  did  not  fo, 
Now  dare  no  pore  the  peple  teche, 
For  Antichrift  is  al  ther  foe ; 
Among  the  peple  he  mote  go, 
He  hath  biddin  al  fuche  fufpende, 
Some  hath  he  hent,  and  thinketh  yet  mo  ; 
But  al  this  God  may  wel  amende. 
•  Al  tho  that  han  the  worlde  forfake, 
And  livin  lowly,  .as  God  badde, 
Into  ther  prifon  fhulle  be  take, 
Betin  and  boundin,  and  forth  ladde  ; 
Hereof  I  rede  no  man  be  dradde, 
Chrift  faid  that  his  fhould  be  yfhende  ; 
Eche  man  ought  hereof  to  be  gladde, 
For  God  ful  wel  it  wol  amende. 

They  take  on  'hem  royall  power, 
And  fay  they  havin  fwerdis  two, 
One  curfe  to  hel,  one  fle  men  here  : 
At  his  taking  Chrift  had  no  mo, 
Yet  Peter  had  but  one  of  tho, 
And  Chrift  to  him  fmite  gan  defende, 
And  into  the'  fheth  badde  put  it  tho  ; 
And  al  fuche  mifcheves  God  amende  ! 
Chnft  bad  Peter  to  kepe  his  Ihepe, 
And  witri  his  fworde  forbade  'hem  fmite  ; 
Swerde  is  no  tole  with  Ihepe  to  kepe, 
But  to  fhepherdes  that  Ihepe  wol  bite  ; 


Methinke  fuche  ftiepherdesbcri  to  whe 
Who'  ayen  ther  fhepe  with  fwerde  contende; 
They  drive  ther  fhepe  with  grete  defpite  } 
But  al  this  God  may  well  amende. 

Peter's  fucceffoures  be  thei  nought 
Whom  Chrift  ymade  his  chefe  paftoure  ; 
A  fwerde  no  ftiepherde  ufm  ought 
But  he  would  fle  as  a  bochoure  : 
Who  fo  were  Peter's  fucceffoure 
Should  bere  his  fhepe  til  hisbacke  bendc, 
And  fhadowe  'hem  from  every  fhoure  ; 
And  al  this  God  may  wel  amende. 

Succeffours  to  Peter  ben  thefe 
In  that,  that  Peter  Chrifte  forfoke, 
That  leyir  had  God's  love  to  lefe 
Than  mepherde  had  to  lefe  his  hoke  ; 
He  culleth  the  fliepe  as  doth  the  coke  ; 
Of  'em  takin  they  woll  untrende, 
And  falfely  glofe  the  Gofpell  boke  ; 
God  for  his  mercy  them  amende! 

Whau  Chrift  had  take  Peter  the  kay 
Chrift  faide  he  muft  ydie  for  man  ; 
That  Peter  to  Chrift  gan  withfay, 
Chrifte  bad  him  Go  behinde,  Sathan  : 
Suche  counfailours  many'  of  thefe  han, 
For  world'is  wele  God  to  offende  j 
Peter's  fucceffours  they  ben  than 
But  al  fuche  God  may  wel  amende. 

For  Sathan  is  to  fay  no  more 
But  he  that  contrary  to  Chrift  is, 
In  this  they  lernin  Peter's  lore, 
They  fewin  him  whan  he  did  mifTe  ; 
They  folowe  .him  forfoth  in  this 
That  Chrift  would  Peter  reprehende, 
But  nat  that  longith  to'  hevin  blifle ; 
God  for  his  mercie  'hem  amende  ! 

Thei  none  apoftle  fewen,  in  cafe 
Of  ought  that  I  can  underftonde, 
But  him  that  betraieth  Chrift,  Judas, 
That  bare  the  purfe  in  every  londe, 
And  al  that  he  might  fette  on  honde 
He  hidde  and  ftale,  and  it  mifpende  : 
His  rule  thefe  traitours  han  in  honde; 
Almighty  God  all  fuche  amende  ! 

And  at  the  laft  his  lorde  gan  tray 
Curfidly  through  falfe  co.vetife, 
So  would  thefe  train  e  him  for  money 
And  they  y  wiftin  in  what  wife ; 
They  be  fikre'  of  the  fele  enfife. 
From  all  fothnefle  they  ben  yfrende, 
And  covetife  chaunge  with  quentife ; 
Almighty  God  al  fuche  amende  ! 

Were  Chrift  upon  erth,  here  efte  fonc, 
Thefe  wouldin  dampne  him  to  die  ; 
All  his  heftis  they  han  fordone, 
And  faine  his  fawes  ben  herefie  j 
Ayenft  his  commaundementes  they  crie, 
And  dampnjn  all  his  to  be  brende, 
For  thei  ne,  like  fuche  lofcngrie  ; 
God  Almighty  all  fuche  amende  ! 

Thefe  han  more  might  in  Englande  lut$ 
Than  hath  the  king  and  all  his  lawe, 
They  han  purchafid  fuche  powere 
To  takia  'hem  whom  lift  net  k.na\vra 
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And  fay  that  herefie'  is  ther  fawe, 
And  fo  to  priibn  wol  'hem  fende  ; 
It  was  not  fo  by  eldir  dawe  ; 
God  for  his  mercy  it  amende  ! 

The  king'is  lawe  wol  no  man  deme 
Angerliche  withoutin  anfvvere, 
But  if  any  man  thefe  mifqueme 
He  fhall  be  baightid  as  a  here, 
And  yet.  wel  worfe  they  v/ol  him  tere, 
And  in  prifon  wollin  him  pende 
In  ginis,  and  in  othir  gere  ; 
Whan  that  God  woll  it  may  amende. 

The  king  ne  taxith  nat  his  men 
But  by  affent  of  the  commi'nalte, 
But  thefe  eche  yere  v/ol  raunfom.  'hem 
Maiftirfully,  more  than  dothe  he  : 
Ther  felis  by  yere  bettir  be 
Than  is  the  king'is  in  extende, 
Ther  officers  han  gretir  fe; 
But  alle  this  mifchefe  God  amende ! 

Who  fo  wol  prove  a  teftament 
That  is  nat  al  worth  tenne  pounde, 
He  fhal  paye  for  the  parchement 
The  thirde  of  the  money  all  rouade ; 
Thus  the  pore  peple  is  ranfounde, 
They  fay  fuche  parte  t'em  mould  apende, 
There  as  they  gripen*  it  goeth  to  grounde  j 
God  for  his  mercy  it  amende  ! 

A  fimple  fornication 
Twenty  fhillingis  he  fhall  pay, 
And  than  have  abfolucion 
And  al  the  yere  ufe  it  he  may  : 
Thus  thei  lettin  'hem  go  aftray  ; 
Thei  recke  nat  though  the  foule  be  brende ; 
Thefe  kepin  evill  Peter's  kay ; 
And  al  fuche  fhepherdes  God  amende  ! 

Wondir  is  that  the  parliamente, 
And  all  the,  lordis  of  this  londe, 
Here  to  takin  fo  lite  entente 
To  helpe  the  peple'  out  of  ther  honde, 
For  thei  ben  hardir  in  ther  bonde, 
Worfe  bete,  and  cruellir  ybrende, 
Than  to  the  king  is  underftand  ; 
God  him  helpe  this  for  to  amende  ! 

What  bifhoppes,  what  religions, 
Han  in  this  lande  as  muche  lay  fe, 
Lordefhippis  and  pofleffions, 
More  than  lordis  it  femith  me  ; 
That  makith  'hem  lefe  chaiite  : 
They  mowin  not  to  God  attende, 
In  erth  thei  have  fo  highe  degre ; 
God  for  his  mercy  it  amende  1 

The  Empe'rour  yafe  the  Pope  femtime 
So  highe  lordefhip  him  about, 
That  at  the  laft  the  fely  kime 
The  proude  Pope  yput  him  out, 
So  of  this  relme  is  in  grete  dout ; 
But,Lordes,  beware,  and  them  defende, 
For  nowe  thefe  folke  be  wondir  ftoute  ; 
The  king  and  lords  now  this  amende. 

¥bus  cndetl  tlefecandc  parte  of  this  Tale,  and  hereafter 
foku-etb  tl>s  tbirdt. 


MOYSES  lawe  forbode  ittho  .  . 

That  preftis  mould  no  lordfhippes  welctc/ 
Chrift'is  gofpell  biddith  alfo 
That  they  fhould  no  lordfhippis  helde  ; 
Chriftes  apoftels  were  ner  fo  bolde, 
No  fuche  lordihippes  to  'hem  embrace, 
But  ikleire  ther  fhepe  and  kepe  ther  folde  ; 
May  God  amende  'hem  for  his  grace  I 

For  thei  ne  ben  but  counterfete, 
Men  may  yknow  'hem  by  ther  fruite, 
Ther  gretenefie  maketh  'hem  Gcd  foryetes 
And  take  his  mekeneffe  in  defpite ; 
And  thei  were  pore  and  had  but  lite 
Thei  n'old  nat  demen'  aftir  the  face, 
Norifhe  ther  fhepe,  and  'hem  nat  bite  ; 
May  God  amende  'hem  for  his  grace  ! 

Griffon. 

What  canft  thou  preche  ayenft  chanons 
That  men  yclepin  Seculere  ? 

Pellican. 

Thei  ben  curates  of  many  tonnes,' 
On  yerth  they  havin  grete  powere, 
They  have  greteprebcndis  and  dere, 
Some  two  or  thre,  and  fome  have  mo, 
A  parfonage  to  ben  playing  fere,         'l  -'.  ; 
And  yet  thei  ferve  the  king  alfo, 

And  let  to-ferme  all  that  fare 
To  whom  that  wol  mofte  give  therforc,' 
Some  wollin  fpende,  and  fome  woll  fpare,' 
And  fome  wol  laye  it  up  in  ftore  ; 
A  cure  of  foule  they  care  not  fore, 
So  that  they  mowin  money  take ; 
Whethir  ther  foules  be  wonne  or  lore 
Ther  profiles  they  woll  not  forfake. 

They  have  a  gedering  procuratour. 
That  can  the  pore  peple  enplede, 
And  roble  'hem  as  a  ravinour, 
And  to  his  lorde  the  mony  lede, 
And  catche  of  quicke  and  eke  of  dede, 
And  richin  him  and  his  lorde  eke, 
And  to  robbe  the  pore  give  gode  rede 
Of  olde  and  yonge,  of  hole  and  ficke. 

Therwhh  they  purchafe  'hem  lay  fo 
In  londe,  there  as  'hem  likith  beft, 
And  buildin  brode  as  a  cite 
Both  in  the  eft  and  in  the  weft  ; 
To  purchafe  thus  they  ben  ful  preft, 
But  on  the  pore  they  woll  nought  fpende, 
Ne  no  gode  give  to  Godd'is  geft, 
Ne  fende  him  fome  that  all  hath  fende. 

By  ther  fervice  fochc  wollin  live, 
And  truft  that  othir  to  trefure  ; 
Though  all  ther  parifhe  die  unfhrive 
Thei  woll  nat  givin  a  rofe  floure  ; 
Ther  life  mould  be  as  a  mirrour 
Both  to  lerid  and  leude  alfo, 
And  teche  the  folke  ther  lele  labour ;" 
Soche  maifter  men  ben  all  mifgo. 

Some  of  'hem  yben  full  harde  nigges, 
And  fome  of  'hem  ben  proude  and  gaie3 
Some  fpendin  ther  gode  upon  giggess 
And  findin  'hem  of  grete  araie, 
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A'as  !  what  thinke  thefe  men  to  faie 
That  thus  difpendin  Godd'is  gode? 
At  the  grete  dredefull  dom'isdaie 
Soche  wretchis  Ihall  be  Vyrorfe  than  wode. 

Some  ther  churchis  nevir  ne  fie, 
Ne  ner  o  penie  thidir  fende; 
Though  that  the  pore  for  hungir  die, 

0  penie'  on  'hem  will  thei  not  i'pende  : 
Have  thei  receiving  of  the  rente 
Thei  recke  ner  of  the  remenaunt ; 
Alas!    the  dcvill  hath  clene  'hem  blente; 
Soche  one  is  Sathanes  fojournaunt. 

And  ufe  horedome  and  harlottrie, 
And  covetife,  and  pompe,  and  pride, 
And  flothe,  and  wrathe,  and  eke  envie, 
And  fewin  finne  by  every  lide ; 
Alas  !  where  thinkin  foche  t'  abide? 
How  well  thei  ther  accomptis  yeld  ? 
From  hie  God  thei  mowe  Them  not  hide  ; 
Soche  willers  witte'  is  not  worth  a  nelde. 

Thei  ben  fp  rotid  in  richeffe 
That  ChrilVis  povert  is  foiryet ; 
Yfervid  with  fo  many  meffe 
Hem  thinke  that  manna  is  no  mete  : 
All  is  gode  that  thei  mowin  gete  ; 
Thei  wene  to  livin  evirmore  ; 
But  whan  that  God  at  dome  is  fete 
Soche  trefour  is  a  feble  ftore. 

Unnethis  mote  thei  matins  faie 
For  counting  and  for  courtholding, 
And  yet  he  jangilith  as  jaie, 
And  underftont  himfelf  nothing ; 
He  woll  yferve  bothe  erle  and  king 
For  his  finding  and  for  his  fe, 
And  hide  his  tithing  and  offring ; 
This,  is  a  feble  charite. 

Othir  thei  ben  proude  or  cove'tous; 
Or  elles  thei  ben  hard  or  hungrie, 
Or  thei  ben  libe'rall  or  lecherous, 
Or  els  medlers  with  marchandrie, 
Mainteiners  of  men  with  maiftrie, 
Or  ftewardes,  countoursj  or  pledours, 
And  ferve  God  in  ypocrifie; 
Soche  prieftis  ben  Chriftes  r..  lie  tr.aitours. 

Thei  ben  falfey  thei  ben  vengeable, 
And  begile  men  in  Chrift'is  name  ; 
Thei  ben  unftedfaft  and  unftable ; 
To  traie  ther  Lorde  'hem  thinke  no  fhame ; 
To  fervin  God  thei  ben  full  lame; 
Godd'is  thevis,  and  falfely  ilele, 
And  falfely  Godd'is  worde  defame  ; 
In  winning  is  ther  world'is  wele. 
1  Antichrift  thefe  prieftis  ferve  all, 

1  praie  the  who  maie  fayin  Nuie  ? 
With  Antichrift  foche  fhuliin  fall, 
Thei  folowen  him  in  dede  and  faie ; 
Thei  fervin  him  in  riche  araie, 

To  fervin  Chrift  foche  falfely  fain; 
Why  at  the  dredfull  dom'is  daie 
Shull  the:  not  folowe  him  to  pain  ? 

That  knowcn  'hem  fell 'that  thei  doen  ill 
Ayenft  Chrift'is  commaiindement, 
And  amende  'hem  ner  ne  will, 
But  ferve  Sathan  by  one  affent, 
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Who  fayith  fothe  he  fhall  be  fhent, 
Or  fpeketh  ayenft  ther  falfe  living, 
Who  fo  well  livith  fhall  be  brent, 
For  foche  ben  gretir  than  the  king- 

Popis,  bifhops,  and  cardinals,  ^. 

haaons,  and  parfons,  and  vicare, 
In  Goddes  fervice  I  trowe  ben  fals 
That  facramentis  fellin  here, 
And  ben  as  proude  as  Lucifere  : 
Eche  man  loke  whethir  that  I  lie  ; 
Who  fo  fpekith  ayenft  tllsr  powere" 
It  fhall  be  hoidin  herefie. 

L'okith  how  many  orders  take 
Onely  of  Chrift  for  his  fervice, 
That  the  world'is  godis  forfake  j 
Who  fo  take  01  dirs  othir  wife 
I  trowe  that  thei  fhall  fore  agrife. 
For  all  the  glofe  that  thei  conne, 
All  ne  fev/in  not  this  affife  ; 
In  evill  time  thei  thus  begonne.  • 

Loke  how  many  emong  hem  all 
Ne  hoidin  not  this  hie  waie 
With  Antichrift  thei  fhuliin  fall, 
For  that  thei  wollin  God  hetraie  : 
God  amende  'heni,  that  beft  ymaie  ! 
For  many  men  thei  makin  fhende  ; 
Thei  wetin  well  the  fothe  I  faie. 
But  the  devill  hath  foule  'hem  blende. 

Som  of  'hem  on  ther  churchis  dwell 
Apparailled  porely  ;  provide  of  porte  ; 
The  feven  facramentes  thei  doen  fell ; 
In  cattell  catching'  is  ther  comfort  : 
Ofeche  mattir  thei  wollin  mell ; 
To  doen  'hem  wrong  is  ther  difport ; 
To  afraie  the  peple  thei  ben  fell, 
And  hold  'hem  lower  than  doeth  the  lordr, 

,._•-•,..  „  .          . 

And  for  the  tithing ^of  a  ducke^  . 
Or  of  an  apple  or  an  aie, 
Thei  make  men  fwere  upon  a  boke  ; 
Lo  !  thus  thei  foulin  Chrift'is  f4ie  : 
Soche  berln  evill  hevin  kaie  j 
Thei  mowin  affoile,  thei  mowe  fl'jrive, 
With  mennis  wivis  ftrongly  plaie, 
And  with  true  tillers,  fturte  and  ftrive, 

At  the  wreftling  and  at  the  wake, 
And  the  chief  chauntours  at  the  nale, '} 
Market  beters,  and  medling  make, 
Hoppen'  and  houtin  with  heve  and  hale  }- 
At  faire  frefhe,  and  at  win  2  ftale, 
Thei  dine  and  drinke,  and  make  debate^ 
The  feven  facramentes  let  a  faile  ; 
Kepe  foche  the  kaies  of  hevin  gate  ? 

Mennis  wivis  thei  wollmhoid, 
And  though  that  thei  ben  right  fory, 
To  fpeke  thei  {hull  hot  be  fo  bold, 
For  fompning  to'  the  confiftory< 
And  make  ^hem  faie  with  mouthe  I  lie ; 
Though  thei  it  fuwin  with  ther  eye 
His  lemman  hoidin  opinly 
No  man  fo  harcte  W  alke  why. 

He  woll  have  tithing  and  offring 
Maugre  v/hofoevir  it  grutche, 
And  twife  on  the  dale  he  woll  fmg  ) 
Godd'is  prieftis  ne  were  ngne  fo-.-he  j 


He' mote  go  hunte  with  Jugge  and  biche, 
And  Movveri  hi.?  horne  and  cryin  Hey, 
And  forcerie  ufen  as  a  witche  ; 
Soche  kepin  evill  Peter's  key. 

Yet  thei  mote  have  fome  ftocke  or  ftone" 
Gaily  pain-rid  and  proudly  dight, 
To  makin  men  Ihrin  upon, 
And  faie  that  it  is  full  of  might", 
About  foche  m-enfet  ftp  grete  light, 
Other  foche  ftockes  fhull  ftande  therby 
As  darke  as  if  it  were  midnight, 
For  it  maie  makin  no  raaftrie. 

That  it  the  leude  peple  fc  mowe,- 
Thou  Mary,thou  worcheff  wcndir  thinges*,. 
About  that  that  rtien  offrin  to 
Hongin  brochis,  ouchis,  and  ringes  ; 
The  prieff  purchafith  the  offringes, 
But  he  n'ill  offir  to'  none  image  : 
Wo  is  the  foule  that  he"  forfinges 
*That  prechith  for  foche  pilgrimage  F 

To  men  and  women  that  ben  pore, 
Which  that  ben  Chriffis  owne  likeneife, 
Men  fhulleii  offir  at  ther  d'ore,. 
That  fuffre  hungir  and  diftreffe, 
And  to  foche  image  ofiir  leffe, 
That  mowe  not  fel'e  rre  thirftefle  coldj; 
The  pore  in  fpirite  gan  Chrift  bkffe, 
Therfore  offritfc  to  feble'  and  old. 

Buckilers-brodc  andfwerdis  long, 
Baudrike,  with  bafehrdis  kene, 
Soche  toles  about  ther  necke  thei  hong  : 
With  Antichrift  foche  prieftis  ben  ; 
Upon  ther  dedes  it  is  well  fene 
Whom  thei  fervin,  whom  thei  honouren  j- 
Antichrift'is  thei  ben  all  clene,  ' 
And  Goxlfd'is  godes  falfly  devouren. 

Of  fcarfet  and  gi-ene  gaie  gounes,  • 
That  mote  be  fhapin  for  the  newe, 
To  ciippin  and  kiffin  in  tounes 
The  damofeles  that  to  the  daunce  fe\Ve, 
Cuttid  clothes,  to  fewe  ther  hewe, 
With  long  •  pikis  on  ther  (hone  : 
Our  Godd'is  gofpell  ;s  not  true  ; 
Either  thei-  ferve  the  deviH  or  none. 

Now  ben  the  prieftis  pokes  fo  wide 
Men  mutt:  enlarge  the  veftiment, 
The  holy  gofpell"  they  doen  hide 
For  the  tontrarien  in  raiment ; 
•Such  priftes  of  .Lucifer  ben  fent : 
Like  conquerours  thei  ben  araied, 
The  proude  pendamnes  at  ther  ars  pent, 
Falfely  the  trueth  thei  han  betraied. 

Shrift  filvir  foche  wollin  affceis, 
And  wollin  men  crepe  to'thecrouche; 
None  of  the  facrameutes  favfe  afkis 
Withouten  moed'e  (hall  no  man  touchc ; 
On  ther  bifhop  ther  warant  vouche, 
That  is  a  law  of 'the  dccre  : 
With  mede  and  money  thus  thei  mouchc, 
And  thus  thei  fUia  is  charite. 

Within  the  ttlfddis  of  ther  mafic 
Thei  n'ill  have  no  man  but  for  hire, 
And  full  fhortly  let  forth  ypaffe  ; 
Jtothe  ihull  men  findin  in  cchs  fhirc 
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That  parfonriges  for  gaine*  dellfS - 
To  live  in  likiucr  and  in  luftes ; 
I  daTC  riot  fain/am  ofejeo  di're 
That  foche  ben  Antichrift'is  prieftis; 

Or  thei  yef  the  bifhoppis  why, 
Or  thei  mote  ben  in  his  fervicc, 
And  holdin  forth  ther  harlottrie, 
Soche  prelates  ben  of  fcblc3"  emprife  ; 
Of  Godd'is  grame  foche  men  agrife, 
For  foche  mattirs  that  takin  mede, 
How  thel'  excufe  hem^  and  in  w 
Methinketh  thei  ought  grctcly  drede. 

Thei  fain  that  it  to*  no  man  longeth 
To  r'eprove  them  tliough  that  thei  erre, 
But  falfly  Godd'is  godes  thei  fongeth, 
And  therwkh  mainteir*  wo  arrd  werre  • 
Ther  dedes  fhoirld  be  ar.  bright  as  fterre, 
Ther  living  leud.'  maon'js  light  : 
Thei  faie  th-e-Pope  ne  maie  not  erre  ; 
Nede  muft  that  paffin  mann'is  might. 

Though''  a  prieft  Tie  with  his  lemman' 
And  tellen  his  fclovve  and  he  him, 
He  goith  to  maffe  anon  right^ 
And  faieth  he  fingeth  out  of  finne  ; 
His  birde  abideth  hira  at  his  inne, 
And  dighteth  his  diner  the  mene  while, 
He  fingeth  his  maffe  for  he  would  wirfiiey 
An.d  fo  he  wenith  God  begile. 

'Hem  thirrkith  long  till  thei  be  met,. 
And  that  the i  ufe'  foith  all  the  yerej 
Emong  the  folfce  whan  he  is  fet 
He  hc-ldith  no  man  half  his  peri;  : 
Of  the  bifhop'he  hath  powefe 
To  foile  men,  or  els  thei  ben  lore, 
His  abfolucion  maketh  them  fkere  ; 
Wo  is  the  foule  that  he  fingeth  for  ! 

The  Griffon  began  for  to  thretc, 
And  faied.  Of  moulds  canft  thou  ought  ? 
The  Pelli'can  faid,  Thei  ben  full  grete, 
And  in  this  world  moche  wo'  hath  wrought 5 
Sairwil  Benet,  that  ther  ordir  brought, 
Ne  made  'hem  ner  in  foche  manere, 
I  trowe  it  came  ner  in  his  thought 
ThaC  thei  fhould  ufe  »j  grete  powere. 

That  a  man  fhould  a  monke  Lorde  caH., 
Ne  ferve  him  on  knees  as  a  king ; 
He  -is  as  proude  as  prince  in  pall, 
In  mete  and  drinke,  and  in  all  thing  : 
Some  weren  a  miter  and  ring, 
With  double  worffid  well  idight, 
With  roiall  mete  and  riche  drinke, 
And  rid,e  on  courfer  as  a  knight. 

With  haukis  and  with  houndis  ek'c, 
With  broche  or  ouchis  on  his  hode  ; 
Some  faie  no  maffe  in  all  a  weke'j 
Of  deintees  is  ther  moftc  fode 
With  lordfliippis  and  with  bondmen  >. 
This  is  a  roiall  regioun  j 
Sainift  B;jnet  made  ner  non  of  'hem 
To  have  lordfhip  of  man  ne  toune. 

Now  thei  ben  queint  and  curious, 
With  fine  clothe  clad  and  fervM  clen^j. 
Protule,  and  angrie,  and  envious, 
Malice  is  mochil  that  thei  mene  ^ 
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tn  catching  craftie  and  covetous, 
Lordly  livin  in  grete  liking  ; 
This  living'  is  not  religious 
According  to  Benct's  living-. 

Thei  ben  clerkes,  and  courts  ovir  fe, 
Ther  pore  tenaunce  fully  thei  flite; 
The  hier  a  man  amercid  be 
The  gladlyir  thei  woll  it  write  : 
This  is  farre  from  Chriftcs  poverte; 
For  all  with  cove'tife  thei  endite; 
On  the  pore  thei  have  no  pite, 
Ne  ner  'hem  cherifhe  but  or  bite. 

And  comminly  foche  ben  comen 
Of  pore  peple',  and  of  'hem  begete, 
That  this  perfection  han  inomen  : 
Ther  fathirs  ride  but  on  their  fete, 
And  travaile  fore  for  that  thei  etc, 
In  povert  livith  yong  and  old  ; 
Ther  fathirs  fuffreth  drought  and  wetej 
Many  hungrie  meles,  thurfte,  and  cold. 
And  all  this  the  monkes  han  forfake 
for  Chrift'is  love  and  Sain  (it  Benete, 
To  pride  and  efe  have  'hem  betake  ; 
This  religion  is  ill  befete  :   , 
Had  thei  ben  out  of  gret  religion 
Thei  muft  have  hangid  at  the  plowe, 
Threfhid  and  diked  fro  toune  to  toune,1 
With  forie  mete  not  halfe  inovve. 

Therfore  thei  han  this  all  forfake, 
And  take  to  riches,  pride,  and  efe ; 
Full  fewe  for  God  wol  monkes  'hem  make; 
Lite  is  foche  ordir  for  to  praife ; 
Saindr.  Benet  ordained  it  not  fo, 
feut  bad  hem  to  the  chere'liche, 
In  churchliche  rrianir  live  and  go, 
Boiftous  in  yerth,  and  not  lordliche. 
Thei  difclaunderin  Saindl  Benet, 
Therfore  thei  have  his  holy  curfe ; 
JSainct  Eenet  with  hem  never  met 
But  if  thei  thought  to  robbe  his  purfe. 
I  can  no  more  here  of  'hem  tell 
But  that  thei  ben  like  tho  before, 
And  clene  fervc  the  devill  of  hell, 
And  ben  his  trefure  and  his  ftore ; 

And  all  foche  othir  counterfaitours^ 
Chanons,  canons,  and  foche  difgifed, 
Ben  Godd'is  enemies  and  traitours^ 
His  religion  han  fo'ule  difpifed ; 
And  of  freris  I  have  before 
Told  in  a  makinof  a  crede, 
And  yet  I  could  tell  worfe  and  mof  e, 
But  men  Would  werien  it  to  rede. 

As  Goddes  godenes  no  man  tell  might, 
Ne  write  ne  fpeke,  ne  thinke  in  thought, 
So  ther  falfhed  and  ther  unright 
Maie  no  man  tell  that  ere  God  wrought. 
The  Griffon  faied,  Thou  canft  no  gode, 
Thou  came  her  of  no  gentill  kinde  ; 
Othir  I  trowe  thou  waxift  wode 
Or  ellis  then  haft  lofte  thy  minde. 

Should  holy  churche  yhave  no  hcddc 
Who  fhould  ybe  her  governailc, 
Who  fhould  her  rule,  who  fhould  her  reddc, 
Who  fhould  her  forthren,  who  availe  ? 


Eche  man  fhall  live  by 
Who  heft  doith  fhall  have  moft  mede  : 
With  ftrength  if  men  the  churche  affaile 
With  ftrength  men  muft  defendc  her  uede. 

And  if  the  Pope  were  purely  pore 
And  nedy,  and  nothing  ne  had, 
He  fhuld  be  drive  from  dore  to  dore  ; 
The  wickid  of  him  n'okle  not  drad  : 
Of  foche  an  hedde  men  would  be  fade, 
And  finfully  liven'  as  'hem  luft  ; 
With  ftrength  amendis  foche  be  made* 
With  wepin  wolves  from  fhepe  be  wuil. 

If  that  the  Pope  and  prelates  would 
So  begge  and  bid,  bo  we  and  borowe; 
Holy  churche  fhould  yftande  full  cold, 
Her  fervauntes  fit  and  foupe  fbrowe  ; 
Arid  thei  were  noughtie,  foule,  and  hcrovrc, 
To  worfhip  God  men  would  wlate 
Both  on  evin  and  on  morowe  : 
Soche  harlotrie  men  would  hate. 

And  therfore  men  of  holy  churche 
Shouldin  be  honefte  in  all  thing, 
And  worfhipfull  God's  workis  werche; 
So  feme  th  it  to  ferve  Chrift  ther  king 
In  honeft  and  in  ckne-clothing, 
With  veffels  of  gold  and  clothes  riche 
To  God  honeftly  to'  make  offring, 
For  to  his  lordfliip  none  is  liche.         ...-;•  ,< 

The  Pellican  cuft  an  houge  crie, 
And  faied,  Alas!  why  fuieft  tho'u  fo? 
Chrift  is  our  hede  that  fitteth  on  hie, 
Heddis  ne  ought  we  have  no  mo ;        ..4 
We  ben  his  membres  bothe  alfo, 
Fathir  he  taught  us  call  him  als, 
Maifters  to  call  forbad  he  tho ; 
All  maifters  ben  wickid  and  faH 

That  takith  maillrie  in  his  name 
Ghoftly,  and  to  win  yerthly  gode ; 
Kingis  and  lordes  fhould  lordfliip  have, 
And  rule  the  peple  with  milde  mode, 
But  Chrift,  for  us  that  fhed  his  blode, 
Bad  his  priefts  no  maiftirfhip  have, 
Ne  carke  not  for  clothis  ue  fode ; 
From  aH  mifchief  he  woli  'hem  fave. 

Ther  riche  clothes  fhall  be  f  ightwi/iiefiej 
Ther  trefure  a  true  life  fliall  be, 
Charite  flial  be  ther  rieheffe, 
Ther  Lordfliip  fhall  be  unite, 
And  hope  in  God  ther  honefte, 
Ther  veffell  a  clene  confcience  ; 
?ore  in  fprire,  and  humilitc, 
Shall  be  holy  church'is  defence. 

What !  faied  the  Griffon,  maie  thtf  grere 
That  othir  folkis  faren  wele  ? 
What  haft  thou  to  doin  with  ther  live  ? 
I'hy  falfhed  every  man  maie  fele, 
"or  thou  ne  canft  no  cattell  gete, 
Jut  liveft  in  londe  as  a  lorcll, 
With  glofing  gettift  thou  thy  mete  ; 
So  farith  the  devil  in  hell. 

He  would  that  eche  man  there  fliould  dwell, 
7or  he  livith  in  clene  envic, 
o  with  the  tales  that  thou  doeft  teli 
Thqu  wopldeft  othir  peple  deftrU 
Pij 


i"HE    PLOWMAN'S   TALE. 


With  your  glofc  and  your  herefie, 
Tor  ye  can  live  no  bettir  life 
But  clene  in  fals  hypocrifie, 
And  bringift  the  in  wo  and  ftrife. 

And  therwith  have  ye  not  doen, 
For  ye  ne  havin  here  ne  cure  ; 
Ye  ferve  the  deviil,  not  God  ne  man, 
And  he  ihall  payin  you  your  hire  ; 
.For  ye  wolfarin  wel  at  feftes-, 
And  be  warm  clothid  for  the  cold,- 
Therfore  ye  glofin*  Godd'is  hcftes, 
And  begile  peple  yong  and  old. 

And  all  the  fevin  facramentes 
Ye  fpeke  ayenft  as  ye  were  flie, 
Tithings,  offringes,  with  your  ententes, 
And  on  your  Lerd'is  body  lie  : 
All  this  ye  doen  to  live  in  efer. 
As  who  fay  ith- ther  ben  ndne  foche, 
And  fain  The  Pope'  is  not  worth  a  pefer 
To  make  the  peple'  ayen  him  groche. 

And  this  ycommith  in  by  fendes 
To  bring  the  Chr.iftin  in  diftaunce, 
For  thei  would  tliae  no  man  were  frendes* 
Levith  thy  chattring  with  mifchaunce  ! 
If  thou  live  well  what  wik  thou  more? 
Let  othir  men  live  as  'hem  lift, 
Spendin  ther  gode  or  kepe  in  ftore  ; 
Othir  mennes  confidence  ner  thou  n'ift. 

Ye  han  no  cure  to  anfwere  fore  ; 
What  meddle1'  ye  that  han  not  to  doen  *' 
Let  men  liv*  as  thei  han  doen  yore, 
For  thou  {halt  anfwere  for  namaoi, 
The  Pellican  fayid,  Sir,  naie,, 
J  ne  difpiiid  not  the  Pope 
Ne  no  facrament,  fothe  to  faie, 
But  fpeke  in  charite'  and  gode  hope  : 

But  I  difpife  ther  hie  pride,' 
Ther  welthe  that  ihould  be  pore  in  fprite; 
Ther  wickidneffe  is  knowe  fo  wide, 
Thei  fervin  God  in  falfe  habite. 
And  tournin-  mekeneffe  into  pride, 
And  lowlineffe  intor5  hie  degre^ 
And  Godd'is  wordis  tourne  and  hide;, 
And  I  am  moved  by  charite 

To  lettin  men  to  livin  fo 
With  all  my  conning  and  my  might, 
And  to  warnin  men  of  ther  wo, 
And  to  tellin  'hem  trouth  and  right. 
The  facramentes  "be  foul'is  hek 
if  thei  ben  ufid  in  gode  ufe  ; 
Ayenft  that  fpeke  I  ner  »  dek, 
For  than  ne  were  I  nothing  \vife  • 

But  thei  that  ufe  'hem  in  mi  fie  manereV 
Or  fet  'hem  up  to  any  fale, 
I  trowe  thoi  ftall  abie  'hem  der« ; 
This  is  my  refon,  this  my  tde  : 
Who  fo  taketh   hem  uimghtfulliche 
Ayenft  the  ten  commandementes3- 
Or  ellcs  by  glofe  Wfechidliche 
SeJleth  any  of  the  facrarnantes, 

I  trowc'thei  doe  the  dcvill  homage, 
In  that  thei  wetin  thei  doe  wrong, 
And  therto  I  ilare  well  to  wage 
Thei  ferve  Sathan  for  all  their  fong. 


To  tithen'  and  offre'  is  holfome  life", 
So  it  be  doen  in  due  manere, 
A  man  to  houfelin  and  to  fhrive, 
Wedding,  and  all  othir  in  fere. 

So  it  be  nother  folde  ne  bought, 
Ne  take  ne  give  for  covetife, 
And  it  be  fo  taken'  it  is  nought ; 
Who  fclleth  him  fo  maie  fore  agrife  : 
On  our  Lorcles  bedy'  I  doe  not  lie,. 
I  faie  the  fothe  thorough  true  rede, 
His  flefhe  and  blode,  through  his  mrfterie^ 
Is  there  all  in  the  forme  of  brede. 

How  it  is  there  it  nedeth  not  ftrive,. 
Whethre'  it  be  fubget  or  accident, 
But  as  Chrift  was  whan  he'  was  on  live 
So  is  he  there  in  verament.. 
If  Pope  or  cardi'nall  live  gode  live, 
As  Chrift  us  bad  in  his  gofpell, 
Ayenft  that  ne  woll  I  not  ftrive, 
But  me  thinkith  thei  live  not  well  ; 

For  if  the  Pope  lived  as  God  bedde,. 
Pride  and  highnefle  he  ihould  difpifer 
Richefle,  covetife,  and  crounc  on  heddc  ^ 
Mekenefie  and  porerte'  he  Ihould  ufe. 
The  Griffon  faied  he  (liould  abaie, 
1'hou  {halt  be  brent  in  balefull  fire, 
And  all  thy  fed  I  fh-all  diftrie  ; 
Ye  fliall  be  hangid  by  the  fwire, 

Ye  fliulle  be  hangid  and  to  drawe  : 
Who  givith  you  leve  for  to  preche, 
Or  fpekh>  ayenft  Godd'is  lawe, 
And  the  peple  thus  falfely  teche  ? 
Thou  (halt  be  curCed  with  boke  and  bcllj 
And  diflevered  from  holie  churche, 
And  clene  idampnid  into  hell, 
Othirwife  but  ye  wollki  worche. 

The  Pelli'can  faied,  That  I  ne  dredc; 
Your  curfing  is  of  lite  value  ; 
Of  God  I  hope  to  have  my  mede, 
For  it  is  falihed  that  ye  fliewe, 
For  ye  ben  out  of  charite, 
And  wilne  vengcaunce,  as  did  Nero  : 
To  fuffrin  I  wol  redy  be  ; 
I  drede  not  all  that  thou  canft  do. 

Chrift  bad  ones  fuffre  for  his  love, 
And  fo  he  taught  all  his  fervauntes, 
But  thou'  amende  for  his  fake  above  ;. 
I  drede  not  all  thy  maintenaunce  ; 
For  if  I  drede  the  world'is  hate, 
Me  thinkith  I  were  lite  to  praife  : 
I  drede  nothing  your  hie  eftate, 
Ne  I  ne  drede  not  your  difefe. 

Wollirt  ye  tourne  and  leve  your  pride. 
And  your  hie  porte  and  your  richeffe, 
Your  curfing  Ihould  not  go  fo  wide  ; 
God  bring  you  into  right  wifeneffe  ! 
For  I  drede  not  your  tirannie* 
For  nothing  that  ye  can  ydoen  ;, 
To  fuffre  I  am  all  redie, 
Sikir  I  recke  nevir  how  fone. 

The  Griffon  grinned  as  he  were  wade,, 
And  lokid  lovely  as  an  o\vle, 
And  fwore  by  cock'is  herte  and  blode 
He  wold  him  tere  every  doule ; 
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Holy  churche  thou  difclaundrift  fouk  ; 
For  thy  fpeche  I  woll  the  to  race, 
And  mak$  thy  flefh  to  rote  aud  motile-; 
I-ofell,  thou  fhait  have  harde  grace, 

The  Griffon  flewe  forth  on  his  waie, 
The  Pellican  did  fit  and  wepe, 
And  to  himfelf  he  gan  to  faie, 
God  would  that  any  of  Chriftes  fhepc 
Had  herdin,  and  itaken  kepe 
Eche  a  word  that  here  fayid  was, 
And  would  it  write  and  well  ikepe  ; 
Cod  would  it  were  all  for  his  grace  ! 

Plo-wman. 

I  anfwerid,  and  faied  I  would, 
If  for  my  travaile  one  would  pey. 

Pellican. 

He  faied  yes  ;  thefe  ther  God  han  fold, 
For  thei  han  grete  ftore  of  money. 

Ploiuman. 

I  fayid,  Tell  me  and  thou  male, 
Why  tellift  thou  menn'is  trefpace  ? 
Pellican. 

He  faid,  To'  amende  hem  in  gode  fay, 
If  God  woll  give  me  any  grace  ; 

For  -Chrift  himfelf  is  .liken  to  me, 
That  for  his  peple  died  on  rode  ; 
As  fare  -1  right  fo  farith  he, 
He  fedith  his  birdes  with  his  bLode  : 
But  thefe  doen  evill  ayenft  Gode, 
And  ben  his  foen  undir  frendes  face  ; 
I  told  'hem  how  ther  living  ftode, 
And  God  amende  'hem  for  his  grace  ! 

Ploiuman. 

What  ailith  .the  Griffon,  tell  why 
That  he  holdith  on  the'  othir  fide, 
For  thei  two  yben  likily 
And  with  lundis  yrobin  wide. 


The  foule  betokLnith  pride, 
As  Lucifer  that  high  flewe  was, 
And  fith  he  did  him  in  ill  hide, 
For  he  agilted  Godd'is  grace. 

As  birde  flyith  up  in  the  dire, 
And  livith  by  birdes  that  ben  meke, 
So  thefe  ben  flowe  up  in  difpaire, 
And  fhendin  fely  foulis  eke.  ; 
The  foulis  that  ben  in  finnes  eke 
He  culleth  'hem  ;  knele  therfore,  alas! 
For  bribrie  Godd'is  forbode  breke  ; 
But  God  amende  it  for  his  grace] 

The  hinder  parte  is  a  loun, 
A  robber  and  a  raviner, 
That  robbetb  the  peple  in  y£r;h  doune, 
And  in  yerth  holdith  none  his  pere  : 
So  fareth  this  foule  both  ferre  and  nere, 
With  tempo'rel  ftrength  the  peple  chafe 
As  a  lion  proude  in  yerth  here  -} 
May  God  amende  'hem  for  his  grace  I 


.  Pellican. 

He  flewe  forth  with  his  wingis  twain 
All  drouping.  and  dafid,  and  dull, 
But  fone~the  Griffon  game  again, 
•Of  his  foulis  the  yerth  was  full; 
The  Pelli'can  he  had  caft.to  pull, 
•So  greie  nombre  ner  fene  ther  was. 
What  manir  of  foules  telle  I  woll, 
If  God  wol  give  me  of  his  grace. 

With  the  Griffon  come  foulis  fele.?     • 
Ravins,  rokis,  crowis,  and  pie, 
And  graie  foulis,  agadrid  wele, 
Igurde  above  they  wouldin  hie, 
Gledis  and  bofardes  weren  'hem  by, 
White  molles  and  puttockes  toke  ther  plare.s 
And  lapwinges,  that  wel  conith  lie,; 
This  .company'  han  forlete  ther  grace. 

Long  while  the  Pellican  was  oute, 
JBut  at  4aft  he  oommith  againe, 
And  brought  with  him  the  phenix  ftoute; 
The  Griffon  would  have  flow  ful  faine, 
His  foulis  flewen  as  thicke  as  raine, 
The  phenix  tho  began  'hem  chace; 
To  flie  from  him  it  was  in  vaine,  " 
For  he  did  vengeaunce  and  no  grace. 

He  flewe  'hem  doune  without  mercy:; 
There  eftarte  neither  fre  ne  thrall ; 
On  him  they  caft  a  f  uf-ull  crie 
Whan  that  the  Griffon  doivn  was  fall ; 
He  bete  him  not,  but  flewe  hem  all : 
Where  he  'hem  drove*  no  man  may  traces 
Under  the  erth  methought  they  yall; 
Alas,  they  had  a  feble  grace  ! 

The  Pellican  then  axid  right  - 
For  my  writing  if  I  have  blame 
Who  then  wol  for  me  fight  of  flight  > 
Who  fhullin  fhelde  me  from  fhame  ? 
He  that  yhad  a  maide  to  dr.nie, 
And  the  Lambe  that  flaine  ywas, 
Shal  fheldin  me  from  goftly  blame, 
For  erthely  harme  is  Godd'is  grace. 

Therfore  I  pray  every  man 
Of  my  writing  have  me  excufed, 
This  writing  writeth  the  Pellican, 
That  thus  thefe  peple  hath  difpifcd  ; 
For  I  am  frefhe  fully  advifed 
I  n'Ul  notrmaintene  his  menace, 
For  the  devill  is  ofte  4ifguifed 
To  bring  a  man  to  evil  grace, 

Witith  the  Pelli'cjm  and  not  me, 
For  herof  I  n'il  not  avowe 
In  hie  ne  lowe,  ne  no  degre, 
But  as  fable  iake  it  ye  mowe. 
To  holy  churche  I  will  me  bo  we ; 
£che  man  to'  amende  him  Chrifle  fende  ipAce 
AndJbr  my  writing*  rne  alowe 
He  that*  is  almighty  for  his  grace, 

Ktre  tfkfh  tie  Plowman's  T^ir. 
P  iij 
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THE    PROLOGUE; 


Or,  The  mery  adventure  of  the  Pardonere  and  Taj^ere  at  the  Inn  at  Canterbury* 


WHEN  all  this  fr-efli  felefhip  were  come  to  Can- 

tirbury, 
As  ye  have  herde  to  fore,  with  Talys  glad  a.nd 

merry, 

Som  cf  fotill  fentence  of  vertue  and  of  lore, 
And  fom  of  othir  mirthis,  for  them  that  hold  no 
Of  wifdom,  ne  of  holynes,  ne  of  chivalry,   [{lore 
Nethir  of  yertuoufe  matere,  but  to  foly 
Leyd  wit  and  luftis  all  t«  fuch  japis 
As  hurlewaynes  meyne  in  every  hegg  that  rapes 
Thorough  unftabill  myhde,    ryght  as    the  levis 

grene  9 

Stondewn  ageyn  the  wedir,  ryght  fo  by  them  I 

mene  ; 

But  no  more  hereof  <iowe  at  this  ilche  tyme, 
In  faving   of  my  feptence,  my  Prolog,  and  roy 

ryme. 
They  toke  the'r  in,  and  loggit  them  at  mydmo- 

rowe  I  trdwe, 
Alle  cheker  of  the  hope  that  many  a  man  doth 

knowe ; 
Their  Hooft  pf  Southworke,  that  with  them  wenf, 

as  ye  have-  herde  to  fore, 
That  was  revyler  of  them  al,  of  las  and  eke  of 

more, 
Ordeyned  their  dyner  wifely  or  they  to  chirch 

went, 
Such  vitaillis  as  he  fondc  in  town,  and  for  noon 

othir  fent. 
The  Pardonere  behel'de  the  befynes,   how  flat  is 

wer  ifervid, 

Dilfkennyng  hym  al  prively,  and  a  fyde  fwervid  : 
The  hpilelyre  was  fo  halowid  fro  o  plafe  'to  nn- 

other, 
He  toke  his  ftaffe  to  the  Tapflere  :  Welcom  myn 

0^11. brother, 

Quod  Ihe,  with  a  frendly  loke,  al  redy  for  to  kys  ; 
And  he,  as  a  man  i  ler.ned  of  fuch  kyndnes, 
3iacyd.hir  by  the  myddyU,  and  made  hir  gladly 

cherc, 


As  thoughs  he  had  iknowen  hir  al  the  ratliic 

yeer  : 
She  halid  hym  into  the  tapflry  there  hir  bed  way 

was  makid ; 
Lo,  here  I  ligg,    (quod  fhe)   myfelf  al  nyght  al 

n  ale  id , 

Without  manny's  company  fyn  my  love  was  dede, 
Jenkyn  Harpour,  yf  ye  hym  knevye  :  from  fete> 

to  the  hede 

Was  not  a  luftier  perfone  to  daunce  ne  to  lepe 
Then  he  was,  thoughe  I  it  fey  :  and  therwith  to 

wepe 
She  made,  and  with  hir  napron  feir  and  white 

ywalh 

She  wypidfoft  hir'eyen  for  teris  that  fhe  out  lafh 
As  grete  as  any  mylftone  :    upward    gon  they 

ftert 
For  love  of  her  fwetyng,  that  fat  fo  nighe  hir 

hert : 
She  wept  and  waylid,  and  wrong  her  hondis,  and 

made  much  to  done, 
For  they  that  loven  fapaffyngly  fych  trovves  they 

have  echon  : 
She-fnyffith,  fighith,  and  fhoke  hire  hede,  and 

made  rouful  cher  : 
B^.nedic;t^  !  quod  the  Pardonere,  and  toke  hir  by 

the  fwere, 
Yee  make  forwe    inowgh,    quod  he,    your  life 

though  ye  fhuld  lefe. 
It  is  no  wondir,  quod  fhe  than ;  and  therwith  fhe 

gan  to  fnefe. 
Aha  !  al  hole,  quod  the  Pardonere  ;  your  penaunce 

is  fomewhat  paffid. 
God  forbede  it  els !  quod  Ihe,  but  it  v/ere  fom- 

what  laflid  ; 
I  might  nat  lyve  els,  thowe  \votift,  and  it  flrald 

long  endure ;  '  • 

Now  bleffid  be  God  of  mendemer.te  of  hc!e  ar.4 

eke  of  cv.re ! 
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the  Pardonere  tho  anoon,  and  tokc  hir  by 
the  chymie, 
And  fayd  to  hir  thefe  wordis  tho  ;  Alas  that  love 

is  fyn  ! 
So  kynd  a  lover   as  ye  be  oon,  and  fo  trew  of 

herte, 

For  be  my  trewe  confidence  yit  for  yewe  I  ftnerte, 
And  fhall  this  month  hereafter,  for  your  foden 

difefe; 
Now  wele  wer  hym  ye  lovid  fo  he  coud  you 

plefe; 
I  durfl  fwere  uponabook  that  trewe  he  ihuld  yewe 

fynd, 

For  he  that  is  fo  yore  dede  is  grene  in  yeur  mynd. 
Ye  made  me  a  fory  man ;  I  dred  ye  wold  have 

ftervid. 
Graunt  mercy,  gentil  Sir,  quod  fhe,  that  ye  un- 

afervid  7 

Yee  be  a  nobile  man,  ibleffid  mut  yee  be  : 
Sit  down;   ye  fhul  drynk.     Nay  I  wis  (quod  he) 
I  am  faftyng  yit,  myne  own  heit'isrote. 
Faftyng  yit,  alafs !  quod  fhe ;  therof  I  can  gode 

bote. 

She  ftert  into  the  town  and  fet  a  py  al  hole, 
And  fet  to  fore  the  Pardonere ;  Jenken,  I  ween 

I  n'ote 
Is  that  your  name  I  yow  prey,     I  wis,  myn  own 

fuftir, 

So  was  I  enformed  of  them  that  did  me  foftir. 
And  what  is  yowrs?  Kitt,  iwis;  fo   cleped  me 

my  dame. 
And  Godd'is  bleffing  have  thow,  Kitt ;  now  broke 

wel  thy  name ; 

And  privylich  unlafid  his  both  eyen  liddes, 
And  lokid  hir  in  the  vifage  paramour  and  amyddis, 
And  fighed  there  with  a  litil  time  that  ftie  it  here 

myghte, 
And  gan  to  rown  and  feyn  this  fong,  Now,  love, 

then  do  me  rigbte. 
Etc  and  be  merry,  quod  fhe ;  why  breke  ye  nowt 

your  faft  ? 

To  wait  more  feleihip  it  were  but  work  in  wafte. 
Whi  make  ye  fo  dull  chere  ?  for  your  love  at 

home  ? 

Nay,  forfooth,  myne  own  hert,  it  is  for  ypu  aloon, 
For  me  ?  alas !  what  fey  ye?  that  wer  a  fimple  prey, 
Trewlich  yit,  quod  the  Pardonere,  it  is  as  I  yewe 

fey. 
Ye,  etith  and  beth  mery  ;  we  wol  fpeke  theroi 

fone ; 

Brtnnyd  cat  dredith  feir  :  it  is  mery  to  be  a  loon  ; 
For  by  our   Lady  Mary,  that  bare  Jefus    on  hi] 
I  coud  nevir  love  yit  but  it  did  me  harm,      [arm 
For  evir  my  manere  hath  be  to  love  ovirmuch. 
Now  Crift'is  bleffing,  quod  the  Pardonere,  go  witl 

al fuch. 
JLo !  how  the  ciowdis  worchyn  eeh  man  to  met< 

his  mach, 

For  trewly,  gentil  Criftian,  I  ufe  the  fame  tach, 
And  have  ydo  many  a  yer  :   I  may  it  nat  forbere 
For  Kynd  -wall  have  Us  coun  though  men  the  con 
fwere  : 
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\nd  therwith  he  ftert  up  fmertly  and  call  down 

a  grote. 

What  flial  this  do,  gentil  Sir  ?  Nay,  Sir,  for  my 

n'old  ye  payd  a  peny  her  and  fo  fone  pas.    [rote 

The  Pardoner  fwore  his  grette  othe  he  wold  pay 

no  las. 

wis,  Sir,  it  is  ovir  do,  but  fith  it  is  yowr  will 
woll  putt  it  in  my  purfe  left  yee  it  take  in  ill 
To  refufe  your  curtefy  :  and  therwith  fhe  gan  to 

bo  we. 
Slow  trewly,  quod  the  Pardoner,    yeur  manevs 

been  to  lowe, 
For  hadyecountid  ftreytly,and  nothing leftbehind, 
i  might  have  wele  ydemed  that  ye  be  unkind, 
A.nd  eke  untrewe  of  hert,  and  fooner  me  forgete, 
But  ye  lift  be  my  treforer,  for  we  (hall  offter  mete. 
Now  certen,  quod  the  Tapfter,  ye  have  a  rede  ful 

even, 

As  wold  to  God  ye  couth  as  wele  undo  my  f«'even 
That  I  my  felf  did  mete  this  nyght  that  is  ypaffid, 
How  I  was  in  a  chirch  when  it  was  all  ymaflid, 
And  was  in  my  devocioune  tyl  fervice  was  al  doon, 
Tyl  the  preeft  and  the  clerk  boyftly  bad  me  goon, 
And  put  me  out  of  the  chirch  with  an  egir  mode. 
Now  Seynt  Daniel,  quod  the  Pardonere,  your 

fwevyn  turn  to  gode, 
And  I  woll  halfow  it  to  the  beft,  have  it  in  yeur 

mynd, 
For  comyngly  of  thefe  fvvevyhgs  the  contrary  mea 

fhul  fynd. 

Ye  liave  be  a  lover  glad,  and  litil  joy  yhad  ; 
Plick  up  a  lufty  hert,  and  be  mery  and  glad, 
For  ye  fhul  have  an  hufbond  that  fhall  yewe  wed, 

to  wyve, 

That  fhal  love  yewe  as  hertly  as  his  own  lyve. 
The  preeft  that  put  yew  out  of  chirch  ftiall  lede 

you  in  ageyne, 
And  helps  to  yeur  mariage  with  al  his  might  arid 

main. 

This  is  the  fweven  al  and  fom  Kit ;  how  likith  the? 
Bemytrowithwondirwele,bleffid  mut  thou  we  be  ? 
Then  toke  he  leve  at  thaj:  tyme,  tyll  he  come  efft- 

fone. 

And  went  to  his  felefhip  (as  it  was  to  doon) 
Thoughe  it  be  no  grefe  holynes  to  prcch  this  ilk 

matere, 

And  that  fom  lift  to  her  it,  yit,  Sirs,  ner  the  latter 
Endurith  for  a  while  and  fuflrith  them  that  woll, 
And  ye  fhull  her  how  the  Tapfter  made  the  Par 
doner  pull 

Garlik  all  the  long  nyghte  til  it  was  ncr  end  day  ; 
For  the  more  chere  ihe  made  of  love  the  falfir 

was  her  lay  : 
Bat  litil  charge  gaff  fhe  therof,  tho  fhe  acquit  his 

while, 

For  ethir  is  thought  and  tent  was  othir  to  begile, 
As  ye  fhulhe'iehereaftir,  when  tyme  cormth  and 

fpafe 

To  meve  fuch  matere. — But  now  a  litil  fpafe 
I  wol  return  me  ageyn  to  the  company, 
The  Knyghte  and  al  the  fekfhip,  and  nothing  for 
tQ  ly. 


THE     PARDON  ERE     AND     TAPSTERE. 


Whan  they  xvcr  al  yloggitj  as  fkil  wold  and  refon, 
Everich  aftir  his  degre,  to  chirch  then  was  fefon 
To  pas  and  to  wend  to  make  their  offringis, 
Righte  as  their  devocioune  was,  of  filver  broch 

andryngea; 

Then  at  chirch  dorr  the  curtefy  gan  to  ryfe 
Tyl  the  Knyg'ht,  of  gentilries  that  knewe  right 

welt  the  guyfe, 

Put  forth  the  prelatis,  the  Parfon,  and  his  fere, 
A  Monk  thattook  thefpryngillwith  a  manly chere, 
And  did  as  the  manere  is,  moilid  al  their  patis 
Everich  aftir  othir,  righte  as  they  were  of  ftatis  : 
The  Frer  feynyd  fetbully  the  fpryngill  for  to  hold 
To  fpryng  oppon  the  remnaunt,  that  lor  his  cope 

he  n 'old 

Have  laft  that  occupacioune  in  that  holy  plafe, 
So  longid  his  holy  confcience  to  fe  the  Nonn'is  fafe. 
The  Knyght  went  with  his  compers,  toward  the 

'  holy  fhryne 
To  do  that  they  wer  com  for,  and  aftir  for  to 

dyne : 
The  Pardoner,  and  the  Miller,  and  othir  lewde 

fotes, 

Sought  'hem  felf  in  the  chirch  right  as  lewd  gotes, 
Pyrid  faft  and  pourid  high  upon  the  glafe, 
Counterfetyng  gentilmen  the  armies  for  to  blafe, 
J>iikynering  faft  the  peyntur,  and  for  the  ftory 

mournid, 

And  a  red  al  fo' right  as  rammys  hornyd. 
I-Je  berith  a  balftaff,  quod  the  toon,  and  els  a  ra- 

kid  end;  ' 
Thow  faileft,  quod  the  Miller,  tliow  haft  nat  wel 

thy  mynd ; 

It  is- a  fpere,  yf  thow  canft  fe,  with  a  prik  tofore, 
To  puih  a  down  hisenmy,  and  through  the  fhout- 

der  bore. , 
Pefe,  quod  the  I^ooft  of  Southwprk  ;  let  ftond  the 

wyndbv/  glafid  ; 
Goith  up  and'  doith  your  ofFerynge ;  ye  femith 

htUf  aitiafid': 

Sith  ye  be  in  company  of  honeft  men  and  good 
"VVorchith  fbmwhat  aftir  them,  and  let  the  kynd 

of  brode 

Pas  for  a'tyme;  I  hold  it  for  the  beft, 
for  -yyh(?  doith  aftir  company  may  live  the  bet  }n 

reft.  ' 
Then  paffid  they  forth  boyftly  gogling  with  their 

hedis, 
Rnelid  adown  to  fore  the  fhrine,  and  hertlich  their 

bedis 
They  preyd  to  Seint  Thomas  in  fuche  wyfe  as  they 

coufh  ; 

And  fith  the  holy  relikes  ech  mari  with  his  mowith 
JCifiid,    as  a  gQ'pd,ly  m.v>n}c   the  names   told  and 

taught, 

And  fith  to  othir  places  of  holynes  they  raught, 
And  wer  in  their  deyocioune  tyl  iervice  wer  -al 

doon, 
And  fith  they  drowgh  to  dynerward  as  it  drew  to 

noon, 
Then,  as  manere  and  cuftom  is,  fignes  there  they 

bought, 
For  me*  of  contre  fhuld  know  whome  they  had 

fougKt. 


Eche  man  fet  his  filver  in  fuch  thing  as  they  likidj> 
And  in  the  meen  while  the  Miller  had  ypikid 
Hisbofom  ful  of  fignys  of  Caunterbury  brochis, 
Though  the  Pardoner  and  he  pryvely  in  hir  pou- 

chis, 
They  put  them  afterwards,  that  noon  of  them  it 

wift, 
Save  the  Sompner  feid  fomwhat,  and  feyd  to  he 

lift 
Halff  part,    quod  he,  prively  rownicg  on  their 

ere ; 
Hufht !  pees,  quod  the  Miller,  feift  thou  na;  the 

Frere, 
How  he  lowrith  undir  his  hood  with  a  doggifh 

eye  ? 

Hit  fhuld  be  a  privy  thing  that  he  coud  nat  afpy  ; 
Of  every  craft  he  can   fomwhat  our  Lady  gave 

hym  forowe  ! 
Amen,  tho  quod  the  Sompner,  on  eve  and  eke 

on  morowe  : 
So  curfid  a  Tale  he  told  of  me  the  devill  of  hell 

hem  fpede, 
And  me,  but  yf  I  pay  him  wele  and  quyte  wele 

his  mede, 

Yf  it  hap  homward  that  ech  man  tell  his  Tale, 
As  we  did  hiderward,  though  we  fhuld  fet  at  fale 
All  the  fhrewdnes  that  I  can,  I  woll  hym  nothing 

fpare, 

That  I  n'ol  touch  his  takerd  fomwhat  of  his  care. 
They  fet  their  fignys  upon  their  hedes,  and  fom 

oppon  their  capp, 

And  fith  to  the  dynerward  they  gan  for  to  ftapp. 
Every  man  in  his  degre  wifh  and  toke  his  fete, 
As  they  were  wont  to  doon  at  foper  and  at  mete, 
And  wer  in  filence  for  a  tyme  tyl  good  ale  gan 

arife, 

And  then,  as  nature  axith,  as  thefe  old  wife 
Khowen  wele,  when  veynys  been  fomwhat  re 
plete, 

The  fpirits  wol  fters,  and  alfo  metis  fwete 
Caufen  oft  myrthis  for  to  be  ymevid, 
And  eke  it  was  no  tyme  tho  for  to  be  ygrevid  : 
Every  man  in  his  wyfe  made  hertjy  chere, 
Telling  his  felowe  of  fportys  and  of  chere, 
And  of  othir  mirthis  that  fellyn  by  the  wey, 
As  cuftom  is  of  pylgrytns,  and  hath  been  many  a 

dey, 
The  Hooft  leid  to  his  ere,  of  Southvvorke  as  ye 

knowe, 

And  thenkid  al  the  company  both  high  and  lowe, 
So  wele  kepeing  the  covenauntin  Southvvork  that 

was'  made, 
That  every  man  fhuld  by  the  wey  with  a  Tale 

glade 

All  the  whole  company  in  fhorting  cf  the  wey; 
And  al  is  wele  performed  :  but  than  now  thus  I 

fey, 

That  we  muft  fo  homeward  eche  man  tel  anothir. 
Thus  we  wer  accordit,  and  I  fhuld  be  a  rathir 
To  fet  ye  we  in  governaunce  by  right  ful  juge- 

ment. 
Trewly  Hooft,  quod  the  Frer,  that  was  all  oy? 

affent, 
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With  a  lit.il  mote  that  I  fhall  fey  therto  : 
Yee  graunted  of  yeur  curtefy  that  we  Ihuld  alfo 
All  the  hole  company  fope  with  yewe  at  nyght  ? 
Thus  I  trowe  that  it  was  ;   what  fey  you,   Sir 

Knyght  ? 
It  fhal  nat  nede,  quod  the  Hooft,  to  axe  no  wit- 

nes; 
Your  record  is  good  I  nowe ;  and  of  yeur  gen- 

tilnes 
Yit  1  prey  yew  efft  ageyn  ;  for  by  Seynt  Thomas 

fhryne 

And  ye  woll  hold  covenaunt  I  woll  hold  myne, 
Now  trewely  Hooft,  quod  ^he  Knyght,  ye  have 

right  welyfeyd.; 

And  as  towching  my  perfone  I  hold  me  payde  ; 
And  fo  I  trowe  that  al  doith  :  Sirs,  what  fey  yee  ? 
The  Monk  and  eke  the  Marchaunte  and  al  feid  Ye. 
Then  al  this  aftir-mete,  I  hold  it  for  the  beft; 
To  fport  and   pley  us,  quod  the  Hooft,  e&he  man 

as  hym  left, 

And  go  by  tyme  to  foper  and  to  bed  alfo, 
So  mowe  we  erly  ryfen  our  jorney  for  to  do. 
The  Knyght  arofe  therwithal,  and  caft  on  a  frefher 

gown, 

And  his  fone  anothir,  to  walk  in  the  town,    • 
And  fo  did  all  the  remnaunt  that  were  of  that 

aray, 
That  had  their  chaungis  with  them,  they  made 

them  freih  and  gay, 

Sortid  them  togidir,  right  as  their  luftis  lay, 
As  they  were  more  ufid  travelling  by  the  way> 
The  Knyght  with  his  meyne  went  to  fee  the  walle 
And  the  wards  of  the  town,  as  to  a  knyght  befall, 
Devifmg  ententiflich  the  ftrengthis  al  about, 
And  apointid  to  his  fone  the  perell  and  the  dout 
For  fhot  of  arblaft  and  of  bowe,  and  eke  for  (hot 

of  gonnc, 
Unfcp  the  wardis  of  the  town,  and  how  it  might 

be  wone ; 

And  al  defence  ther  ageyn  aftir  his  intent 
He  declarid  compendiouily,  and  al  that  evir  he 

ment 

He  fone  perfeyvid  every  poynt,  as  he  was  ful  abil. 
To  armes  and  to  travaile  and  perfone  covenabill 
He  was  of  all  fadur  aftir  tourm  of  kynd, 
And  for  to  deme  his  governaunce  it  femed  that 

his  mynd          e 

Was  much  in  his  lady  tbat  he  lovid  beft, 
That  made  hym  off't  to  wake  when  he  Ihuld  have 

his  reft. 
The  Clerk  that  was  of  Oxenforth  onto  the  Somp 

nore  feyd ; 

Me  femeth  of  grete  clerge  that  thow  art  amayde, 
For  thou  putteft  on  the  Fref  in  maner  of  repreiJi 
That  he  knoweth  falfhede,  vice,  and  eke  a  theff; 
And  I  it  hold  vertuoufe  and  right  commendabill 
To  have  very  knowlech  of  thinges  reprovabill  j 
For  who  fo  may  efchew  it,  and  let  it  pas  by, 
And  els  he  might  fall  theron  unward  and  fodenly. 
And  thoughe  the  Frer  told  a  Tale  of   a  Somp- 

nour, 

Thow  oughtift  for  to  take  it  for  no  difhonottr, 
For  of  al  craftis  and  of  cche  clcgre 
They  be  not  al  perfite,  b^t  fern  nyce  be. 


Lo  !  what  is  worthy,  feyd  the  Knight,  for  to  be 

a  clerk ; 

To  fommon  among  us  them  this  mocioune  was  ful 
I  comend  his  wittis  and  eke  his  clerge,        [derke  : 
For  of  ether  part  he  faveth  honefte. 
The  Monk  toke  the  Paribne  then  and  the  grey 

Frer, 

And  preyd  them  for  curtefy  for  to  go  in  fere  : 
I  have  ther  acquaintaunce  that  al  this  yeres  thre 
Huth  preyd  hym  by  his  lettris  that  I  hym  woid  fe  5 
And  ye  my  brothir  in  habit  and  in  poffeflioune, 
And  now  I  am  here  methinketh  it  is  to  doon, 
To  preve  it  in  dede  what  chere  he  wold  me  make, 
And  to  yew  my  frende  alfo  for  my  fake. 
They  went  forth  togidir  talking  of  holy  matere, 
But  woot  ye  wele  in  certeyn  they  had  no  mind  on 

watere 

To  drynk  at  that  tyme,when  they  wer  met  in  fere, 
For  of  the  beft  that  myght  be  founde,  and  there 
with  mery  chere, 

They  had,  it  is  no  doubte  ;  for  fpycys  and  eke  wine 
Went  round  about  the  gaftoyn  and  eke  the  ruyne. 
The  Wyfe  of  Bath  was  fo  wery,  fhe  had  no  wyl  t« 

walk, 
She  toke  the  Priores  by  the  honde  ;  Madam,  wol 

ye  ftalk, 

Pryvely  into  the  garden  to  fe  the  herbes  growe, 
And  aftir  with  our  hoft'is  wife  in  hir  parlour 

rowe  ? 

I  wol  gyve  yewe  the  wyne  and  ye  fhul  me  alfo, 
For  tyl  we  go  to  foper  we  have  naughs  ellis  to  dow 
The  Priores,  as  woman  taught  of  gentil  blood  and 

hcnd, 

Aflentid  to  hir  counfel,  and  forth  gon  they  wend, 
Paflyng  forth  foftly  into  the  herbery, 
For  many  a  herb  grewe  for  fewe  and  furgery, 
And  all  the  aleys  feir,  and  parid,  and  ray  lid,  and 

ymakid, 

The  favige  and  the  ifope  yfrethid  and  yftakid, 
And  othir  beddis  by  and  by  freih  ydight, 
For  comers  to  the  hoofte  righte  a  fportf ul  fight. 
The  Marchaunt  and  the  Mancipill,the  Miller  and 

the  Reve, 
And  the  Clerk  of  Oxenforth,  to  townward  gan 

they  meve, 

And  al  the  othir  meyne,  and  laflt  noon  at  home 
Save  the  Pardoner,  that  pryvelich  when  al  they 

wer  goon 

Stalkid  into  the  tapftry  ;  for  nothing  wold  he  leve 
To  make  his  covenaunte  in  cejteyn  that  fame  eve  ; 
He  wold  be  loggit  with  hir,  that  \Vas  his  hole  en- 

tentioune. 
But  hap  and  eke  Fortune,  and  all  the  conftcjlaci- 

oune, 

Was  clere  hym  ageyns,  as  ye  fhul  aftir  here  ; 
For  hym  had  better  be  yloggit  al  nyght  in  a  myere 
Then  he  was  the  fame  nyght  or  the  fun  was  up ; 
For  fuch  was  his  fortune  he  drank  without  the 

cupp  ; 

But  thereof  wift  he  no  delay ;  ne  No  man  of  us  alle 
May  have  that  hivb  connyng  ta  knoiv  ivhat Jhall  befall, 
He  ilappid  into  the  tapftry  wondir  pryvely, 
And  fond  hir  ligging  lirylong  with  half  flopy 
' 
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Pourid  fcllich  undir  hir  hood,  and  fawe  all  his 

comyng, 
And  lay  ay  itiil,  as  naught  ihe  knewe,  but  feynid 

hir  flepyng. 
He  put  his  hond  to  hir  breft  ;  Awake,  quod  he, 

awake. 
A,  benedicite  !  Sir,  who  wift  yew  her?  out  tho  I 

myght  betake 

Prifoner,  quod  the  Tapftere,  being  al  aloon  ; 
And  therwith  breyd  up  in  a  frite,  and  began  to 

groon. 

Nowfith  ye  be  ray  prifoner  yeid  yew  now,  quod  he. 
J  muft  nedis,  quod  flie,  I  may  nothyng  fle  ; 
And  eke  I  have  no  ftrengith,  and  am  but  yong  of 
And  alfo  It  is  no  majlry  to  each  a  moufe  in  a  sage  [age, 
That  may  no  ^vkere  fieri  out,  but  do/id  "wondir  faft  ; 
And  eke,  Sir,  I  tell  yew  though  I  had  grete  haft 
Ye  fhuld  have  coughed  when  ye  com.    Wherlern 

you  curtefy  ? 

Now  trewlich  I  mull  chide,  for^of  right  pryvety 
"Women  ben  fom  tyme  of  day  when  they  be  aloon. 
"Wher  coud  1  yew  prey  when  ye  com  efftfone  ? 
Kowe  mercy,  dere  fwetyng  !  I  wol  do  fo  no  more; 
I  thank  you  an  hundrit  fithis ;  and  alfo  by  your 

lore 

I  wol  do  hereafdr  in  what  plafe  that  I  com  : 
But  lovers,  Kitt,  ben  evil  avyfid  full  oft,  and  to 

lom; 

Wherfore  I  prey  you  hertlich  hold  me  excufed, 
And  I  behote  yew  trewly  it  {hall  no  more  be  ufkl. 
3Jut  now  to  our  purpofe  :  how  have  ye  fare 
Sith  I  was  wyth  you  laft  ?  that  is  my  moft  care ; 
For  yf  yee  eylid  eny  thing  othir  wife  then  good, 
Trewly  it  wold  chaunge  my  chere  and  my  blood. 
I  have  farid  the  wers  for  yewe,  quod  Kitt ;  do  ye 

no  drede 

God  that  is  above  ?  and  eke  ye  had  no  nede  s 
For  to  congir  me,  God  woot,  wyth  your  nygro- 

mancy, 

That  have  no  more  to  vaunte  me  but  oonly  my 
And  yf  it  were  difteynid  then  wer  I  ondo  :  [body, 
I  wis  I  trowe,  Jenkyn,  ye  be  nat  to  truft  to  ; 
For  evir  more  ye  clerkis  con  fo  much  in  book 
Yee  wol  wynn  a  woman  at  firft  look. 
Thought  the  Pardonere,  thisgoth  wele,  and  made 

his  beter  chere, 

And  axid  of  hir  foftly,  Love '.   who  {hall  ligg  here 
This  nyght  that  is  to  comyng  ?  I  pity  yewe  tell 
1  wis  it  is  grete  nede  to  tell  yewe,  quod  ihe  :  [me. 
Make  it  nat  overqueynt  though  you  be  a  clerk  ; 
Ye  knowc  wele  inough  iwis  by  loke,  by  word,  by 

work. 

Shal  I  com  than,  Criftian,  and  fefe  awey  the  cat  ? 
Shal    ye   com  ?  per  benedicite  !    what    queftion  is 

that? 

Wherfor  I  prey  you  hertly  to  be  my  counfail  ? 
Cornyth  fomwhat  late,  and  for  nothing  faill ; 
The  dorr  fhall  ftond  that  up;  put  it  from  you  foft, 
But  be  wele  avyfid  ye  wake  nat  them  on  lofft, 
pare  ye  nat,  quod  Jenkin,  I  can  theron  at  beft  ; 
Shal  no  man  for  my  ftepyng  be  wakid  of  his  refL 
Anon  they  dronk  the  beverage,  and  were  of  oone 

accord, 
^Vs  it  femcdby  their  chere  and  alfo  I  y  their  word; 


And  al  a  ftaunce  (he  lovid  hym  wele,  {he  tote 

hym  by  the  fwere, 
As  though  he  had  lernyd   cury  favel  of  fom  old 

frere. 
The  Pardoner  plukkid  out  of  his  purs  I  trow  the 

dowry, 

And  toke  it  Kitt  in  hir  hond,  and  bad  her  pryvely 
To  orden  a  rere  fopor  for  them  both  to,  [alfo, 
A  cawdell  ymade  with  fwete  wyne  and  with  fugif 
For  trewly  I  have  no  talent  to  et«»  in  your  abfence, 
So  longith  my  hert  toward  yew  to  be  in  yewr 

prefence. 

He  toke  his  leve,  and  went  his  wey  as  though  no 
thing  wer, 
And  met  wyth  al  the  felfhip  ;  but  in  what  plafe 

ne  wher 
H«  fpake  no  word  therof,  but  held  hym  clofe  and 

ftyll, 

As  he  that  hopid  fikirlich  to  have  had  al  his  wyll, 
And  thought  many  a  mery  thought  by  hymfelf 

aloon  : 
I  am  a  loggit,  thought  he  beft,  how  fo  evir  it 

goon; 
And  thoughe  it  have  coftid  me,  yit  wol  I  do  my 

peyn. 
For  to  pike  hir  purs  to  nyghte  and  win  my  coft 

ageyn. 

Now  leve  I  the  Pardonere  tyll  that  it  be  eve, 
And  wol  returne  me  ageyn  righte,  thet  as  I  did  leve. 
Whan  al  wer  com  togider  in  their  herbergage 
The  Hooft  of  Southwork,  as  ye  knowe,  that  had 

no  fpice  of  rage, 
But  al  thing  wrought  prudenciall,  as  fobir  man 

and  wife ; 
Now  wol  we 'to  the  foup,  Sir  Knyght, 'feith  yeur  ' 

avyfe, 

Quod  the  Hooft  ful  curteyfly,  andin  the  fame  wife. 
The  Knyght  anfwer'd  him  ageyn,  Sir  as  ye  devyfe 
I  muft  obey,  ye  woot  wele  ;  but  yf  I  faill  wytt 
Then  takith  thefe  prelatis  to  yewe,  and  waihith 

and  go  fit; 
For  I  well  be  yewr  Marchall  and  ferve  yewe,  ech 

one,  3*d£ 

And  then  the  officers  and  I  to  foper  fhall  we  gone. 
They  wifh,  and  fett  right   as  he  bad,  eche  man 

wyth  his  fere, 

And  begonne  to  talk  of  fportis  and  of  chere 
That  they  had  the  aftir-rnete  whiles  they  wer  out. 
For  othir  occupacioune  tyll  they  wer  fervid  about 
They  had  nat  at  that  tyme,  but  every  man  kitt  a 

loff; 

But  the  Pardoner  kept  hym  clofe,  and  told  no 
thing  of 
The  myrth  and  hope  that  he  had,  but  kept  it  for 

hymfelf ; 
And  thcughe  he  did  it  is  no  fois,  for  he  had  nede 

to  folve 

Long  or  it  were  mydnyght,  as  ye  fhul  her  fone, 
Jror  he  met  with  his  love  in  crokeingof  the\moon. 
They  wer  yfervyd  honeftly,  and  eche  marKhdJ 

hym  payde, 

For  of  o  manere  of  fervice  their  foper  was  araide, 
As  fkill  wo.d  and  refon,  fuh  the  left  of  all 
Payid  ylikc  much,,  for  growing  of  the  gail  :     .  . 
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jBat  jit  as  curtefy  axith,  though  it  were  fom  dele 

ftreight, 
The  ftatis  that  were  above  had  of  the  feyreft  en- 

dreyte ; 
Wherfor  they  did  their  gentilnes  ageyn  to  all  the 

rout, 
They  drenken  wyne  at  their  cofl   onys  round 

about. 

Now  pafs  I  lightly  ovir.  When  they  foupid  had 
Tho  that  were  of  governaunce,  as  wife  men  and 

fad, 

Went  to  their  reft,  and  made  no  more  to  doon, 
But  Miller  and  the  Coke  dronken  by  the  moon 
Twyes  to  eche  othir  in  the  repenyng ;       [to  fing 
And  when  the  Pardoner  them  efpy'd  anoon  hegan 
Doulill  me  this  lourden,  chokelyng  in  his  throte, 
For  the  Tapfter  flinld  herd  of  his  mery  note  : 
He  ciepid  to  hym  the  Sompnour,  that  was  his  own 

difcipill, 

The  Yeman  and  the  Reve,  ond  the  Mancipill, 
And  ftoden  fo  holowyng  ;  for  nothing  wold  they 
Tyl  the  tyme  that  it  was  well  wi,thin  eve.     [leve 
The  Hooft   of  Southwork  herd  them  wele,  and 

the  Marchaunt  both, 
As  they  wer  at  a  countis,  and  wexen  fomewhat 

wroth, 
But  yet  they  preyd  them  curteyfly  to  reft  for  to 

wend. 
And  fo  they  did  all  the  rout;  they  dronk  and  made 

an  end. 
And  eche  man  droughe  to  cvlky  to  ilepe  and  take 

his  reft 
Save  the  Pardoner,  that  drew  apart,  and  weytid 

by  a  chefte 

for  to  hide  hymfelf  tyl  the  candill  wer  out  : 
And  in  the  meen  while,  have  ye  no  doute, 
The  Tapfter  and  hir  paramour,  and  the  hofteler 

of  the  houfe, 

SItt  togidir  pryvelich,  and  of  the  beft  goufe 
That  was  yfound  in  town  and  yfet  at  fale  ' 
.    They  had  there  of  fufficiaunt,  and  dronk  but  litijl 

ale; 
And  fit  and  etc  the  cawdell  for  the  Pardoner  that 

was  made, 

V/ith  fugir  and  with  fwete  wyne,  rio-ht  as  hym 
felf  bade; 

•  So  he  that  payd  for  all  in  fcer  had  not  a  twynt, 
For  offt  is  more  better  ymcrkid  then  ymynt : 
And  fo  farid  he  ful  right  as  ye  have  yherd, 
But  Who  is  that  a  woman  coud  n't  make  L:s  bercL, 
And  fhe  wer  therabout,  and  let  hir  wytt  therto  ? 
Ye  woot  welc  I  ly  nat,  and  wher  1  do  or  no 
I  wol  nat  here  termyn  it,  left  ladies  ftond  in  plafe 
Or  els  gentil  women,  for  lefing  of  my  grace 
Of  daliaunce  and  of  fportis  and  of  goodly  chere  • 
Therfor  anenft  their  eftatis  I  wol  in  no  rnanere* 
Dome  ne  determyn,  but  of  Jev/d  kitts, 
As  tapfters,  and  othir  fuch  that  hath  wyly  wytts, 
To  pike  mennys  puriw,  and  eke  to  bier  their  eye; 
So  wele  they  make  feme  foth  when  they  falfcft 

by. 

Now  of  Kitt  Tapfter,  and  of  hir  paramour, 
.And  the  hofteler  of  the  ho-fr,  that  fir  a  Kittis 

bcur? 


When  they  had  ete  and  dronk  right  in  the  fame 

plafe, 

Kitt  began  to  rendir  out  all  things  as  it  was ;          t 
The  wowing  of  the  Pardoners  and  his  coft  alfo, 
And  how  he  hopid  for  to  lygg  al  nyght  wyth  hir 

alfo; 

But  therof  he  fhall  be  fikir  as  of  God'is  cope ; 
And  fodenly  kiflid  her  paramour,  and  feyd,  We 

fhul  fclope 

Togidir  hul  by  hul,  as  we  have  many  a  nyght, 
And  yf  he  com  and  make  noyfe,  I  prey  yewe 

dub  hym  Knyght. 

Yes,  Dame,  quod  hir  paramoxir,be  thou  not  agaft; 
This  is  his  own  ftaff  thou  feyft,  therof  he  ihaU 

ataft. 
Now  trewly,  quod  the  hoftler,  and  he  com  by  my 

lot 

He  fliall  drink  for  Kittis  love  wythout  cup  or  pot; 
And  he  be  fo  hardy  to  wake  eny  gift  [miftt 
I  make  a  vowetothepecock  there  fhal  wake  afoul 
And  arofe  up  therewithal  and  toke  his  leve  anoon: 
It  was  a  Ihrewid  company;  they  had  fervid  fo 

many  oon. 

Withfuchmanereoffelefhipnekepelnever  to  dele, 
Ne  no  man  that  lovith  his  worfhip  and  his  hele. 
Quod  Kitt  to  hir  paramour,  Ye  muft  wake  a 

whyle, 

For  trewlich  I  am  fikir  that  within  this  mylc 
The  Pardoner  wol  be  comyng,  his  hete  to  alwagc, 
But  loke  ye  pay  hym  redelich  to  kele  his  corage  ; 
And  therfor,  love,  difchanceyewe  not  tyllthis  chek 
No,  for  God,  Kitt,  that  wol  I  no.  [be  do. 

Then  Kitt  went  to   bed,  and  blewe  out  all  the 

light, 

And  by  that  tyme  it  was  ner  bond  quarter  nyght. 
Whan  all  was  ftill,  the  Pardoner  gan  to  walk', 
As  glad  as  eny  goldfynch  that  he  herd  no  man 

talk, 
And  dorwghe  to  Kittis  droward  to  herken  and  to 

lift, 
And  went  to  have  fond  the  dor  up ;  but  the  hafp 

and  eke  the  twift 

Held  hym  out  a  whils,  and  the  lok  alfo ; 
Yit  trowid  he  no  gile,  but  went  ner  to, 
And  fcrapid  the  dorr  welplich,  and  wynyd  vryth, 

his  mo  with 

After  a  doggis  lyden,  as  ncre  as  he  couith. 
Awey,  dog,  with  cvill  deth !  quod  he  that  wa» 

within, 

And  made  hym  all  rcdy  the  dorr  to  unpin. 
A  !  thought  the  Pardoner,  tho  I  trow  my  berd  b« 

made ; 
The  Tapfter  hath  a  paramour,  and  hath  made 

them  glade 
With  the  cawdell  that  I  ordeyned  for  me,  as  I 

guefs  I 

Now  the  devill  hir  fpcde,  fuch  oon  as  fhe  is, 
She  feid  I  had  ycongerid  hir;  our  Lady  gyve  hir 

forowe ; 
Now  wold  to  God  fhe  wer  in  ftokis  tyl  I  fhuld  hir 

b  or  owe, 

For  fhe  is  the  falfeft  that  evir  yit  !  fcnewe  ; 
To  p'ik  the  many  out  of  zr*y  purs.  Lord!  Ihe  made 

hir  trewe. 
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And  there\vyth  he  caught  a  cardiakill  and  a  cold 

fot, 

For  who  have  love  longing,  and  is  of  corage  hote, 
He  hath  ful  many  a  myry  thought  tofore  his 

dclyte ;. 
And  right  fo  had  the  Pardoner,  and  was  in  evil 

plight ; 

For  fay  ling  of  his  purpofe  he  was  nothing  in  efe, 
Wherfor  he  fill  fodenlich  into  a  wood  refe, 
Entryng  wondir  faft  into  a  frenfy 
For  pur  very  angir  and  for  jeloufy  ;  [wood, 

For  when  he  herd  a  man  within,  he  was  almoft 
And  becaufe  the  coll  was  his  no  mcrvel  tho  the 

moitd 

Wer  turned  into  vcngaunce,  of  it  myght  be  : 
But  this  was  the  myfchief ;  ail  fo  ftrong  as  he 
Was  he  that  was  within,  and  lighter  man  alfo, 
As  provid  wele  the  bataile  betwene  them  both  to. 
The  Pardonere  fcrapid  efft  ageyn  j  for  nothyng 

wold  he  blyn, 
So  feyn  he  wold  have  herd  more  of  hym  that 

was  within. 
What  dog  is  that  ?  quodthe  paramour  ;  Kit,  wofl 

thou  ere  ? 

Have  God  my  trowith,  quod  fhe.  it  is  the  Pardonere. 
The  Pardoner,  with  myfchcff !  God  gyve  hym  evil 

preff! 

Sir,  {he  ieid;  by  my  trowith  he  is  the  fame  theff. 
Therof  thou  lieft,  quod  the  Pardoner,  and  might 

nat  long  forbere. 
A 'thy  falsbody  !   quod  he  ;  the  devil  of  hell  the 

tere  ! 

For  by  my  trowith  a  falsfher  fawe  I  nevir  noooi, 
And  nempnid  hir  namys  many  mo  then  oon, 
Though  to  rech  hir  wer  noon  honefte 
Among  men  of  good  worfhip  and  degre 
But,  fhortly  to  conclude ;  when  he  had  chid  inowe 
He  axid  his  ftaff  fpitouflich,  with  wordis  (harp  and 

rowe. 
<3o  to  bed,  quod  he  within  ;  no  more  noyfe  thaw 

make; 

Thy  ftaff  ihal  be  redy  to  morowe  I  undertake, 
In  foth,  quod  he,  I  wol  nat  fro  the  dorr  wend 
Tyl  I  have  my  ftaff.  1  how  bribour,  then  have  the 

todir  end, 

Quod  he  that  was  within  ;  and  leyd  it  on  his  back, 
R  "it  in  the  fame  plafe  as  chapmen  berith  their 
At  .  fo  he  did  to  mo,  as  he  coud  a  rede,  [pak  ; 
Grdfpying  aftir  with  the  ftaff  in  lengith  and  eke  in 

brede  ; 

And  fond  hym  othir  whyle  redlichtinoughe 
With  the  ftaffys  end  high  upon  the  browe. 
The  hofteler  Icy  oppon  his  bed  and  herd  of  this 

affray, 
And  ftert  hym  up  lightlich,  and  thought  he  wold 

afay  : 
He  toke  a  ftaff  in  his  hond,  and  highed  wondir 

blyve 
Tyl  he  wer  with  the  felefhip  that   fhuld  nevir 

thryve. 
What  be  yee  ?  quod  the  hofteler ;  and  knew  them 

both  wele, 

Hyuft !  pefe,  quod  the  paramour ;  Jak,  thow  muft 
befele; 


Ther  is  a  theff,  I  tell  the,  within  this  hall  dorr. 

A  theff?  quod  Jak  ;  this  is  a  nobill  chere 

That  thou  hym  haft  yfound,  yf  wee  hym  myght 

each. 

Yis,  yis,  care  the  nought ;  with  hym  we  fhul  mach 
Wele  inowe  or  he  be  go,  yf  fo  we  had  lighte, 
For  we  to  be  ftrong  inowe  with  o  man  for  to 

fighte. 
The  devil  of  hell,  quod  Jak  breke  this  thev'is 

bonis ! 

The  key  of  the  kitchen,  as  it  wer  for  the  nonys, 
Is  above  with,  our  dame  :  and  fhe  hath  fuch  itfage, 
And  fhe  be  wake  of  her  fiepe,  fhe  fallith  in  fuch  a 

rage 

That  al  the  weke  aftir  there  may  no  man  hir  plefe, 
So  ffoe  fterith  aboute  this  houfe  in  a  wood  refe. 
But  now  I  am  avifid  but  how  we  fhul  have  lyte; 
I  have  too  giftis  within  that  this  fame  nyght 
Supid  in  the  halle,  and  had  a  litill  feir :          [pire, 
Go    up,    quod  Jak,  and  loke,  and    in  the  asihis 
And  I  wol  kepe  the  dorr;  he  fhall  not  ftert  out. 
Nay,  for  God  that  wol  I  nat,  left  I  each  a  clout, 
Seid  the  todir  to  Jak,  for  thou  knowift  bettir  then  I 
All  the  eftris  of  this  houfe;  go  up  thyfelf  and  fpy. 
Nay,  for  foth,  quod  Jak,  that  were  grete  unrighte 
To  aventur  oppon  a  man  thai;  with  hym  did  not 

fighfe : 

Sithens  thou  haft  hym  be±e  and  with  thy  ftaff  ypilt, 
Me  thinkith  it  wer  no  refbn  that  I  fhuld  her  the 

gilt; 
For  by  the  blyfyng  of  the  cole  he  myght  fe  mync 

hcde, 
And  lightly  lene  me  fuch  a  ftroke  my  hond  to  be. 

dede. 
Then  wol  we  do  by  common  affent  fech  hymal 

about ; 

Who  that  metith  hym  firft  pay  him  on  thefnout; 
For  methought  1  herd  hym  here  laft  among  the 

pannys. 
Kepe  thou  the  toder  fide,  but  ware  the  watir 

cannys, 

And  if  he  be  herein  ryghtfone  we  fhullhymfynde, 
And  we  to  be  ftrong  inowghe  o  theffefor  to  bynde. 
Aha  ha  !  thought  the  Pardoner,  beth  the  pannys 

aryn  ? 
And  drowhe  oppon  that  fide,  and  thought  oppon 

agynne; 

So  at  laft  he  fond  oon,  and  fet  it  on  his  hede, 
For  as  the  cafe  was  fall  ther'  to  be  had  grete  nede : 
But  yit  .he  grafpit  ferthirmore  to  have  fomwhat 

in  honde, 

And  fond  a  grete  lad  ill  right  as  he  was  gonde, 
And  thought  for  to  fterte  out  betwene  them  both 

to 
And  waytid  wele  the  paramour  that  had  doon 

hym  woo, 
And  fet  him  with  the  ladill  on  the  grufcill  on  the 

nofe, 

That  all  the  week  after  he  had  fuch  a  pofe, 
That  both  his  eyin  waterid  srlich  by  the  morowe, 
But  fhe  that  was  the   caufe  of  it  had  ther'of  no 

forowe. 

But  now  to  the  Pardoner.  As  he  wold  ftert  awey 
The  hofteler  met  with  hym,  but  nothyng  to  his  pay ; 
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The  Pardoner  ran  fo  fwith  the  pan  fill  him  fro, 
And  Jakhofteler  aftirhym  as  blyve  ashemyghtgo. 
And  ftapid  oppon  a  brondeal  unwarc,       [afware. 
That  hym    had  bin    beter    to  have  goon   more 
For  the  egg  of  the  pann  met  with  his  fhynne, 
And  karff  atoo  a  vcyn  and  the  next  fyn  : 
But  whils  that  it  was  greoe  he  thought  litil  on, 
But  when  the  grenenefs  was  apaft  the  greff  fat  net 

the  bone  ; 

Yit  Jak  leyd  to  his  hond  to  grope  \vher  it  fete, 
And  when  he  fond  he  was  yhurt  the  Pardoner  he 

gan  to  threte, 

And  fwore  by  Seynt  Amyas  that  he  fhuld  abigg 
With  ftroks  hard  and  fore  even  oppon  the  rigg ; 
Yf  he  hym  myght  fynd  he  nothyng  would  hym 

(pare  : 
That  herd  the  Pardoner  wele,  and  held  hym  bettir 

a  fquare, 

And  thought  that  he  had  ftrokis  ryght  inough. 
Wytnes  on  his  armis,  his  back,  and  his  browe. 
Jak  then,  quod  the  paramour,  where  is  the  theff 

ago? 

I  ti'ote,  quod  tho  Jak ;  right  now  he  lept  me  fro, 
That  Crift'is  curs  go  with  hym,  for  I  have  harm 

and  fpite  : 

J3e  my  trowithand  lalfo  and  hegoithnat  al  quyte : 
But  and  we  myght  hym  fynd  we  wold  aray  him  fo 
That  he  fhuld  have  legg  ne  foot  to  morrowe  onto  go. 
But  how  fhull  we  hym  fynd  ?  the  moon  is  adown, 
(As  grace  was  for  the  Pardoner)  and  eke  when 

they  did  roun 
He  herd  them  evir  wel  inowe,  and  went  the  more 

afyde, 
And  drew  him  ever  bakward,  and  let  the  ftrokis 

glide. 

Jak,  quod  the  paramour,  I  hold  it  for  the  beft, 
Sith  the  moon  is  down,  for  to  go  to  reft, 
And  make  the  gatis  faft  ;  he  may  not  then  aftert, 
And  eke  of  his  own  ftaffhe  berith  a  redy  mark, 
Wherby  thou  rnayeft  him  knowe  among  all  the 

route, 

And  thou  ber  a  redy  ey,  and  weyt  wele  aboute 
.  To  morowe  when  they  fhul  wend  ;  this  is  the  beft 

rede  : 

Jak,  what  feyft  thou  therto  ?  is  this  wele  yfeyd  ? 
Thy  wit  is  clere,  quod  Jak  ;    thy  wit  mut  nodis  ' 

ftond. 

He  made  the  gatis  faft ;  ther  is  no  more  to  doon. 
The  Pardoner  ilode  afide,  his  chekis  ron  and  bled, 
And  was  ryght  evil  at  efe  al  nyght  in  his  hede  : 
He  muft  of  force  lige  lyke  a  colyn  fwerd,     [herd; 
Yit  it  mevid  him  wondir  fore  for  making  of  his 
He  payd  at  full  ther'fore  though  a  womans  art 
For  wyne  and  eke  for  cawdill,  and  had  ther'of  no 

part : 
He  ther'for  preyd  Seyn  Juliane,  as  ye  mowe  on- 

derftonde, 
That  thedevill  her  fhulde  fpede  on  watir  and  on 

londe, 

So  to  diffeive  a  travellyng  man  of  his  herbergage, 
And  coud  not  elsfave  curs  his  angir  to  afwage ; 
And  was  diftract  of  his  wit,  and  in  grete  defpayr 
Far  aftir  his  hete  he  caught  a  cold  through  the 
nyght 'is  eyr, 
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That  he  was  ner  afound  it,  and  coud,  nonk  othir 

help: 
But  as  he  fought  his  loggyng  he  happid  oppon  a. 

whelp 

That  ley  undir  a  fteyir,  a  grete  Walsfh  dog, 
That  bare  about  his  neck  a  grete  huge  clog  ; 
Becaufe  that  he  was  fpetoufe,  and  woldfone  bite. 
The  clog  washongit  about  his  nek,  for  men  fhuld 

natwite 

Nothyng  dogg'is  maifteryf  he  did  enyharm, 
So  for  to  excufe  them  both  it  was  a  \vyly  charm. 
The  Pardoner  wold  have  loggit  hym  ther,  and 

lay  fomwhat  nigh, 
The  warrok  was  awakid  and  caught  hym  by  the 

thigh, 
And  bote  hym  wondir  fpetouffy,,  defending  wele 

his  couch, 

That  the  Pardoner  myght  nat  ne  hym  nether  touch. 
But  held  hym  a  fquare  by  that  othir  fide, 
As  holfom  was  at  that  tyme  for  tereingof  hishyde  f 
He  coud  noon  othir  help,  but  leyd  adown  hishede 
In  the  dogg'is  littir,  and  wisftiid  aftir  bred'c 
Many  a  time  and  offt,  the  dog  for  to  plefe, 
To  have  yle  ymore  nere  for  his  own  efe : 
But  wifh  what  he  wold,  his  fortune  feyd  Ney  ; 
So  trewly  for  the  Pardoner  it  was  a  difmal  dey. 
The  dog  ley  evir  grownyng,  redy  for  to  fnache. 
Wher'for  the  Pardoner  durft  nat  with  hym  mache. 
But  ley  as  ftill  as  eny  ftone,  rernembringhisfoly, 
That  he  wold  truft  aTapfter  of  a  common  hoftry; 
For  commonly  for  the  moft  part  they  ben  wyiy 

echon. 
But  now  to  alle  the  company  a  morrow  whan 

they  fhuld  gon 

Was  noon  of  all  the  felefhip  half  fo  fone  ydight 
Aswasthegentil  Pardonej-;  foraltyme  of  the  nyght 
He  was  aredy  in  his  aray,  and  had  nothing  to  doon 
Saffe  fhake  aiite  his  eris,  and  trus  and  be  goone. 
Yet  or  he  cam  in  company  he  wisfh  away  the  blood, 
And  bond  the  forys  to  his  hede  with  the  typet  of 

his  hood, 

And  made  lightfom  chere  for  men  fhuld  nat  fpy 
Nothyng  of  his  turment  ne  of  his  luxury ;      [pry, 
And  the  hofteler  of  the  houfe,  for  nothing  he  coud 
He  coud  nat  knowe  the  Pardoner  among  the  com.- 

pany 
A  morowe  when  they  fliuld  wend,  for  ought  that 

they  coud  pour, 
So  wyfely  went  the  Pardoner  out  of  the  dogg'is 

bou'r, 
And  blynchcd  from  the  hofteler,  and  turned  offt 

about, 

And  evirmore  beheld  hym  amydward  of  the  rout, 
And  was  evir  fyngyng  to  make  al  thyng  good  ; 
But  yit  his  nods  wer  fomwhat  low  for  akingof  hi* 
So  at  that  tyme  he  had  no  more  grame,     [hede  ; 
But  held  hym  to  his  happynes  to  fcape  fhame. 

The  Knyght  and  all  the  felefhip  forward  gon  they 
Paffyng  forth  merely  to  the  toun'  ys  end;  [wend, 
And  by  that  tyme  they  were  ther  the  day  began  to 
And  the  fon  merely  upward  gan  he  pike,  [rype» 
Pleying  under  the  eggc  of  the  firmament. 
Now,  quod  the  Hooit  of  Southwork,  and  to  tho 
felefhip  bent, 
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Who  fawe  evir  fo  feyr  or  fo  glad  a  day, 
And  how  fote  this  fefon  is  entring  into  May  ? 
The  thruftelis  and  the  thruslhis,  in  this  ghd  mor- 
nyng,  [ga^ 

The  ruddok  and  the  goldfynch ;  but  the  nyghtin- 
His  amerous  notis  lo  how  he  twynith  fmall ! 
Lo  how  the  trees  grenyth  that  nakid  wer,  and  no 
thing 

Bare  this  month  afore  but  their  fommer  clothing ! 
Lo  how  Nature  makith  for  them  everichone  ! 
And  as  many  as  ther  be  he  forgettith  noonc  ! 
Lo  how  the  fefon  of  the  yere  and  Averell  fhouris 
Doith  the  busfhls  burgyn  out  blofToms  and  flouris  ! 
Lo  the  prymerofis  how  frefh  they  ben  to  fene ! 
And  many  othir  floufis  among  the  grafis  grene. 
Lo  how  they  fpryng,  and  fprede,  and  of  divers  hue  ! 
Beholdith,  and  feith  both  rede,  white  and  blue ! 
That  lufty  bin  and  comfortabill  for  mann'ys  fight ! 
For  I  fey  for  myfelf  it  makith  my  hert  to  light. 
Now  fith  Almighty  So  very  n  hath  font  fo  feir  adey 
Let  fe  now,  as  covenant  is,  in  fhortingof  thewey, 
"Who  mail  be  the  firft  that  fhall  unlace  his  male* 
In  comfort  of  us  al,  and  gyn  fome  mery  Tale ; 
For  and  we  fhuld  now  begyn  to  draw  lot 
Peraventure  it  might  fal  ther  it  ought  not, 
On  fom  unlufty  perfone  that  wer  not  wele  awakid, 
Or  femyboufy  ovyr  eve,  and  had  yfong  and  crakid 
Somwhat  ovir  much :  ho*v  fhuld  he  than  do  : 
For  Who  fluid  tell  a  'Tale  It  mujl  have  good  tvytttberto; 


And  eke  fom  men  faftyng  beth  glewid  and  ybourt'd 
In  their  tongis;  and  fom  faftyng  beth  nothyng  jo. 

cound; 
And  fom  men  in  the  morning  ther  mouthis  beth 

adoun  ; 
Tyll  that  they  be  charmyd  their  wordis  woll  not1 

foun. 

So  thys  is  my  conclufioune  and  my  laft  knot, 
It  wer  grete  g^entilnes  to  tell  without  lot. 
By  the  rood  of  Bromholm,quod  the  Mar  chant  tho,< 
As  fer  as  I  have  failed,  riden  and  ygo, 
Sawe  I  nevir  man  yet  tofore this  ilk  day 
So  wele  coud  rule  a  company  as  our  Hoft,  in  fay 
His  wordis  ben  fo  comfortabill,  and  comyth  fo  in 

fefon, 

That  my  wit  is  ovircome  to  make  eny  refori 
Contrary  to  his  counfaill  at  myn  ymagynacioune, 
Wher'for  I  woll  tell  a  Talc  to  your  coniblacioune, 
In  enfampill  to  yowe  that  when  that  I  have  do 
Anothir  be  right  redy  then  for  to  tell,  ryght  fo 
To  fulfyll  our  Hooft'is  wyll  and  his  ordinaunce. 
There  fliall  no  fawte  be  found  in  me :  gode  wyL 

mal  be  my  chaunce  : 
With  this  I  be  excufid  of  my  radines, 
Altho'  I  cannot  peynt  my  Tale,  but  tell  it  as  it  is, 
Lepyng  ovir  no  fentence,  as  ferforth  as  I  may, 
But  tell  yewe  the  yoike  and  put  the  white  away,' 
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WKILOM  yeris  paffed  in  the  old  dawis  [lawis, 
When  rightfullich  by  refon  governyd  wer  the 
And  pryncipally  in  the  cete  of  Rome,  that  was  fo 

rich, 

And  worthieft  in  his  dayes,  and  noon  to  him  ilich 
Of  worihip  ne  of  wele,  ne  of  governaunce, 
For  alle  londis  chriftened  ther'  of  had  dotaunce, 
And  all  othir  natiouns,  of  what  feith  they  were, 
Whils  the  Emperour  was  hole,  and  in  his  paleys 
I  mainteynid  in  honour;  and  in  Pop'is  fe      [there 
Rome  was  then  obeied  of  all  Criftiaflte. 
But  it  farith  ther'by  as  it  doith  by  othir  thingis  ; 
For  though  nethir  cete,  regioune,  ne  kyngis, 
Beth  nat  nowe  fo  worthy  as  wer  by  olde  tyme, 
As  we  fynd  in  romaunces,  in  geftis,  and  in  ryme, 
For  till  (kings  doitb  -waft,  and  eke  mann'ys  lyff 
Ts  murejlorter  tben  it  ivas  ;  and  our  wittis  fyve 
Mowe  nat  comprehende  now  in  our  dieties 
As  fom  tyme  myght  thefe  old  wife  poetes. 
But  fith  that  terrene  thinges  ben  nat  perdurabill, 
No  mervaile  is  though  Rome  be  fomwhat  variabill 
Fro  honour  and  fro  wele  fith  his  frendis  paflid  ; 
As  many  anothir  town  is  payrid  and  ylaflid 
Within  thefe  few  yeris,  as  we  mowe  fe  at  eye  ; 
Lo  !  Sirs,  here  faft  by  Wynchelfe  and  Ry. 
But  yit  the  name  is  evir  oon  of  Rome  as  it  was 

groundit 

After  Remus  \&  Romulus,  that  firft  that  cete  foundit, 
That  brethren  vveren  both  to,  as  oldbokis  writen; 
But  of  ther  lef  and  governaunce  I  wol  aot  now 

enditen, 

But  of  othir  mater  that  fallith  to  my  mynd; 
Wher'for,  gentill  Sirs,  ye  that  beth  behind 
Drawith  fomwhat  nere  thikker  to  a  rout, 
That  my  wordis  may  foune  to  eche  man  about. 

Aftir  thefe  two  brethren  Romulus  and  Remus 
Julius  Crefar  was  Emperour,  that  rightful  was  of 

Damns. 

This  cete  he  governed  nobilich  wele, 
£nd  conquered  many  a  regioune,  acroni  cull  doth 


u«  teue  j 


I 


For,  fhortly  to  conclude,  al  tho  wer  adversary e» 
To  Rome  in  his  dayis  he  made  them  tributaries  ; 
So  had  he  in  fubje&ioune  both  trend  and  foon, 
Of  which  I  tell  yew  trewely  Englond  was  oon. 
Yit  aftir  Julius  Caefar,  and  fith  that  Crift  was  bore, 
Rome  was  governed  as  wele  as  it  was  before, 
And  namelich  in  that  tyme  and  in  the  fame  yeris 
When  it  was  governed  by  the  Dofeperis ; 
As  femeth  wele  by  refon,  who  fo  can  entend, 
That  0  mannys  ivyt  ne  ivyll  may  not  ccnnprehcnd 
Tbs  boucbeff  and  the  myfcbeff,  as  may  many  bedis  ; 
Ther'for  ther  operaciouns,  ther  domes,  and  ther 

dedes, 

Were  fo  egallich  ydoon;  for  in  all  Criften  londis 
Was  noon  that  they  fparid  for  to  mend  wrongis. 
Then  Conftantyne  the  Third,  aftir  thefe  Doiiperis, 
Was  Emperour  of  Rome,  and  regnyd  many  yeris. 
So,  fhortly  to  pas  ovir,  after  Conftantyn's  dayis 
Phus  Auguftinus,  as  fongen  iji«  layes, 
That  Conftantyn'ys  fon,  and  of  plener  age, 
Was  Emperour  ychofe,  as  fill  by  heritage, 
In  whofe  tyme  fikerlich  the  feven  Sages  were 
In  Rome ydwelling  decently;  and  yf  yee  luft  to lere 
How  they  were  yclepid,  or  I  ferther  goon, 
I  woll  tell  you  the  names  of  them  cverichone, 
And  declare  yeu  the  caufe  why  they  ther  namya 
The  firft  was  ycleped  Sother  Legifeer,          [bere. 
This  is  thus  much  for  to  fey,  as  man  lerirtg  tbe  la-we: 
And  fo  he  did  trewly;  for  lever  he  had  be  fclawe 
Then  do  or  fey  eny  thing  that  fowned  out  of  refon,. 
So  cleen  was  his  coufciei.e^  yfet  in  trowith  and 

refon. 

Marcus  Stoycus  the  fecond,  fo  pepill  hyni  higlitev 
That  is  to  mene  in  our  conftert,  a  ksperoftbe  right  ; 
And  fo  he  did  full  trewe;  for  the  record  and  the 

plees  [fees 

He  wrote  them  evir  trewly,  and  took  noon  othir 
But  fuch  as  was  ordynid  to.  take  by  the  ycre : 
Now,  Lord  God!  in  Criitendorfi  I-  ^Yold  it  were  f» 

ciers. 
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The  third  Craffus  Afulus  among  men  clepidwas, 
An  houfe  of  re/1 ,  and  eft  y  and  counjail,  in  every  cafe  : 
For  to  onJerftond  that  was  his  name  full  right, 
For  evirmore  the  counfails  he  helpid  wyth  al  his 
Antonius  Judeus  the  ferth  was  yclepid,     [myght 
That  was  asmnch  to  meen,  aswele  me  myght  have 
As  any  pofed  of  all  the  long  yere,  [clepid 

That  myght  have  made  hym  ibry  or  chongit  onys 

chere, 

But  evirmore  rejoycing,  what  that  evir  betid, 
F.  r  his  hert  was  evir  mery,  right  as  the  fomer 
Summus  Philopater  was  the  fifft'is  name,   [bridd. 
That  thoughe  men  wold  flee  hym,  or  do  hym  al 

the  fhame, 

Angiir,  or  difefe,  as  evil  as  men  couthe, 
Yet  wold  he  love  them  nevir  the  wcrs  in  hert  ne 

in  mowith. 
His  will  was  cleen  undir  his  foot,  and  nbthing 

hym  above, 

Ther'fore  he  was  clepid  Fatlir  offer/tie  love. 
The  fixth  and  the  fevinth  of  thefe  Sevin  Sages 
Was  Stypio  and  Sithero,  as  thes  word  Aftrolages 
Was  firname  to  them  both  aftir  their  fciences ; 
For  of  aftronomy  fikerlich  the  cours  and  all  the 

fences 
Bothe  they  knowhit  wele  inoughe,  and  wer  right 

fotil  of  art. 

But  now  to  othir  purpofe,  for  her  I  woll  depart 
As  lightly  as  I  can,  and  draw  to  my  matere. 
In  that  fame  tyme  that  thefe  Sages  v/ere 
Dwellyng  thus  in  Room,a  litill  without  the  walles, 
In  the  fubarbis  of  the  town,  of  chambris  and  of 

hallis, 

And  all  other  howfeing  that  to  a  lord  belongit, 
Was  noon  wythyn  the  cete,  ne  noon  fo  wele  be- 

hongit 

With  docers  of  highe  pryfe,^  wallid  fo  aboute, 
As  was  a  Senatours  hous wythyn  and  ekewithoute. 
Favinus  was  his  name,  a  worthe  man  and  rich; 
And,  for  to  fey  fhortlych,  in  Room  was  noon  hym 

lyche. 

His  portis  and  his  tftris -were  full  evenaunte 
Of  trefour  and  of  lordfhyp;  alfo  the  moft  vailant 
He  was,  and  eke  ycom  of  high  lynage  : 
And  atlaft  he  toke  awyff  like  to  his  peerage; 
[For  Noriture  and  connyng,  benvte  and parcntym, 
JVcr  tho  countld  more  ivorth  than  gold  or  fylvir  fyne. 
But  nqw  it  is  al  othir  in  many  mann'ys  thought, 
For  i'-luk  ys  noiv  ytnarried,  and  itertu  fet  at  nought 
Fawnus  and  his  worthy  wyff  wer  to  gidir  aloon 
Fyveteene  wyntir  fulliche,  and  iffu  had  they  noon, 
Wher'for  ther  joyis  wer  not  half  parfite, 
For  uttirlich  to  have  a  child  was  al  ther  delite, 
That  myght  enjoy  ther  heritage  and  weld  their 

honour, 
And  eke  when  they  were  febill  to  their  trew  fo- 

coure. 
Their  faftyng  and  their  prayir,  and  all  that  evir 

they  wrought, 

As  pilgrimage  and  almfded,  ever  they  befoujrht 
That  God  would  of  his  goodnes  ibm  fruyte  be- 

twene  them  fend  : 
jfro  gynnyng  of  their  fpoufaill,  the  royddil,  and 

the  e»d, 


This  was  their  moft  befynes,  and  all  othir  delite?, 
And  eke  this  world'is  rychis,  they  fet  at  litil  price. 
So  at  laft,  as  God  wold,  it  fill  oppon  a  dey, 
As  this  lady  fro  churchward  went  in  the  wey, 
A  child  gan  ftere  in  her  womb,  as  Godd'is  wylwas, 
Wher'of  fhe  gan  to  mervill,  and  made  fhortir  pas, 
Wyth  colour  pale  and  eke  wanne,  and  full  in  he- 

vynes, 
For  fhe  had  nevir  tofore  that  day  fuch  manere 

fekenes. 

The  wymmen  that  with  hir  were  gon  to  behold 
The  lady  and  her  chere,  but  nothing  they  told, 
But  feir  and  foft  wyth  efe  homward  they  her 

led: 

For  her  foden  fekenes  ful  fore  they  were  adred, 
For  fhe  was  inlich  gentil,  kynd  and  amyabill, 
And  eke  trewe  of  hert,  and  nothyng  variabill. 
She  lovid  God  above  all  thing,  and  dred  fyn  and 

fhame; 

And  Agea  fikerly  was  her  nghtfull  name. 
So   aftir,  in   breff  tyme,  when  it  was  purfeyved 
That  fhe  had  done  a  womans  dede,  and  had  a 

child  confeyvyd> 

The  joy  that  fhe  made  ther  may  no  tung  tell ; 
And  al  fo  much,  or  more,  yf  1  ne  ly  fhell,  < 

F^avirius  made  in  his  behalf  for  this  glad  tyding, 
That  I  trowe  I  leve  the  emperour  ne  the  kyng 
Made  no  bettir  cher  to  wyff,  ne  no  more  myrth, 
Then  Fawnus  to  Agea.    And  when  the  tyme  of 

birth 

Nyghld   ner   and   ner,  aftir   cours  of  kynd, 
Wetith  wele  in  certen  that  all  the  wyt  and  mynct 
Of  Fawnus  was  continuell  of  feir  dely  veraunce 
Betwene  Agea  and  his  child,  and  made  grete  or- 

denaunce 
Ageyn  the  tyme  it  fhuld  be  bore,  as  it  was  for 

to  doun. 
So  as  God  wold  whan  tyme  cam  Agea  had  a 

fon  ; 

But  joy  that  Fawnus  made  was  dobil  tho  to  fore 
When  that  he  knew  in  certen  fhe  had  a  fon  ybore, 
And  fent  anoon  for  nurfis  four,  and  no  lefs, 
To  reule  this  child.  Afterward  as  yeris  did  pas, 
The  child  was  kept  fo  tenderly  that  it  throff  wel 

the  bet, 

Fcr  what  the  norifhes  axit  anoon  it  was1  yfctt. 
In  his  chambir  it  norifhed  was;  to  town  it  mut 

nat  go  : 
Fawnus  lovid  it  fo  cherely  hit   myght  nat  part 

-    hym  fro. 

It  was  fo  feyr  a  creature  as  myght  be  on  lyve 
Of  lymys    and   of  fetours,  and   growe    wondir 

blyve. 

This  child  that  I  of  tell,  Berinus  was  his  name, 
Was  ovir  much  cherisfhed,  which  turned  hym  int« 

grame, 
As  yee  fhull  here  aftir,  when  time  comyth  and 

fpafe;  [flafe.' 

For  Aftir  fwete   the  foure  comyth  full  eft  in  many  a 
For   as   fone   as  he   coud  go  and  alfo  fpeke 
All  that  he  fet  his  ey  on,  or  aftir  lift  to  beke, 
Anoon  he  fhuld  it  have,  for  no  man  hym  wer- 

nyd.  [ny* 

But  it  had  be  wel  bettir  he  had  Be  wele  yler- 
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gentilnes,  and  had  yhad  fome  hey, 
For  it  fill  fo  aftir  wyth  what  child  he  did  pley 
Yf  the  pley  ne  likid  hym   he   wold   breke  his 

hede, 
Or  wyth  a  knyff  hym  hurt  fyght  nygh  hond  to  be 

dede : 

For  ther  nas  khyght  ne  fqiiyer  in  his  fadirs  houfe, 
That  thought  his  owne  perfone  mofte  corajoufe, 
That  did  or  feyd  eny  thing  Berinus  to  difplefe 
That  he  n'old  fpetoufly  anoon  oppon  him  refe  ; 
Wher'of  his  fadir  had  joy  and  his  modir  alfo  : 
Yet  it  femith  td  fnany  a  man  it  was  nat  wifely  do. 
Wh<?n  Beryn  pafled  was  feven  yere,  and  grew  in 

more  age, 
He  wrought  ful  many  an  evil  chek  ;  for  fuch  was 

his  corage 

That  there  he  wift  or  might  do  eny  evill  dede 
He  wold  nevir  fefe  for  ought  that  men  him  feid, 
Whe'fore  many  a  pore  man  ful  oft  was  agrevid ; 
But  Fawnus  and  Agea  ful  light  therort  belevid  : 
And  thoughe  men  wold  pleyne  ful  fhort  it  Ihuld 

availe. 
For  Fawnus   was    fo   myghty,  and   cheff  of  all 

counfaill 
With  Auguftyn  the  Emperour,  that  all  men  hym 

drad, 
Andlete  pasovir  mifchefe  and  harmys  that  they 

had. 

Brinus   ferthermore   lovid   well    the    dife^ 
And  for  to  pley  at  hazard,  and  held  ther*  of  grete 

pfrjr'fe; 

And   all  othif   gamys  that    lofery  was  in^ 
And  evirmore  he  loft,  and  nevir  myght  wyn; 
Bcrynus  at  hazard  many  a  nyght  he  wakid, 
And  oft  tyme  it  fill  fo  that  he  cam  horn  al  nakid  : 
And  that  was  all  his  joy,  for  right  wele  he  knew 
That  Agea  his  modir  wold  cloth  hym  newe; 
Thus  Berynus  lyvid,  as  I  have  told  to  fore, 
Tyll  he  was  of  the  age  of  eightene  yere  or  more; 
But  othir  whyls  amongis  for  pleyntis  that  were 

grete 

Ftwnusjiiade  amendis,  and  put  them  in  quiete  : 
So  was  the  fadir  caufe  the  fone  was  fo  wyld  ; 
And  fo  have  many  mo  fuch  of  his  own  child 
Be  caufe  of  his  undoyng,  al  we  mo  we  fe  al  day  j 
For  'Thing  ytake  is  bard  to  put  dtvey, 
A*  hon  that  e-oir  trottidt  trewlich  1  yew  telle, 
It  ive>  e  bard  to  make  bym  aftir  to  atnbill  iuslle  : 
Ryght  fo  by  Beryn  ;  when  he  had  his  lull  and  wyll 

when  he  was  lite 

It  fhuld  be  hevy  afterward  to  reve  his  bid  delite, 
Save  the  whele  of  Fortune,  that  no  man  may 

withftonde, 

For  every  man  on  lyve  ther'on  he  is  gond ; 
O  fpoke  {he  turnyd  bakward,  righte  at  high  noone, 
All  ageyn  Berfnus,  as  ye  {hull  here  fone. 
Agea  his  modir  fell  in  grete  fikenes, 
And  fent  aftir  hufbond  wyth  wordis  hire  to  Us, 
And  for  fne  wold  tell  hym  hir  hole  hert'is  wyll 
Er  ihe  out  of  the  world  partid,  as  it  was  right  and 

{kill. 

When  Fawnus  was  ycome,  and  faw  fo  rodylefe 
Hys  wyff  that  was  lo  dcre,  that  for  love  he  chefe, 
VOL.  I. 


No  mervell  though  his  hert  wer  in  grete  morn" 

ing, 

Fo'r  he  purfeyvyd  fullich  {he  drewe  to  hir  endyng  : 
Yit  made  he  othir  chere  then  in  his  hert  was 
Td  put  iuvey  difcomfort,  diflimilying  wyth  his 

fafe 
The  hevynes  of  his  hert :  wyth  chere  he  did  it 

clofe, 
For  fuch  a  manner  craft,  ther  is  wyth  them  can 

glofe;   • 
Save  that  tournyth  all  to  cautele  :  but  Fawnus 

did  nat  fo^ 

For  wetith  wele  in  certeyn  his  hert  was  full  of  wo 
For  his  wyff  Agea  J  and  yit  for  craft  he  couth 
The  teris  fro  his  eyin  ran  doun  by  his  mowith  r 
When  he  faw  the  pangis  of  deth  comyng  fo  .aft 
Oppon  his  wyff  Agea  almoft  his  hert  to  braft. 
Agea  lyfft  up  hir  eyen,  and  beheld  the  chere 
Of  hir  hufbond  Fawnus,  that  was  fo  trew  a  fere, 
And  feyd,  Sir,  why  do  ye  thus  ?  this  is  an  elying 

-"""     fare 

In  cdmfoft  of  us  both,  yf  yee  might  fpare 
And  put  awcy  thys  hevynes  whyle  that  yee  and  I 
Myght   fpeke    of   othir   thyngis,   for  Deth   me 

hyghith  nyghj 

For  to  body  ne  to  foule  this  vailyth  nat  a  karfe. 
Now  tellyth  on,  quod  Fawnus,  and  I  wol  lete  it 
For  the  time  of  talkying  as  wele  as  I  may    [pas 
But  out  of  my  remembraunce  onto  my  endyng 

day 
Yeur  deth  woll  nevir^  I  woot  it  wele,  but  evir  ba 

in  my  mynd. 
Then,  good   Sir,  quod  Aged,  beth  to  my  foule 

kynd 
When  my  body  is  out  of  fight,  for  thefto  have  I 

riede, 

For  truer  make  then  yee  be  in  word  ne  in  dede 
Had  nevir  woman,  ne  more  kyndnes 
Hath  {hewed  unto  his  make,  I  know  right  wele 

iwis  : 

Now  wold  ye  fo  her  after  in  hert  be  as  trewe, 
To  lyve  wythout  make,  and  on  yeur  fone  rewe, 
That  litill  hath  ylernid  fithens  he  was  bore  : 
Let  hym  have  no  ftepmodir,  for  children  have 

tofore 
Comelich  they  lovith  nat :  wherfore  wyth  hert  I 

prey 

Have  chere  onto  yeur  fone  aftir  my  endyng  day  ; 
For  fo  God  me  help  and  I  lafft  yew  behynd 
Shuld  nevir  man  on  lyve  bryng  it  in  my  mynd 
To  be  no  more  y weddit,  but  lyve  foule  aloon. 
Now  yee  know  all  my   wyll,   good   Sir,   think 

ther'on. 

Certis,  quod  Fawnus,  whils  1  have  wyttis  fyve 
I  think  flevir  aftir  yew  to  have  another  wyff. 
The  preeft  was  com  therwythall  for  to  do  hie 

rightis ; 

Fawnus  toke  his  leve,  and  all  the  othir  knyghtis, 
Hir  kyndrid  and  frendis  kified  hir  echone  : 
It  is  no  nede  to  axe  wher  ther  was  dole  or  noon, 
Agea  caft  her  ey  up,  and  lokid  all  aboute, 
And  wold  have  kiflid  Beryn,  but  thea  was  he 

vvythoute, 
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I'leying  to  the  'hazard,  as  he  Was  wont  to  dooii, 
For  as  fonc  as  he  had  etc  he  wold  ren  out  anoon  ; 
And  when  Ihe  faw  he  was  not'ther  thut  fhe  thought 

moft  oft 
Hire  fisheries  and  hire  mournyng  berft  her  hert 

anoon, 

A  dam  fell  toi'ore  that  was  ron  into  the  touhe 
For  to  feche  Beryn,  that  pleyed  for  his  gowae, 
And  had  ahn'oft  loft  it,  right  as  the  damfell  cam, 
And  fwofe  and  ftarid  as  he  was  wood,,  as  longit 

to  the  game. 
The   dam  Tell  feyd  to  Beryn,  Sir,  ye  muft  com 

home, 

For  but-  ye  hygh  blyve  that  yce.wer  ycsrrte 
Yetir  aiothir  woll  he  dfde  ;  {he  is  yi-t  on  lyve  : 
Yf  ye  wol  fpeke  wyth  her  yee  muft  hygh  blyve. 
"Who.  bad   lb,  lewd  KUt  ?  Your  fadir,  Sir,  quod 

ihe. 

Go,  home,,  lewd  vifenag,  that  evil  ii-iut  th*w  the  ! 
C^tied  Beipie  to  the  daadell,  and  ga-n  her  fray  and 

feerr 

And  bad  the  devill  of  tell  hir  fhould  to  tore, 
H&&-  thow   ought    eis   to   do  but  .  let  me  of  my 

.  game,? 

New  by  God  in  hevin,  by  Peter,  and  by  Jume, 
O^uo.th,  Beryn  in  grctc  angir,  and  /wars  be  book 

,     artd-bell, 

Rchcrfying  many  nomys  mei  than  me  lyil  to  tell; 
N'er  throw  my  fadirs  mefiunger:wer  thou  fhuldift 

nevir  etc  hrede  : 

J  hidilevir  my  modir  andalfo  thou  wer  dedc 
Then  I  fhuld  lefe  the  game  that  1  am  uowgh  in  ; 
;Vnd  fmpte  .tii*  da-rale  II  un'dir  the  ere,  the  \veet 

gon  upward  fpyn  : 

The  death  of  Agea  he  fet  at.l'itill  pryfe  ; 
So  in  that  wrath  frolick  Beryn  threw  die  dyfe,, 
AncLloft  wyth.  that  lams  call  -til  was  leyde  adown, 
And  ilert  up  ia  a  wood  rage,  and  ballid  on  his 

crbvmt 
And  fo  he  did  the  remnaunt,  as  many  as  wold 

abyde; 

.But  for  dreclc  of  Fawnus  his  feiawis  gan  to  hyde, 
And  nevir  had  wyil,  nc  lift,  wyth  Beryn  for  to 

fyghty  .    . 

But    evir    redy    to    pley    and    wyn    what   they 

riiyght. 

The  deth  of  Agea  fprang  afbor.t  the  tnwnc, 
Ajid  every'  mnn  that  herd  tire  bell  for  her  fowne 
lieinony.'d    her   full  fo.'c  ;    fail"  BeryJt  toke  none 

.  hede, 
But  fcnght  anothir  .fekfswp,  and  qnyklich  :  | 

J  ,(;.  ;. 

To  fuch  maancr  company  a;  ilralJ  iatvir;thryve, 
ro?  fu'ch'hc  lovjd'  lieutir'tiiftti  ,5iis:  modir's  ).- 
And  e.viniiorc  it  flu'ld  Lc  nygiit  or 


Por  of  his  fadir  in  ccrteyn  he  hau  no  manner  aw-:  ; 

t'cr  evir  in'i  . 

And  was  yipaficd  cliaitifnig  but  men  sroid  bym 

kyii. 

iFawnus   f.or  Ag-a,  as  it  \\-rc,  v,\-\l  iltti-.-.o;, 
Made  -gr.:tc  oruc-muaice  for  liir  burying, 
Of  prelatis  and  of  prceftis,  and  of  all  odiir  thyng, 
As  thotighe  Hie  had  be  ajivyfi"  of  a  worthy  kin<; 


It  myght  nat  have  be  mendit ;  fuch  was  his  gsi>« 

tilucs, 

For  at  hir  entery"g  was  many  a  worthy  mefTe. 
For  four  weeks  full,  or  he  did  her  intere, 
She  ky  in  Icde  wythyn  his  houfe  ;  but  Beryn  cant 

not  there, 

Nameluh'into  the  place  where  his  modir  ley, 
Ne  onys  wold  he  a  Pater  nojler  for  hir  foule  fey  : 
His  thought  was   all   in  unthryft,  lechery,  and 

dyfey 

And"  drawyng  all  to  foryyfor  To-witb  is  recl>les> 
But  tljcr  it  is  refreyneJ  and  bath  fom  manere  (ye  : 
And  ther'fore  methinkith  that  I  may  wele  fey 
A  man  ypaflid  yowith,  and  is  wythout  lore, 
May  be  wele  ylikened  to  a  tre  wythout  more, 
That  may  nat  bowe  ne  here  fruyte,  but  root  and 

'  ever  waft ', 
Ryght  fo  by  yowith  faritk  that  no  man  lift  to 

chafh 

Thiaf  mowe  we  know  verely  by  experience, 
That  2v/7/  makit/j  vertu  and  benevolence 
In  cJj':lJaoJefor  togroive,  as  provith  ymagynacioune  : 
A  plant 'whils  it   ij   grene,  or  it  have  domina- . 

cioune, 
A  mail  may  wyth  his  fyngers  ply  it  wher  hym 

lyft, 

And  make  ther'of  a  Jfhakill,  a  with,  or  a  twill ; 
But  let  the  plant  ftond,.  and  yeris  ovirgrowe,. 
Men  fhull  not  wyth  both  his  hondis  unnethis  make  " 

it  bowe  : 

No  more  myght  Fawnus  make  his  fone  Berynr 
When  he  grew  in  age,  to  his  lore  enclyne  ; 
For  every  day  when  Beryn  rofe  unwalh  he  wold  . 

dyne, 

And  draw  hym  to  His  felefhip-as  even  as  a  lyne, 
And  then  com  home  and  ete,  and  foop,  and  fdepe-'.. 

at  nyght  : 

This  was.al  his  hefynes  but  yf  that  he  did  fight ;  I 
Wher'for  his  fadir's  hert  Fawnus  gan  for  to  blede,. 
That  of  his  modir  that  ley  at  home  he  toke  no- 
more  hede  : 

And  fo  did  all  the  pepill  that  dwellid  in  the  town  >. 
Of  Beryn 's  wildnes  gon  fpeke  and  eke  roun. 
Fawnus  oppon  a  dcy,  when  Beryn  cam  at  eve, 
\V\ii  fet  oppon  a  purpofe  to  make  his  fone  leve 
All  his  fhrewd  taichis  wyth  goodnss  if  he  myghf,  . 
And  taught  hym  feir  and  foft,  but  Berya  tok«  it . 

%ht, 

A:ul  countid  at  Htill  pryfe  al  his  fadir's  tale. 
Fawnus  faw  it  wold  nat;  with  colour  wan  and  ,-nIe 
He  part'id  from  his  fone,  and  wyth   a  forowfull- 

hert. 

I  nc  can  write  halfyndele  how  fore  he  hidfmcrt 
The  difob'eying  of  his  fone  and  his  wyf 'is  deth, 
Thai:,  as  the  book  tdlith,  he  wifhedthat  his  bretk 
Had  ybcca  above  the  ferkill  celeftyne, 
So  fervent  was  his  forowe,  his  angir,  and  hispyne^.. 
So,,fiiortjy  to  conclude,  Agea  was  interid, 
And  Fawnus  livid  wyfics  three  yere  were  ywerid^ 
^Vhcv'cf  ther  was  grcte  fpechc  for  his  high  honour  j. 
Tyll  at  lull  word  cam  onto  the  Emperour 
Thut  Fawnus  was  without  wyfe,  and  feld  was  jo* 

counde, 
But  mournyog  for  Agea  that  he.  was  to  ybound^ 
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And  lyvid  as  an  hermyte,  foule  and  deftitute, 
\Vythout  conlblacioune,  penfyff  oft  and  mute  : 
Wher'for  Auguftinus,  of  Rome  the  Emperour; 
Was  inwai-dlich  fory,  and  in  grete  dolour. 
Wyth  that  the  feven  Sagis  and  Stnatouris  all 
Were  affemblid,  to  difcryve  what  .fhuld  ther'of 

fail ; 

The  wych  feyd  fhortly,  For  a  moleftatioune 
Ther  was  noon  othir  remedy  but  a  conlblacioune  ; 
For  Wbofo  tver  iu  eny  thing  d'tfplejidor  agre-vid 
Mujl  by  a  like  thing  egall  be  remevid. 
And  when  the  Emperour  knew  all  their  determi- 

nacioune, 

Quicklich  in  his  mynd  he  had  imaginacioune 
That  Fawnus  for  Agea  was  in  high  diftres, 
And  muft  ycurid  be  wyth  paffyng  gentJnes 
Of  fom  lufty  lady,  that  of  pulchritude 
Were   excellent   al   othir  :    fo,    fhortly   to   con 
clude, 

The  Emperour  had  a  love  tofore  he  had  a  wyf 
That  he  lovid  as  hertiich  as  his  own  lyf, 
As  was  as  feir  a  creature  as  i'one  myght  befhyne  ; 
So  excellent  of  bewte  that  fhe  myght  be  fhryne 
To  all  othir  wymmen  that  wer  tho  lyvand  : 
But  for  the  Emperour  had  a  wyf  ye  fhul  wele  on* 

derftond 

He  cam  nat  in  hir  company  to  have  his  delite  ; 
tor    Criftendomc  and  conscience  was  tho  more 

perfite 

Then  it   is  now  adayis,  yf  I   durft   tell  : 
But  I  wol  leve  at  this  tyme.     Than   Fawnus  al 

fo  well 

Was  aftir  fent  in  heft,  of  feknes  to  be  curyd  ; 
So  what  for  drede  and  ellis  they  wer  both  en- 

furyd 
'  In  prefencc  of  the  Emperour,  fo  Fawnus  myght 

nat  flee ; 
It    was    the    Emperours    wyll,    it   myght   noon 

othir  be. 

So  wythin   a  tyme   Agea    was    forgete, 
For  Fawnus  thought  litill  on  that  he  hirbehight: 
For  as  the  ieven  Sagis  had  afore  declarid 
It  cam  all  to  purpos ;  For  Fawnus  litil  carid 
For  eny  thing  at  all  fave  his  wyff  to  plefe, 
That  Rame  was  yclepid  :  for  reft  nethir  efe 
Fawnus  nevir  had  but  of  her  prefence  : 
So  was  his  hert  on  her  yfet   that    he   coud  no 

defence, 
Save  evirmore  be  wyth   hir,   and    flare  on  hir 

vifage, 

That  the  moft  part  of  R.oom  held  it  for  dotage, 
And  had  much  marvell  of  his  variaunce  f 
But  What  is  that  Fur  tune  cannat  put  in  chance  ? 
For  ther  n'as  man  on  lyve  on  woman  more  be- 

dotid 
Then    F'awnws   was   in  Rame,  ne  half  fo  much 

yfotid. 
Wyth  that  Riune  had  knowlech  that  Fawnus  was 

yfmyt 
Wyth  the  dart  of  Love  :  ye  mcrvve  ryght  wek 

it  wyt 

That  all  that  evir  fhr  coud  caft  or  ythyrick 
"Was  nil  ageyn  Berynus,  for  many  a  fotill  wrencl; 
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She  thought  and  wrought  day  by  day,  &s  meny 

wemen  doon, 
Tyll  they  have   of  their  defire  the  full  conclu- 

fioune  : 

For  the  more  that  Fawnus  of  Rame  did  made 
The  more   dangerous  was  Rame   arid  of   chere 

fade, 

And  kept  wele  hir  purpofe  undir  covirture  : 
She  was  the  las  to  blame  ;  it  gre*w  of  nature. 
iut  though  that  Rame  wrought  fo,  Ood  forbedc 

that  alle 
Wer  of  that  condicioune,     Yet  touch  ;  j  man  the 

gall, 

t  is  my  plein  counfell,  but  doith  as  othir  doith  : 
Take  yeur  part  as  it  comith  of  rdughe  and  eke  of 

i'moothe. 
Yit  noritur,  wit  and  gentilncs,  refon  and  perfite 

mynde,- 
Doth  all  thefe  worthy  women  to  worch  agenyS 

kynde, 
That  thoughe  they   be  agrevid   they   fuffir  and 

endure, 
And  paffith  ovir  for  the  beft,  andfolowith  notfring 

nature. 
But  now  to  Rame's  piirpofe^  and  what  Was  hir? 

defire, 

Shortly  to  conclude^  to  make  debate  and  ire 
Betwene  the  fadir  and  the  fone,  as  it  Was  likely 

tho; 

What  for  his  coddicioune,  and  what  for  love  alfm 
That  Fawnus  owt  to  hia  wyff,  the  rathir  he  muft 

hir  leve, 

And  grant  for  to  merid,yf  ought  hir  did  greve. 
Berinus  evir  wrought  right  as  he  did  before, 
And  Rame  made  hym  chere  of  love,  ther  myght 

no  woman  more, 
And  gaff  hym  gold  and  clothing  e^ir  as  he  did 

lefe, 
Of  the  beft  that  he  coud  ought  wher  in    town 

chefe, 
And  fpeke  full  feir  wyth  hym,  to  make  al  thyng 

dede ; 
Yit  wold  fhe  have  yete  his  hert  wythout  fait  of 

brede  } 

She  htd  fo  hir  felony,  and  fpak  fo  in  covert^ 
That  Beryn  myght  nat  fpy  k  but  lite  of  Ram'ys 

hert. 

So,  fhortly  to  prts  ovir,-  it  fill  oppon  a  nyghte^ 
When   Fawnus  and  his   frefh  wyf  wer  to  beet 

ydight. 
Re  toke  hir  in  his  arrays  and  made  hir  heftly 

chere, 

Ther  myght  no  man  betir  make  to  his  fere, 
And  feyd,Myn  ertly  ]oy,myn  hertis  full  plefattnce, 
My  wele,  my  woo,  my  paradife,  my  lyv'is  fufke- 

n^.unce  ! 

Why  ne  be  ye  rrery,  why  be  ye  fo  dull, 
Sith  ye  know  I  am  yeur  own  right  as  yeflf  h£r4 

woll  ? 
Now  tell  on  love,  myn  own  hert !  yf  ye  eylith 

cught, 
Fcr  and  it  be   in  nr/  power  anoon  it  fb.aU  bo 
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Ramc  wyth  that.gan  fighe,  and  wyth  a  wepeing 

chere 
Undid  the  bagg  of  trechery,  and  feide  in  tliis 

manere  : 
No  mervell  though:  myn-  hert  be  fore  and  full  of 

dele, 
For  when  I  to  yew  weddjt  was  wrong  went  my 

.     whe'le. 

But  who  may  be  ageyas  hap  a'nd  aventure  ? 
Therfor  as  wele  as  I  may  myne  I  mut  endure, 
Wyth  many  fharp  wordis  fhe  fet  his  hert  on  feir 
Topurchafe  with  hir  pracftik  that  fhe  did  defire  f 
But  hoolich  all  hir  wordis  I  cannot  wele  reherfe, 
Ne  write  ne  endite  how  fife  did  peree 
Through  Fawny  *s  hert  and  his  fcv.ll  alfo  ; 
For  more  petoufe  compleynt  of  forowe  and  of  woo,< 
Made  nevir  woman,  ne  more  petoufly, 
Then  Rame  made   to   Fawnys  :  fhe  finote  full 

bkterly 

Into  the  veyn,  and  through  his  hert  blood; 
She  blodcrit  fo  and  wept,  and  was  fo  high  en 

mode, 
That  unrreth  fire  myglit  fpeke  but  othir  while 

among 

Wordis  of  difcomfort,  and  hir  hondis  wrong ; 
For  alas  and  woo  the  tyme  that  fhe  weddft  was ! 
"Was  evir  more  the  ftefreit  when  fhe  myght  have 

fpafe. 
I  am  yweddit ;  ye,  God  woot  beft  in  what  manef 

and  how  I 

For  yf  it  wer  fo  fall  I  had  a  shild  by  you, 
Lord !    how  fhuld  he  ly ve,  how   fbuld  he  com 

awey  ? 
Sith  Beryn  is  yeur  firft  fone,  and  heir  af-tir  yeur 

day  ? 

Butfyf  that  he  had  grace  to  fcoole  for  to  goo, 
To-   ha^re   fom    maner    conning  that   he  rnyght 

truft  to, 

For  as  it  now  ftondeth  it  were  the  beft  rede, 
For,  fo  God  me  hetp,  I  had  levir  he  wer  dede 
Than  wer  of  fuch  condicioune  or  of  fuch  lore 
As  Beryn  yeur  fone  is ;  it  wer  bett  he  wer  unbore, 
For  he  doith-  nat  ellis  fave  at  hazard  pley,- 
And  comyth  home  al  nakid  ech  othir  dey; 
For  within  this  month  that  I  have  wyth  yen  be 
Jiftene  fithis,  for  verry  grete  pke 
7  have  yclothid  hym  al  new  when  he  was  to  tore, 
For  evirmore  he  feyde  the  old  were  ylore. 
]How  and  he  wer  my  fone  I  had  levir  he  were  yfod, 
For  and  he  pley  fo  long  half  our  iyvelode 
Wold  fcarfly  fuffife  hymfelf  oon, 
And'  n'ere  yee  wold  be  grevid,  I  fwere  be  Seyht 

John 

"He  fhuld  aftir  this  dey  be  clothid  no  more  for  me, 
But   he   Wold   kepe    them   Bettir  and  draw  fzo- 

nycete". 

Now  gentttl  wyff,  gramcy  of  yeur  wife  tale, 
I  thynk  wel  the  more  that  I  fey  no  falc  ; 
For  towchyng  rny  grevaunce,  that  Beryn  goith 

al  nakid, 

Treulich  that  grevaunce  is  fbmwhat  afclakid  : 
Let  hym  aloon,  I  prey  yew,  and  I  woll  con  yew 

thank, 
For  in  fuch  lofery  he  h#b,  Joft  many  &  frank. 
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The  devil  hym  fpede  that  rech  yf  h'e  be  to  tofert 
And  he  ufe  it  hereaftir  as  he  hath  doon  to  fore, 
Beryrr  arofe  a  morowe,  and  cried  wondir  faft, 
And  axid  aftir"  clothis,  but  it  was  all  in  waft  ; 
Ther  was  no  man  tendant  for  hym  in  all  the* 

houfe ; 

The  whelc  was  ychaiingit  into  anothir  cours. 
Fawnus  herd  his  fone  wele  how  he  began  to  cry^ 
Arrd  rofe  up  anoon  and  to  hym  did  high, 
And  had  forgete  rtothyng  that  Rame  had  yfeyde,. 
For  he  boillid  fo  his  hert  he  v/as  nat  well  apayde. 
He  went  into  the  chambi?  ther  his  fone  ley, 
And  fet  hym  down  in  a  chair,  and  thus  he  gan  to 

fey:. 

My  gentil  fone  Beryn,  now  feir  I  wol  ye  teche  ; 
Rew  oppon  thy  f elf,  and  be  thyne  own  leche. 
Manhode  is  ycom  now,  myne  own  dere  fone, 
It  is  tyme  thow  be  aweynydof  thyi*  old  v/one  : 
And  thow  art   ao  wynters,  and  naught  haft  of 

do(Slryne ; 
Yit  woldift  thow  draw  to  perfite  the  worfhip  wold 

be  thyne, 

To^  noritur  and  goodfhip,  and  al  honeft  thing^ 
Ther  myght  com  ttx  myn  liert  no  more  glad  ty- 

ding. 

Leve  now  al  thy  foly  and  thy  rebawdryr 
As  tablis  and  mervellisj  and  the  hazardry, 
And  draw  the  to  the  company  of  honeft  men  a-ndj 

good, 
Els  leve  thow  me  as  wele  as  Grifte  died  on  the' 

rode; 

And  for   al   menkynd  his  ghoft   pas  lete, 
Thow  fhalt  for  me  heraftir  ftond  on  thyn  own  fete, 
For  I  woll  no  longir  fuffir  this  aray 
To  clothe  the  al  new  eche  othir  dey. 
Yf  thow  wolt  draw  the  to  wit,  and  rebaw<3ry 

withdraw, 
Of  fuch  good  as-  God  have  font  yn  part  have  fhalf 

thow  : 

And  if  thow  wolt  nat,  my  fone,  do  as  I  the  telJ, 
Of  me  (halt  thow  naught  have^truft  me  right  well. 
Wenyft  thow  wyth  thy  dife-pleying  hold  rhyn  ho- 

noure 

Aftir  my  deth-  dey  ?  Then  Beryn  gan  to  loure, 
And  feide,  Is  this  a  fermon  or  a  prechement  ? 
Ye  were  nat  wont  herto  ;  how  is  this  ywent  ? 
Sendith  for  fome  clothing  that  I  wer  aga; 
My  felawis  lokith  aftir  me,  I  woot  well  they  do  fo  : 
I  woil  nat  leve  my  felefhip  ne  my  rekelagisj 
Ne  my  dife-pleying,  for  all  yeur  heretages  : 
Doith  yeur  beft  wyth  them  by  yeur  lyf  day, 
For  when  they  fall  to  me  I  woi  do  as  I-  may. 
Bcnedic'rte  !  fadir,  who  hath  enformyd  you, 
And  fet  you  into  ire,  to  make  me  chere  rowe  ? 
But  I  know  wele  inough  whens  this  counfaill  cam  ; 
Trewlich  of  yeur  own  wyfe,  that  evil  dame  : 
Com  oppon  hir  body  that  fals  putaigne, 
For  trewlich,  fadir,  yee  dote  on  hir,  and  fo  all  men: 

feyne. 

Alas  flat  evir  a  maujhuld,  that  h  of  IrigJj  counfaile, 
Set  all  A:t  ivifdom  on  TJIS  tvyv's  tails  ! 

Yee  lovith  hir  fo  much  {he  hath  benome  yeur 

wyt, 
And  I  maj>.  curs  the  tyme  that  cvir  ye  w 
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for  now  1  am  in  certen  I  have  a  ftepmodir  : 
They  been  fhrewis,  ibm  ther  been,  but  few,  othir. 
Vel  Fikil  Flaptail,  fuch  oon  as  fhe  ys, 
For  all  my  pleying  at  dife  yit  do  yee  more  amys : 
Yee  have   ylofh  yeur  name,  yeur   worlhip,  and 

yeur  feith, 

So  dote  ye  on  hir,  and  levith  all  fhe  fayith. 
Fawnus  wyth 'the  fame  word  gaff  the  chayir  a  but, 
And  lepe  out  of  the  chainbir,  as  who  feyd  Cut, 
And  fwore  in  verrey  woodnes  be  God  omnipo 
tent 

That  Beryn  of  his  wordis  fhuld  fore  repent. 
Beryn  fet  nought  ther'of,  with  a  proude  hert 
Anfwerd  his  fadir,  and  axid  a  new  fhert. 
He  gropid  al  about  to  have  found  oon, 
As  he  was  wont  to  fore,  but  ther  was  noon. 
Then  toke  he  fuch  wilokis  as  he  fond  ther, 
And  beheld  hymfelf  what  man  he  wer  ; 
For  when  he  was   arayde  then  gan  he  firfte  be 

wrothe, 

For  his  womb  lokid  out  and  his  rigg  both. 
He  ftert  aftirhis  fadir,  and  he  began  to  cry, 
For  feth  myn  array,-  for  the  villany 
Ys  as  wele  yeurs  as  it  is  myne. 
Fawnus  let  him  clatir  and  cry  wel  and  fyne, 
And  paffid  forth  ftill  and  fpak  nat  a  word. 
Then  Beryn  gan  to  think  it  was  nat  al  bord 
That  his  fadir  feyde  when  he  wyth  hym  was, 
And  gan  to  think  all  about,   and  therwytb  feid 

Alafs! 

Now  know  I  wele  forfoth  that  my  modir  is  dede ; 
For  tho  gan  he  to  glow  firft  a  fory  mann'yis  hede. 
Now  kepe  thy  cut,  Beryn,  for  thou  fhalt  have  a 
Somwhat  of  the  world  to  lern  betir  wit ;  £fit 
For  and  thow  wift  fikerly  what  ys  for  to  com 
Thow  woldift  wisfh  aftir  thy  deth  full  oft  and 

ylone  ; 

For    Ther  nys  hetylng  half  fo  fore  •wylb  Jlaff  nethlr 
jfs  man  to  be  bete  "with  Ins  oiun  yerd.  [fiverd 

The  pyry  is  yblowe,  hop,  Beryn,  hop, 
That  ripe  wol  heraftir  and  on  thyn  hede  drop  : 
Thou  tokift  noon  hede  whils  it  fhoon  hoot, 
Ther  for  wynter  the  nyghith  afay  by  thy  cote. 
Beryn  for  fhame  to  town  durft  he  nat  go, 
He  toke  Ms  wey  to  churchward ;  his  frend  was 

made  his  foo, 
For  angir,  forowe,  and  fhame,  and  hevynes,  that 

he  had, 
Unneth  he  might  fpeke,  but  ftode  half  as  mad. 

0  alas!  quod  Beryn,  what  wyt  had  I 
That  coud  nat  tofore  this  dey  know  fikerly 
That  my  modir  dede  was?  but  now  I  know  to  fore, 
And  drede  more  that  eche  day  hereaftir  more  and 

more 

1  fhall  know  and  fele  that  my  modir  is  dede. 
Alas!  I  fmote  the  meffangere,  and  toke  of  hir  noon 

hede: 

Alas!  I  am  right  pore;  alas!  that  I  am  nalud  : 
Alas!  I  fclept  to  faft,  tyl  forowe  now  hath  me 

wakid  : 

Alas !  I  hunger  fore ;  alas  !  for  dole  and  peyn, 
For  eche  man  me  fcith  hath  me  in  difdeyn. 
7'his  was  all  his  mirth  to  the  churchward 

of  his  modir  Agea  he  toko  fo  litill  reward. 


When  Beryn  was  within  the  chirch  then  gan  he 

wers  fray  : 

As  fone  as  he  faw  the  tomb  where  his  modir  lay 
His  colour  gan  to  chaunge  into  a  dedely  hew  : 
Alas,  gentill  modir !  fo  kynd  you  wer  and  trew, 
It  is  no  mervell  for  thy  deth  though  I  fore  fmert. 
But  therwythal  the  forowe  fo  fervent  fmote  his  hcrt 
That  fodenly  he  fil  down  ftan  dede  in  fvvowe  : 
That  he  had   part  of  forowe  methynkith   that 

myght  I  avowe, 

Beryn  lay  fo  long  or  he  myght  awake, 
For  al  hys/yve  wittis  had  clene  hym  forfake, 
Wel  myglit  he  by  hymfelf,  when  refon  ycom.  were, 
Undirftond  that  Fortune  had  a  (harp  fpere, 
And  eke  grete  power  among  high  and  lowe, 
Som  to  avaunce  and  ibm  to  ovirthrowe. 
-Go  at  laft  whan  Beryn  a  litill  wakid  were 
He  trampelid  faft  with  his  fete,  and  al  to  tere  his 
And  his  vifage  both,  right  as  a  wodeman,       [ere 
With  many  a  bitir  tere  that  from  his  eyen  ran, 
And  fighid  many  a  fore  figh,  and  had  much  hevy  j 

,  nes, 

And  evirmore  he  curfid  his  grete  unkyndnes 
To  foreyit  his  modir  whils  fhe  was  aly  ve, 
And  lenyd  to  hir  tombe  opon  his  tore  fclyve, 
And  wisfhid  a  thowfand  fithis  he  had  ybe  hir  by, 
And  beheld  hir  tombe  with  a  petoufe  eye. 
Now,  glorious  God!  quod  Beryn,  that  al  thing 

madift  of  nought, 
Heven  and  erth,  man  and  befte,  fith  I  am  myf- 

wrought 

Of  yewe  I  axe  mercy,  focour,  and  help,  and  grace, 
For  my  myfdede  and  foly,  unthryffe  and  trefpafe : 
Set  my  forowe  and  peyn  fomwhat  in  mefure 
Fro  difpeir  and  myfcheff  as  I  may  endure. 
Lord  of  all  lordis!  though  Fortune  be  my  foo 
Yit  is  thy  myght  above  to  turrf-hym  to  and  fro. 
Firft  my  modirs  lyfe  Fortune  hath  me  berevid, 
And  fith  my  fadirs  love,  and  nakid  alfo  me  levid. 
What  may  he  do  more  ?  Yis,  take  awey  my  lyfe  ; 
But  for  that  wer  myn  efe,  and  end  of  al  flryfe, 
Ther'for  he  doith  me  lyve  for  my  wers  J  fey, 
That  I  fhuld  evirmore  lyve  and  nevir  for  to  dey. 
Now  leve  I  Beryn  wyth  hys  modir  tyl  I  com  aye, 
And  wol  return  me  to  Rame,  that  of  hir  fotilte 
Bethoughte  hir  al  aboute,  when  Beryn  was  agoon 
That  it  fhuld  be  wittid  hir,  wher'for  fhe  anoon 
In  this  wife  feyd  to  Fawnus :  Sir,  what  have  ye  do, 
Althoughe  I  fpeke  a  mery  word,  to  fuffir  your  fone 
Nalud  into  the  town?  it  was  nat  my  counfaill.  [go 
What  wol  be  feyd  ther'of  ?  fikir  without  faile, 
For  I  am  his  ftepmodir,  that  I  am  caufe  of  alle 
The  violence,  the  wrath,  the  angir,  and  the  gall, 
That  is  betwene  yew  both,  it  wol  be  wit  me ; 
Wher'for  I  prey  you  hertly  doith  hym  com  horn 

aye. 

Nay,  by  trowith,  quod  Fawnus,  for  me  comyth  he 
Sithe  he  of  my  wordis  fo  litil  prife  fct      [nat  yit } 
As  litil  fhall  I  charge  his  eftate  alfo  : 
Sorowe  have  that  rechith  though  he  nakid  go, 
For  every  man  knowith  that  he  is  nat  wife  ; 
Wher'for  may  be  fuppofid  his  pleying  at  dife 
Is  caufe  of  his  aray,  and  nothing  yee,  my  wyff, 
Yes,  iwis,  quod  Rame,  the  tale  well  he  ryff 
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Of  me  and  of  noon  othir,  I  know  right  wel  afyne; 
Wher'for  I  prey  you,  gentil  Sir,  and  for  love  myn, 
That  he  wer  yfet  horn,  and  that  in  grete  haft, 
And  let  afay  offt  agein  with  feirnes  hym  to  chafte  ; 
And  fend  Beryn  clothis  and  a  new  fhert ;     [hcrt. 
And  made  al  wele  in  eche  fide,  and  kept  dole  her 
Now  nth  it  is  your  wyll,  quod  Fawnus  tho  anoon, 
That  Beryn  fhall  home  com,  for  yeur  fake  aloou 
I  woll  be  the  meffager  to  put  your  hert  in  efe  ; 
And  els,  fo  God  me  help,  wer  it  nat  yew  to  plefe 
The  gras  fhuld  grow  on  pament  or  I  hym  home 

bryng. 
Yet  nethirles  forth  he  went,  wyth  too  or  thre 

riding, 

From  o  ftrete  to  anothir,  enqueryng  to  and  fro 
Aftir  Beryn  in  every  plafe  wher  he  was  wont  to 
Seching  eviry  halk  hpwris  two  or  thre,  [go, 

With  h'azardours,  and  othir  fuch,  thcr  as  he  was 

wont  to  be, 
And  fond  hym  not  ther ;  but  to  chirche  went 

echon-e, 
And  at  dcrr  they  ftode  a  while  ajid  herd  Beryn 

made  his  mone  : 
They  herd  all  his  compleynt,  that  petoufe  was  to 

here. 

Fawnus  into  the  chirch  pryvelich  gan  pire, 
But  al  fo  fone  as  he  beheld  wher  Agea  lay 
His  teris  ran  down  be  his  chekis,  and  thus  he  gan 

to  fey : 

A,  Agea!  myn  old  love,  and  my  new  alfo! 
Alas,  that  evir  qur  herds  fliuld  depart  atoo  ! 
For  in  your  gracioufe  dayis  of  hert'is  trobilues 
I  had  nevir  knowlech,  but  of  all  gladnes  j 
Remembryng  in  his  hert,  and'evir  gan  renewe 
The  goodnes  betwene  them  both,  and  hir  hert 

trewe, 

And  drew  hym  ner  to  Beryn  with  an  hevy  mode. 
But  as  fone  as  Beryn  knew  and  cndirftode 
That  it  w^s  his  fadir,  he  wold  no  longir  abide, 
But  anoon  he  voidit  by  the  todir  fide, 
And  Fawnus  hym  encountrid,  and  feyd,  We  have 

the  fought 
Through  the  town,  my  gentil  fone,  and  ther'for 

void  the  nought. 
Though  I  feyd  a  word  or  two,  as  me  thought  for 

the  beft 
For  thyne  erudicioune,  to  drawe  the  onto  lyfe  hp- 

nteflr, 
Thou  fhuldift  nat  fo  fervently  have  take  it  to  thyn 

hert  : 

But  fith  I  know  my  wordis  doith  the  fo  fore  frnert 
Shall  no  more  hereaftir;  and  eche  dey  our  diete 
JShall  be  mery  and  folafe,  and  this  mail  be  forgete; 
For  wele  I  woot  for  thy  modirthat  thou  art  to  tore, 
Alfo  thou  haft  grete  forowe,  but  onys  nedith,  and 

no  more  : 
And  ther'for,  fone,  on  my  bleffing  to  put  forowe 

away  ; 

Drawe  the  nowe  heraftir  to  honift  myrth  and  pley. 
I,o  ther  is  clothing  for  yewe,  and  yeur  hors  ydight 
With  hartleys  all  freihe  new  ;  and  if  yee  lift  be 

knyght 

J  fhall  yit  or  eve  thatbergeyn  undirtake,  [make; 
*|  hat  the  Emperpur  for  my  love  a  knyght  ih'^.11  you 


,  And  what  that  evir   ye  nede  anoon   it  fliall  be 

bought, 

I  For  whils  that  I  have  eny  thing  yc  fhall  lak  naught. 
j  Graunt  mercy  !  quod  Btryn  with  an  hevy  chcre, 
!  Of  yeur  worfhipfull  profir  that  yc  have  prefer  id 

me  here  ; 

I  But  ordir  of  knyghthode  to  take  is  nat  my  liking  : 
j   And  fith  yeur  will  is  for  to  do  fomwhat  my  plefmg, 
i   Ye  have  a  wyfe  ye  love  wele,  and  fo  tendcvlich, 
(  That  and  fhe  have  children  I  know  right  fuctrlich 
1  All  that  (he  can  devyfe  both  be  njght  and  dey 
Shall  be  to  make  her  childryn  heirs  of  that  {he 

may, 

And  eke  ibwe  fedis  of  infelicite, 
Wher'of  wold  growe  devyfioune  betwene  yewe 

and  me  : 

For  yf  ye  fpend  on  me  yeur  good,  and  thus  riallich 
Levith  wele,  in  certen  yeur  wyfe  woil  fikerlich 
Eche  dey  for  r.ngir  her  tufkis  whet, 
And  to  fmyte  with  her  tungc,your  hert  in  wrath 

to  fet, 

Toward  me,  from  dey  to  dey,  but  ye  wold  aply 
Somwhat  to  hir  purpofe  and  aftir  hir  yew  guy  ; 
She  wold  wex  fo  ovirtwart  and  of  fo  lither  tach, 
And  evir  lour  undir  her  hood  a  redy  for  to  fnache  ; 
She  wold  be  fhorfyng  of  yeur  lyfe,  and  that  defire 

I  naught  : 
Wher'for  to  plefe  all  about,  my  purpcfc  and  my 

thought 

Ts  for  to  be  a  Marchrmnte,  and  leve  myn  heritage, 
And  relefe  it  for  evir,  for  fhyppys  fyve  of  ftage 
Full  of  marchaur.dife  the  bell  of  all  this  londe  : 
And  yf  ye  woll  fo,  fadyr,quyk  let  make  the  bonde. 
Fawnus  was  i*ight  well  epayd  that  ilk  word  otit- 

ftcrt, 

But  yit  he  feyd  to  Beryn,  I  mcrvell  in  myn  hert 
Wher  haddift  thou  this  counfaille  to  leve  thyne 

^honour, 

And  lyve  in  grete  aventure  and  in  grete  labour  5 
And  rid  10  forth  talkyng  a  foft  c-fy  pafe 
Homward  to  his  plafe  ther  that  Rame  was. 
Arid  as  fone  as  Fawnus  was  ylight  adown, 
And  highid  faft   to  his  wyfe,  and  with  hir  gan 


And  told  hir  all  the  purpofe,  and  made  Fawnus, 

chere, 
She  did  hym  nat  half  fo  much  the  tyme  flie  wa^ 

hi-s  fere. 
She  hullid  hym,  and  molli-d  hym,  and  toke  hyni 

about  the  nekk, 

And  went  lo\v  for  the  kite,  and  made  many  a  bekk; 
And  feyd,  Sir,by  yeur  fpech  now  right  well  I  here. 
That  yf  ye  lift  ye  mowe  do  thing  that  I  moil  de- 

lire  ; 

And  that  is  this,  yeur  heritage  there  yeu  beft  likid 
That  ye  myght  gyve  :  and  evir  among  the  brusfh 

awey  {he  pikid 
From  hir  clothis  here  and  there,  and  fighid  thcr» 

withall. 

Fawnus  of  his  gentilnes  by  hir  myddil  fmale 
Hertlich  hir  bracyd,  and  feyd,  I  woll  nat  levp. 
I  fuyr  yew  my  trowith  that  onys  or  it  be  eve 
I  That  I  lhali  do  my  devoir  without  feintifp 
j  For  to  pkfe  your  hert'  fullich  in  all  v/yfe, 
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CJraunt  mercy  !  myn  own  foverene,  quod  Rame 

tho  mekely, 

And  made  proteftatioune  that  fhe  fhuld  fikerly 
All  the  dayis  of  hir  lyfe  be  to  hym  as  hendc 
As  evir  woman  was  to  man,  as  ferforth  as  hir 

mynd 

And  wit  hir  wold  ferve,  and  made  grete  othe. 
Fawnus  bood  no  longir,  but  forth  therwith  he 

goith. 

\    A !  precious  God  in  heven,  Kyng  of  majefte ! 
So  plentivoufe  this  world  is  of  iniquite  ! 
Why  is  to  yfujfrid  that  troiv'ith  is  brought  adeivn 
jVytb  treehery  and  faljbede  in  f eld  and  eks  in  tsivn  ? 
,JJut  now  to  Fawnus  and  his  entent.  When  he  his 

fone  met 
He  toke  hym  foft  by  the  hond ;  his  tung  he  gan 

to  whet, 

Sotilly  to  engyne  him.     Firft  he  gan  to  preche, 
Leve  thy  foly,  my  dere  fone,  and  do  as  I  the  techc  : 
Sith  thou  haft  wit  and  refon,  and  art  of  mann'ys 

age, 
What  nedith  the  be  Marchaunt  and  fhall   have 

heritage  ? 
For  and  thy  good  wer  yloft  the  forowe  wold  be 

myne, 

To  tell  the  foth,  right  nigh  peregall  to  thyne ; 
And  yf  that  I  were  dede  whils  thow  wer  oute 
Lond  and  rent,  and  all  my  good,  have  thou  no 

douta, 

It  wold  be   plukkid  from  the;  thy  part  wold  be 
And  alfo  ferthermore,  I  make  oon  beheeft,  [left: 
That  I  trewe  my  moblis  wol  nat  fuffife 
To  charge  fyve  fhippis  ful  of  marchandife 
But  yf  I  leyd  in  mortgage  my  lond  and  eke  my 

rent, 

And  that  I  leve  be  nat  thy  wyll  ne  thyn  entent : 
Yit  nethirles  yf  thy  hert  be  fo  inly  fet 
For  to  be  a  Marchaunt,  for  nothing  well  I  let 
That  I  n'yl  do  thy  plefaunce  as  ferforth  as  I  mey 
To  go  ryght  nygh  myn  own  eftate,  but  levir  I 

had  nay. 
Their  wordis  ne  their  dedis,  ne  matters  them  be- 

twene, 
I   wol  nat  tary  now  ther'on  my  perchemen  to 

fpene  : 

But  fynallich,  to  the  end  of  their  accordement, 
Fawnus  had  fo  goon  about,  yturned  and  ywent, 
That  he  had  brought  his  fone  tofore  the  Empe- 
To  rdefe  his  heritage  and  al  his  honour,      [rour, 
That  he  fhuld  have  aftir  his  dey,  for  ihippib  fyve, 

and  full 

Ykd  of  marcluiundifeof  lynnen  and  of  wool, 
And  of  othir  thingis  that  wer  yufid  tho. 
Engrofid  was  the  covenaunt  betwcue  them  to 
Yn  nrefenc£of  the  Emperour,in  opyn  and  norown, 
3'ofnte  the  gretiit  Cenators'and  tideft  of  the  town. 
So  when  the  rtlefe  felid  was  with  a  fyde  bonde 
They  wer  yley-d  both  in  a  nieon  honde 
Into  the  tyme  that  Beryn  fullich  fcfid  were 
In  the  fyve  fnippis  that  I  yew  told  ere. 
But  who  was  glad,  but   b'awnus  ?   and  to  hir,  wyff 

went 
Aiid.Lyd,  Now,  my  htfrt'is  fwct-  !   all  thyn  hole 

cnteiit 
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Ys  uttirlich  perfourmyd;  us  lakkith  now  no  more 
But  marchaundife  and  fhippis,  as  I  told  tofore. 
That  fhall  not  faill,  quod   Rame,  and  began  to 

daunce, 

And  aftirward  they  fpeken  of  the  purveyance. 
Alas  !  this  f  ah  world,  fa  ful  of  tt  celery  ? 
In  ii'hom  jhuld  ibefsne  haw  triift  and  feith  fikhly 
Jf  bis  fadir  faylid  lyw  ?   ivhetber  myght  he  go 
For  to  fynd  a  fiiir  frfnd  that  hs  ntyght  trujl  to  ! 
So  when  thefe  five  fhippis  wer  rayid  und  dight 
Fawnus  and  his  fone  to  the  Emperour  ful  right 
They  went,  and  many  a  grete  man  for  the  fame 

cafe, 

To  fee  both  in  poffeftioune,  as  ther  covenaunto 
Beryn  fiift  was  feud  in  the  fhippis  fyve,  [was. 
And  Fawnus  had  the  relefe,  ajad  bare  it  to  his 

wyff; 

And  echo  held  them  payde,  and  Rame  beft  of  all, 
For  fhe  had  conquerid  thing  that  cauiid  moft  hir 

gall. 
Now  leve  I  Fawnys  and  his  wyff,  and  of  the  go 

vern  aunce 

Of  Beryn  I  wol  fpeke,  and  alfo  of  his  chaunce. 
When  lodifmen  and  maryneris  in  ai  thing  redy 

was 
This  Beryn  into  Alifaunder,  yf  God  wold  fend 

hym  grace 

That  wynde  hym  wold  ferve,  he  wold  :  fo  on  a  day 
The  wynd  was  good,  and  they  feylid  on  ther  wey 
Too  dayis  fullich,  and  a  riyght  therwythal, 
And  had  wedir  at  wyll,  tyll  at  laft  gan  fall 
Such  a  myft  among  them  that  no  man  myght  fe 

othir, 
That  wele  was  hym  that  had  ther  the  bleiTmg  of 

his  modir. 
For  thre  dayis  inceffantly   the    derknes  among 

them  was, 
That  no  fliipp  myght  fe  othir  ;  wherfor  full  oft 

Alas  \ 
They  feyd,  and  to  the  high  God  they  made  their 

preyere, 

That  he  wold  of  his  grace  them  govern  and  ftere 
So  that  their  ly  vis  myght  fevid  be, 
For  they  were  'cleen   in  difpeyr,  becanfe    they 

myght  nat  fe 
The  loder,  wherby  thefe  fhipmen  ther  cours  toke 

ech  one. 

So  at  laft,  the  i'erth  day,  making  thus  lilr  mouc, 
1'he  dey  gan  clere  ;  and  then  fuch  wynd  arofe 
That  blew  their  fliippis  eli'ewhere  then  waa  their 

firft  purpofe. 

The  tcmpeft  was  fo  huge  and  fo  ft  rung  nlfo, 
That  wele  was  hym  that  coude  bynde  or  oudo 
Any  rope  within  the  ftiipp  that  Jongit  to  the  craft; 
Every  mun  faewed  his  connyng  to  fore  the  fliipp 

and  bafft. 

Tlie  wynd  a  wnck  the  fee  to  brtift,  it  blew  fo 
ore, 


That  Beryn  and  all  his  company  of  fynny-,  las  and 

more 

Eche  man  round  about  fhrcff  hymfolf  to  otltir, 
And  puf  in  Godd'is  gowcTnaunce  lyf,  iliipp,  and 

firothir  ; 
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For  ther  was  fhippis  meyne,  for  owght  they  csud 

hale, 
That  myght  .ibate  of  the  fliipp  the  thiknes  of  a 

fcale  : 
The  wedir  was  fo  fervent  of  wynd  and  eke  of 

thundir 
That  every  ftiipp  from  othir  was  Mowe  of  fight 

afondir, 

And  durid  fo  al  day  and  nyght,  tyll  on  the  morowe 
I  trow  it  was  no  queftioune  wher  they  had  joy  or 

forowe. 
So  aftirward,  as  God  wold,  the  wynd  was  fom- 

what  foft, 

Beryne  clepid  a  maryner,  and  bad  hym  fty  on  loft, 
And  weyte  aftir  our  four  fhippis  aftir  us  doith 

dryve, 

For  it  is  but  grace  of  God  yf  they  be  alyve. 
A  maryner  anoon  wyth  that,  right  as  Beryn  bad, 
Styed  into  the  top  caftell,  and  brought  hym  ty- 

cings  glad  : 

Sir,  he  feitli,  beth  mery  ;yeur  fhippis  comithechone 
Saff  and  found  failing,  as  ye  fhul  fe  anoon ; 
And  eke,  Sir,  ferthermpre,  Joiid  alfo  I  figh, 
Let  draw  our  cprs  eftward,  thys  tyde  woll  bryng 

us  ny. 
Bleffed  be  God!  quod  Beryn,  then  wer  our  fhippis 

com, 

We  have  no  pede  to  dout  werr  ne  moleftatioune, 
For  ther  n?ys  wythin  our  fhippis  no  thyng  of  fpp- 

liatioune, 

But  al  trew  marchaundife ;  wherefbr  for  lodifman 
Stere  onys  into  the  coitis  as  well  as  thou  can  ; 
When  our  fhippis  be  ycom,  that  we  mowe  pas  in 

fere, 
Lace  on  a  bonnet  or  tweyn,  that  we  mowe  faile 

nere. 
And  when  they  wer  the  coftis  nygh  was  noon  of 

them  alle 
That  wift  what  lond  it  was  :  then  Beryn  gan  to 

calle 

Out  of  every  fliip  anoon  a  maryner  or  tweyne 
For  to  take  counfeil,  and  thus  he  gan  to  feyne  ; 
The  frountis  of  this  ilk  town  been  wondir  feir 

wythalj, 

Methinketh  it  is  the  beffc  rede,  what  that  evir  be 
fall, 

That  I  my  felf  aloon  walk  into  the  towne, 
And  here  and  fe  both  her  and  ther,  upward  and 

downe, 

And  enquere  fujjich  of  their  governaunce. 
What  fey  ye  Sirs?  woll  ye  fent  to  this  ordenaunce  ? 
All  they  accordjt  well  therto  and  held  it  for  the 

beft,  [reft, 

For  thus  yf  it  be  profitabijl  we  mowe  abide  and 
And  yf  it  be  othirwife  the  rathir  fhall  we  go, 
For  aftir  that  the  fpede  we  woll  work  and  do. 
But  nowe  mowe  ye  her  right  a  wondir  thing  ; 
In  all  the  world  wyde  fo  fals  of  their  lyvyng 
Was  no  pepill  undir  fpne,  ne  none  fo  diffeyvahilj, 
As  was  the  pepill  of  this  town,  ne  mpre  unftabill, 
And  had  a  curfed  ufage  of  fotill  ymaginacioune, 
That  yf  fo  wer  the  ftuppis  of  any  ftraunge  nacioune 
Werecom  into  the  port,  anoon  they  wold  them  hide 
Within  their  own  howfisj  and  no  man  go  ne  ryde 
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In  no  ftrete  of  alle  the  town ;  afcaunce  that  thdy 

wer  lewde, 
And  coud  no  {kill  of  marchandife,  a  flcill  it  was  a 

fhrewde, 

As  ye  (hull  here  aftir  of  their  wrong  and  falfhedej 
But  yit  it  fill,  asworthy  was,  oppon  their  own  hede. 
Beryn  arayd  hym  fresfhly,  as  to  a  Marchand 

longith, 

And  fet  hym  on  a  palfrey  wel  be  fey  and  hongit, 
And  a  page  rennyng  by  his  hors  fete  : 
He  rode  endlong  the  town,  but  no  man  coud  he 

meet; 

The  dorrys  wer  yclofid  in  both  too  fidis, 
Wherof  he  had  mervell :  yet  ferthermore  he  ridis, 
And  waytid  on  his  right  hond  a  mancipil'is  plafe 
AH  frefh  and  new,  and  thidir  gan  he  pafe  : 
The  gatis  wer  wyde  up,  and  thidir  gan  he  go, 
For  throughout  the  long  town  he  found  fo  no  mo. 
Therin  dwellid  a  burgeyfe  the  moft  fcliper  man 
Of  all  the  town  throughout,  and  what  fo  he  waa 
With  trechery  and  gile,  as  doith  fom  freris, 
Right  fo  muft  he  part  with  his  comperis, 
Beryn  light  down  on  his  hors,  and  inward  gan 

he  dres, 
And  fond  the  good  man  of  the  houfe  pleying  at 

chefs 
With  hys  neyghbour,  as  trewe  as  he,  that  dwellid 

hym  faft  by. 

But  as  fone  as  this  burgeyfe  on  Beryn  caft  his  eye 
Sodenly  he  ftert  up,  and  put  the  chefs  hym  fro, 
And  toke  Beryn  by  the  hond,  and  feyd  thefe  wor» 

dis  tho ; 
Benedidte  -,  what  manere  wynd  hath  ybrought  you 

here  ? 
Now  wold  to  God  I  had  wherof,  or  coud  make 

yew  chere  ! 
But  ye  mull  lowe  my  good  wyll,  and  take  fuch  as 

ther  is, 

And  of  yeur  gentil  paciens  fuffir  that  is  amys. 
For  well  he  wift  by  his  aray  and  by  his  counte- 

naunce 
Thaf  of  the  fhippis  that  wer  ycom  he  had  fom  go- 

vernaunce, 

Wherfor  he  made  hym  chere  femyng  amaybill, 
Icolerid  all  with  cautelis,and  wondir  diffeyvabill  : 
He  bracyd  hym  by  thp  myddil,  and  preyd  hym  fit 

adoun, 

And  lowly  with  muchworfhipp  dreffid  his  cosfhon. 
Lord  God !  feyd  this  burgeyfe,  I  thank  this  ilk  dey 
That  I  fhuld  fee  yew  hole  and  found  here  in  my 

contray ; 

And  yf  ye  lift  to  tell  the  caufe  of  yewr  comyng, 
And  yf  ye  have  nede  to  any  manere  thing, 
And  it  be  in  my  power,  and  thoughe  I  fhuld  it 

fech, 

It  fhuld  go  right  wonder  ftreyte,  I  fey  yew  fiker- 
But  yee  it  had  in  hafte,  therwith  yew  plefe,  [lich, 
Fornowlfeeyewinmyhpufemyhert  is  in  greteefe. 
The  tpdir  burgeyfe  rofe  hym  up  for  to  make  roufe, 
And  axid  of  his  felaw,  that  lord  was  ol  the  houfe, 
Whens  is  this  worfhipfull  man?  with  wordisher 

and  low, 
For  it  femith  by  the  manere  that  ye  hym  fhulc 

koowe,    - 
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And  have  fey  hym  tofore  this  tyme.  I  have  fene, 

quod  the  todir, 

Ye  ywis  an  100  fithis,  and  right  as  to  my  brodir 
I  wol  do  hym  plefaunce  in  al  that  evir  I  can, 
For  trewlich  in  his  contray  he  is  a  worlhipful  man : 
Forfoth,  Sir,  and  for  your  love,  a  thoufand  in  this 

town 
Wold  do  hym  worfhip,  and  be  right  feyne  and 

bown 

To  plefe  hym,  and  avail  to  have  thonk  of  y«u  : 
I  woot  wele,  God  them  yeld,  fo  have  they  oft  er 

nowe. 

And  arofe  up  therwithall,  and  with  his  felaw  fpak 
Of  fuch  manere  mater  that  faylid  nevir  of  lakk. 
So  when  their  confeill  was  ydo  this  burgeyfe  preyd 

his  fere 

To  fit  a  down  be  Beryn,  and  do  hym  fport  and 
And  in  the  while  I  wol  fe  to  his  hors,          [chere, 
For  every  gentil  hert,  afore  his  own  cors 
Ikfirith  that  his  riding  beft  fervid  and  ydight 
Rather  than  hymfelf;  wherfor  wyth  all  my  myght 
I  woll  have  an  eye  therto;  and  fich  parte  wyyn 
Wich  tonne  or  pipe  is  beft  and  moft  fyne. 
Beryn  was  all  abafhid  of  his  foden  chere, 
But  nethirles  the  burgeyfe  fat  hym  fomwhat  nere, 
And  preyd  hym  of  his  gentilhes  his  name  for  to  tell, 
His  centre/  and  his  lynnage :  and  he  anfwer'd  fnell, 
Berinus  I  am  ynamid,  and  in  Rome  ybore, 
And  have  fyve  fhippis  of  myn  own,  las  and  more, 
Full  of  marchaundife,  ligging  tofore  the  town ; 
But  much  marvailie  have  I  the  good  man  is  fo  boun 
To  ferve  me  and  plefe,  and  how  it  might  be. 
Sir,  feyd  the  burgeyfe,  no  mervelle  it  is  to  me, 
For  many  a  tyme  and  oft,  I  cannot  fey  how  lome, 
He  hath  be  in  your  marchis;  and  as  I  trow  in  Room 
Alfo  he  was  ybore,  yf  I  ne  ly  fhall. 
Yf  it  be  fo,  quod  Beryn,  no  mervelle  it  is  at  all 
Thoughe  he  may  have  yfey,  and  eke  his  gentill 

chere 
Previth  it  all  opynly ;  but  be  hym  that  bought  me 

dere 

I  have  ther'of  no  knowlech,  as  t  am  now  avyfid. 
With  that  cam  in  the  good  man  with  countenaunce 

difgifid, 

Andhad  enqueryd  of  the  child  that  with  Beryn  cam 
Fro  gynnyng  to  the  endyng,  and  told  his  maftris 

name, 

And  of  Agea  his  modir,  and  all  thing  as  it  was, 
Wher-through  he  was  ful  perfite  to  anfwere  to  e- 

very  cas; 

So  entryng  into  the  hall  the  burgeys  fpak  anoon, 
A!  my  gentill  Beryn,  alas!  that  under  ftonne 
Myn  own  hert  Agea,thy  modir  leff  and  dere'. 
Ijfow  God  affoyl  hir  foule,  for  nevir  bettir  chere 
Had  I  of  frend  woman,  ne  nevir  half  fo  good. 
JBenedicite!  a  Marchaunt  comyng  ovjr  flood  ! 
Who  brought  yew  in  this  purpos,  and  beth  your 

fadir's  heir  ? 

Now  by  my  trew  conference  ryght  nygh  in  difpeyr 
1  was  for  your  fake,  for  now  frendlefe 
Ye  mowe  wele  fey  that  ye  been;  but  yit  for  ne 
thirles 

Yee  mut  endure  fortune  and  hevynes  put  awey; 
Tlitr  is  coon  othir  wifdom.    Alfo  yeur  ihippis  gey, 
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That  been  ycom  in  favete,  ought  to  amend  yeur 

mode, 
The  wich  when  we  have  dyned,  I  fwere  for  by  the 

rood, 

We  wol  fe  them  trewly  within  and  eke  without, 
And  have  wyne  wyth  us  and  drynk  al  about. 
They  fet  and  wisfli,  and  fed  them,  and  had  wher- 

_  of  plente ; 
The  burgeyfe  was  a  ftuffid  man,  ther  lakkid  noon 

deynte. 

So  when  they  had  ydined  the  cloth  was  up  ytake, 
A  chefe  ther  was  ybrought  forth,  but  tho  gan  fo- 

rowe  to  wake. 
The  ches  was  all  of  ivory,  the  meyne  fresfh  and 

new, 

Ipulsfhid  and  ypikid  of  white,  afure,  and  blew. 
Beryn  beheld  the  cheker,  it  femed  paffyng  feir; 
Sir,  quod  the  burgeyfe,  ye  fhul  fynd  her  a  payr 
"That  woll  mate  yew  trewly  in  las  than  half  a  myle, 
And  was  yfeyd  of  fotilte  Beryn  to  begile ., 
Now  in  foth,  quod  Beryn,*  it  myght  wel  hap  nay, 
And  ne'er  I  muft  my  fhippis  fe  els  I  wold  affay. 
What  nedith  that,  quod  the  burgeyfe?  trewlich  I 

wol  nat  glofe, 

They  been  nat  yit  yfetelid  ne  fixid  in  the  wofe  ; 
For  I  have  fent  thries  fith  ye  hither  cam 
To  wait  oppon  their  go vernaunce;  wher'for  let  let 

o  game, 

And  I  fhall  be  the  firft  that  fhall  yew  ataft. 
The  meyne  wer  yfet  up,  and  gon  to  pley  fail. 
Beryn  wan  the  firft,  the  ftcond,  and  the  third. 
And  at  fourth  game'  in  the  ches  amyd 
The  burgeyfe  was  ymatid;  but  that  luft  him  welej 
And  all  was  doon  to  bryng  hym  yn,  as  ye  fhul 

her  fnel. 

Sir,  then,  feyd  Beryn,  ye  woot  well  how  it  is, 
Me  lift  no  more  to  pley,  for  yee  know  this, 
Wher  is  noon  comparifoun,  of  what  thing  fo  it  be, 
Luft  and  liking  fallith  ther :  as  it  femeth  me 
Ne  m\>rtb  is  nat  commendabill  that  ay  is  by  ojicfe, 
But  it  rebound  to  the  totbir ;  wherfor e  tyme  is  to  rydc; 
And  as  many  thonkis  as  I  can  or  may 
Of  my  fport  and  chere,  and  alfo  of  yeur  pley. 
Nay  iwis,  gentill  Beryn,  I  woot  ye  wol  nat  go. 
For  noritur  wol  it  nat  for  to  part  fo, 
And  eke  my  condicioune  ;  but  I  ley  fomething 
Is  no  more  to  pley  then  who  fo  fhoke  a  ryng 
Ther  no  man  is  wythyn  the  ryngyng  to  anfwere  ; 
To  fhete  a  fethirles  bolt  almoft  as  good  me  were  : 
But  and  ye  wold  this  next  game  fom  manir  wager 

legg> 
And  let  the  trowith  on  both  fidis  be  morgage  and 

ypkgg. 

That  whofo  be  ymatid  graunt  and  aflent 
To  do  the  todirs  bidding,  and  whofo  do  repent 
Drynk  all  the  watir  that  fait  is  of  the  fee. 
Beryn  belevid  that  he  coud  pley  betir  than  he, 
And  fodinly  affentid,  with  hond  in  hond  affurid. 
Men  that  ftede  befides,  ycappid  andyhurid. 
Wift  wele  that  Beryn  fhuld  have  the  wen  mes, 
For  the  burgeyfe  was  the  beft  pleyer  at  ches 
Of  all  the  wyde  marchis,  or  many  a  myle  about ; 
But  that  ne  wyft  Beryn  of,  ne  caft  ther'of  no 
doqte : 
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He  fet  the  meyne  cfft  ngcyn,  and  toke  betir  hede 

Then  he  did  tofore;  and  fo  he  had  nede. 

The    burgeyfc   toke    avifement  long   on    every  ' 

draught, 

So  wyth  an  hour  or  two  Beryn  he  had  ycaught 
Somwhatoppon  the  hipp,  that  Beryn  hud  thewers. 
And  albeit  his  mynd  and  wyll  was  for  to  curs, 
Yit  muft  he  dure  his  fortune  when  he  was  fo  fer 

r_ygo ; 

For  JV.bo  it  that  that  Fortune  may  alivay  undo  ! 
And  namelich  ftout  even  in  cche  fide 
Of  fro  and  centra:   but  God  help  down  woll  he  ! 

glide. 
Uut  now  a  word  of  philofephy  that  fallith  to  my 

mynd; 

Who  take  bede  of  the  btgynnyng  ivlatfaljbal!  of  the  end 
Jfe  leytb  abujb-tofore  the  gap  ther  Fortune  ivold  inryde :    \ 
JJut  comynlich  yowith  forgetith  that  throughout 

the  world  wyde^ 
Right  fo  be  Beryn  I  may  wele  fey  that  ccnfaillis 

in  rakid, 
3Likly  to  lefe  his  marchaandifc,  and  go  hymfelf  al 

nakid. 
Beryn  ftudied  in  the  ches,  although  it  nought 

availid  ; 
The  burgeyfe  in  -the  mene  while  with  other  men 

confaillid 
To  fech  the  fergaiintis  in  the  town  for  thing  he 

had  ado. 

So  when  they  come  were,  they  walkid  to  and  fro 
Up  and  down  in  the  hall,  as  Ikaunce  they  knew 

nought ; 
And  yit  of  ali  the  purpofe,  wit,  and  mynd,  and 

thought, 

Of  the  untrew  burgeyfe,  by  his  meflengeris 
They  wer  ful  enformyd:  wherfbr  with  eye,  and 

eris,  and  heft, 

They  lay  await  full  doggidly  Beryn  to  areft, 
Forther'for  .they  wer  aftir  fent,  and  was  their 

charge. 

Lord!  how  fhuld  o  fely  iomb  among  wolvis  weld, 
And  fcape  unyharmyd  ?  it  hath  been  feyn  feld. 
Kepe  thy  cut  now,  Beryn, for  thow  art  in  the  cafe. 
The  hall  was  full  of  pepill,  the  ferjauntis  Ihewid 

their  mafe ; 

Beryn  kaft  up  his  hede,  and  was  ful  fore  amayid, 
For  then  he  was  in  certen  the  burgeyfe  had  hym 

be  tray  de. 
Draw  on,  feyd  the  burgeyfe;  Beryn,  ye  have  the 

wers ; 

And  every  man  toothir  the  covenaunt  gan  reherfe, 
The  burgeys,whils  that  Beryn  was  in  hevy  thought, 
The  next  draught  aftir  he  toke  a  rook  for  nought. 
Beryn  fwat  for  angir,  and  was  in  hevy  plight, 
And  drede  full  fore  in  hert ;  for  wele  he  wift  al  quyt 
He  fhuld  nat  efcape,  and  was  in  high  diftrefs  ; 
And  pryvelich  in  his  hert  that  ever  he  faw  the  ches 
He  curfid  the  day  and  tyme  :  but  what   avuylid 
For  wele  he  will  then  that  he  fhuld  be  mate:  [that  ? 
He  gan  to  chaunge  his  colour  both  pale  and  wan. 
The  burgeyfe  feith;  Corny  th  nere,yefhulfe  this  man 
How  he  fhul  be  inatid  with  what  man  me  lift, 
He  droughe  and  feyd,  Chek  mate.  The  lerjauntis 

wer  full  prefr, 


And  fefid  Beryn  by  the  fcleve,  and  feyd,  Sirs,  what 
think  ye  for-, to  do,  [fo  ? 

Quod  Beryn  to  the  ferjauntis,  that  ye  me  hondith 
Or  what  have  I  offendit?  or  what  have  I  fcide  ? 
Trewlieh,  quod  the  ferjauntis,  it  vaylith  nat  to 

breyde ; 

Wyth  us  ye  muft  a  while  wher  ye  wel  or  no 
Tofore  the  fteward  of  this  town;  aryfe,  and  trus 

and  go; 
And  ther  it  fhal  be  opcnyd  how  wifely  thow  haft 

wrought : 

This  is  the  end  of  our  tale,  make  it  nevir  fo  tought. 
Sirs,  farith  feir,  ye  have  no  nede  to  hale.         [tale, 
Pas  forth, quod  the  ferjauntis,  we  wol  nat  her  thy 
Yis,  Sirs,  of  ycur  curtefy  i  prey  yew  of  o  word  : 
Although  my  gentill  hooft  hath  pleyed  with  me  hi 

horde, 

And  ywon  a  wager,  ye  have  naught  to  doon : 
That  is  betw-eerfhym  and  me;  ye  have  nothyng 

to  doon. 
The  hooft  made  an  hidoufe  cry,  in  gefolreut  the 

haut, 
And  fet  his  hand  in  kenebowe,  he  lakkid  nevir  a 

faute.   i 

Weynft  thow,  feid  he  to  Beryn,  for  to  fcorne  me? 
What  evir  thow  fpeke,  or  ftroute,  certes  it  woli 

nat  be. 
Of  me  fhalt  thou  have  no  wrong :  pas  forth  a ' 

pafe ; 

In  prefence  of  our  fteward  I  woll  tell  my  cafe. 
Why,  hooft,  fay  yee  this  in  erneft  or  in  game  ? 
Ye  know  my  concray,  and  my  modir,  my  lynnage, 

and  my  name ; 

And  thus  ye  have  yfeyd  me  X  fith  on  this  dey. 
Ye,  what  though  I  feyd  fo  ?  1  know  wele  it  is  nay  : 
Ther  lyth  no  more  ther'to.  But  anothir  tyme 
Leve  me  fo  much  the  les  when  thow  comeftbyme; 
For  all  that  evir  I  feyd  was  to  bryng  the  in 
And  now  I  have  my  purpofe  I  woll  nothyng  the 

fpare. 

Thus  jangling  to  ech  othir,  endenting  every  pafe, 
They  entrid  both  into  the  hall  ther  the  fteward 

was : 

Evandir  was  his  name,  that  fotill  was,  and  fo  fel 
He  muft  be  well  avifed  tofore  hym  fhuld  tell. 
Anothir  burgeyfe  wyth  hym  was,  provoft  of  tl 
That  Hanybald  was  yclepid,  but  of  fotiite  [c< 
He  pallid  many  anothir,  as  ye  fhul  here  fone. 
Berynus  hooft  gan  to  teil  al  thyng  as  it  was  doc 
Fro  gynnyngto  the  endyug,  the  wordis  wyth  tl 

dede, 
And  how  they  made  their  covenaunt,  and 

how  they  leyd. 
Now  Beryn,  quod  the  fteward,  thou  haft  yhei 

•     this  tale, 
How  and  in  what  manere  thou  art  ybrought 

bale  ; 
Thow  muft  do  his  byddyng,  thow  maift  yn 

wyie  flee, 

Or  drynk  all  the  watir  that  fait  is  in  the  fee  : 
Of  thtfe  too  thingis  thow  muft  chele  tht:  toon  ; 
Now  be  well  avyfid,  and  fey  they  will  anoon. 
To  do  yee  both  law  I  may  no  betir  fey,        [me) 
For  thow  ihalt  have  no  wrong,  as  ferforth 
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Ghefe  the  felf  right  as  the  lift,  ai.d  wit  thou  no 
thing  me 

Though  thcw  chefe  the  wers  and  let  thebctir  be. 
Beryn  ftoue  aftonyd,  and  no  mervaiil  was,    [cafe  ; 
And  prcyd  the  -ft  e  ward  of  a  dey  to  anfwere  to  the 
For  I  might  lightlich  in  fom  \vord  be  ycaught, 
And  eke  it  is  right  herd  to  chefe  of  to  that  beth 

right  naught : 
But  and  it  wcr  >eur  likyng  to  graunt  me  day  tyl 

to  morowe 
J  wold  anfwer  through  Godd'is  help.    Then  muft 

thow  fyncl  aborowe, 

Seyd  the  leeward  to  Beryn,  and  yit  it  is  of  grace. 
Now  herith  me,  quod  Hanybald,  I  prey  alitil  fpafe : 
He  hath  five  fhippis  ondir  the  town,  iyggyng  on 

the  ftrong, 

The  wich  been  1'uiKciant  yfefid  in  our  hond, 
By  me  that  am  yeur  provoft  to  execute  the  law. 
He  muft  affent.  Quod  Evander,  Let  us  onys  here 

his  faw. 
1  graunt  wele,  quod  Beryn,  fith  it  may  be  noon 

othir. 
Then  Hanybald  arofe  hym  up  to  fefe  both  fliip 

and  ftrothir,  [we>'j 

And  toke  Beryn  wyth  hym :  To  talkyng  on  »the 
Beryn,  quod  Hanybald,  1  fuyr  the  be  my  fey 
That  thow  art  much  ybound  to  me  this  ilk  dey, 
So  is  thy  pie  amendit  by  me ;  and  eke  of  fuch  a  wey 
JT  am  avyfid  in  thy  caufe,  yf  thow  wolt  do  by  rede, 
That  lite  or  nought  by  my  counfaill  ought  the  to 

drede. 

Yee  know  wele  to  morowe  the  dey  of  pie  is  fet 
That  ye  mut  nedis  anfwere,  or  els  wythout  lett 
, I  muft  yeld  them  yeur  fhippis;  I  may  in  no  wyfe 

blyn ; 

So  have  I  undertake  :  but  the  merchaundife  wythin 
Is  nat  in  my  charge,  ye  knowe  as  wele  as  I, 
To  make  ther'of  no  lyvery:  wher'for  now  wyfely 
Worch,  and  do  aftir  rede:  let  all  your  merchaun- 
Be  voidit  of  yeur  fnippis,  and  at  hieft  prife     [dife 
I  wol  have  it  every  dele  in  covenaunr;  yf  ye  lift 
To  fe  myne  houfe  here  onys  toiore,  I  hold  it  for 

the  beft, 

Wher  ye  fliull  fe  of  divers  londis,  houfes  to  or  thre 
Full  of  marchaundife,  that  through  this  grete  cetc 
Is  no  fuch  in  prcve,  I  may  right  well  avowe. 
So  when  he  have  all  feyn,  and  I  have  yeur  alfo, 
.Let  fom  bargen  be  ymade  betwenc  us  both  too. 
Graunt  mercy  !  Sir,  quod  Beryn,  yeur  profit  is  fcir 

and  good ; 

Feyn  wold  I  do  ther'aftir  yf  londirftood 
I  myght  wythout  blame  of  breking  of  areft. 
Yis,  quod  Hanybald,  at  my  perell  me  trull. 
So  to  Hanybald's  houfe  togidir  both  they  rode, 
And  fond,  as  Hanybald  had  yfeyd,  unhouge  houib, 

long  and  brode, 

Full  of  marchaundife  as  rich  as  it  may  be,  [cete. 
Paflyng  all  the  marchantis  that  dwellid  in  that 
Thus  when  all  was  ihewid  they  dronk  und  toke 

their  leve, 

So  fe  Btryn's  fhippis  in  haft  they  gon  to  rrevc. 
And  when  that  Hanybald  was  avylid  what  charge 

the  fhippis  here  [u?rv 

He  gar.  to  fY.ehc,  in  his  wyfc  ufcaiuice,  he  rought 
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Whethir  he  bargenynd  or  no,  and  feyd  thus  :  Be 
ryn,  frend, 
Your  marchaundife  is  feir  and  good,  now  let  us 

make  an  end 

If  yee  lift ;  I  can  no  more;  ye  knowith  how  it  is. 
Com,  of  fhort  let  tuk  them  yn,  methinkith  I  fey 

nat  mys, 
And  then  yeur  rneyne  and  ye,  and  I,  to  my  houfe 

(hall  we  go, 

And  of  the  marchaundife  I  faw  I  wol  not  part 
Chefe  of  the  belt  of  that  ye  find  there  [therfro  ; 
Throughout  the  long  houfe,  ther  fhal  no  man  yeu 

dcrt, 

And  therwith  fhall  yeur  fhippis  be  filled  all  fyve  : 
I  can  fey  no  betir  :  yf  ye  lift  to  dryve          [men  ; 
This  bargen,.  to  the   end   counfeliith  with  yeur 
I  may  nat  long  tary,  I  muft  nedis  hen. 
Beryn  clepid  his  meyne  counftll  for  to  take ; 
But  his  firft  mocioune  was  of  the  woo  and  wrake, 
And  all  the  tribulacioune,  for  pleying  at  ches, 
That  he  had,  every  dele  his  fhame  and  his  dures 
Fro  poynt  to  poynt,  and  how  it  ftode,  he  told  how 

it  was, 
And  then  he  axid  counfaill  what  beft  was  in  the 

cafe, 

To  chauuge  with  the  burgeyfe  or  els  for  to  leve? 
Eche  man  feyd  his  avife  ;  but  al  that  they  did  meve 
It  wer  to  long  a  tale  for  to  tell  it  here  : 
But  fynally,  at  end,  they  cordit  al  in  fere 
That  the  chaunge  ihuld  ftond,  for  as  the  cafe  wag 

fall 
They  held  it  clerely  for  the  beft,  and  went  forth 

.      wythall 

The  next  wey  that  they  couth  to  Hanybald'is  plafe. 
But  now  fliull  ye  here  the  moft  fotill  fallace 
That  ever  man  wrought  till  othir,  and  higheft 

trechery, 

Wich  Hanybald  had  wrought  hymfelf  to  this  com 
pany. 
Go  in,  quod  Hanybald,  and  chefe,  as  thy  cove- 

naunt  is. 

In  goon  thefe  P-omeyns  ech  oon,  and  fond  a  mys; 
For  there  was  nothing  that  eny  man  might  fe 
SafF  the  wall  and  tyle  ftonys,  and  tymbir  made  of 

tre; 
For  Hanybald  had  do  void  it  of  all  thing  that  was 

there ; 

Whils  he  was  at  the  fhippis  his  men  away  it  bere. 
When  Beryn  faw  the  houfe  lerthat  ful  wasther'to- 

fore 

Of  riche  marchaundife,  alas!  thought  he,  lam  lore, 
I  am  in  this  world;  and  wittith  well  his  hert 
Was  nat  al  in  likeing;  and  outward  gan  he  ftert 
Like  half  a  wodeman,  and  bete  both  his  lippis, 
And  gan  to  haft  faft  towards  his  own  fhippis, 
To  kcrpe  his  good  within  wyth  ai  that  evir  he 

myght, 
That  it  were  nat  difchargit,as  hym  thought  verrey 

right. 

But  al  for  naught  was  his  haft,  for  300  men, 
As  faft  as  they  mygkt,  they  bare  the  good  then, 
Through  ordcnaunce  of  Hanybald,  that  pry  velich 

toiV-re 
Had  purpofid  and  ycaft  fhuld  be  out  ybore. 
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Beryn  made  a  fwyff  pafe ;  ther  myght  no  man  hym 

let; 
But  Hanybald  was  ware  inough,  and  with  Beryn 

met : 

Allfor  nought:  Beryn,  thou  knoweftwell  and  fyne 
The  fhippis  ben  areiftid,  and  the  good  is  myne. 
What   woldefl  thow  do   ther?  thow  haft   ther 

nowght  to  do ; 

I  wol  hold  thy  covenaunt  and  thow  myn  alfo. 
For  yit  faw  I  nevir  man  that  was  of  thy  manere; 
Sometyme  thou  wilt   avaunte,  and  fome  tyme 

arere : 
Now  thow  wilt,  and  now  thow  n'olt.  Wher  fhul 

men  the  fynd  ? 

Now  fey  oon,  and  fith  anothir.  So  variant  of  mynd 
Saw  I  nevir  tofore  this  dey  man  fo  variabill. 
Sith  I  the  fynd  in  fuch  plyte,  our  bargen  for  to 

ftabill, 
We  woll  tofore  the  fteward,  ther  we  both  fhull 

have  right. 

Nay,  forfoth,  quod  Beryn.  Yis  treulich  the  tite, 
Quod  Hanybald,  wher  thou  wolt  or  no ;  and  fo 

I  the  charge 
As  provoft :  know  that  yf  me  lift  my  warant  is  fo 

large, 

And  thow  make  any  diffence,  to  bynym  thy  lyffe. 
Take  thyn  hors;  it  gaynyth  nat  for  to  make  ftryffe. 
So  wyth  forowfull  hert  Beryn  toke  his  hors, 
Andfoftly  feydtohismen,  Of  me,  quod  he,  no  fors, 
But  wend  to  yeur  fhippis ;  I  wol  com  when  I  may ; 
Ye  feth  well  everichone  I  may  no  bet  awey. 
Now  here  by  this  fame  Tale  both  fre  and  bond 
Mow  fele  in  their  wittis ;  and  eke  ondirftonde 
That  Litill  -vailitb  ivyfdom  or  els  governaunce 
Ther  Fortune  fair  vuertietb ,  and  eke  Hap  and  Cbaunce , 
Gr  ivbat  availetb  bounte,  beivte,  or  riches , 
frendjbip,  or  fotilte,  or  els  bardines, 
Cold,  good,  Or  catell,  tuyt,  or  by  lynage, 
Lord,  or  lordis  feri>ice,  or  els  high  peerage  ? 
W 'bat  may  all  this  avayle  tber  Fortune  is  afoo  ? 
I  vvis  right  lit  ill,  or  nevir  a  dele  :  full  oft  it  fallith  fo. 
So,  ihortly  to  pas  ovir,  they  fill  to  fuch  an  end 
That  Beryn  fhuld  have  day  ageyn  a  morowe,  and 

fo  to  wend 

He  fet  hym  in  ful  purpofe  to  his  fhippis  ward  : 
But  yit  or  he  cam  ther  he  fond  the  paffage  hard  : 
For  how  he  was  begiled  throughout  all  the  towne 
Ther  and  ther  a  coupill  gan  to  fpeke  and  to  roune; 
And  every  man  his  purpofe  was  to  have  parte 
With  falfnes,  and  with  fotiltees ;  they  coud  noon 

othir  art, 

Beryn  rode  forth  in  his  wey,  his  page  ran  hym  by, 
Full  fore  adred  in  hert,  and  caft  about  his  eye 
Up  and  down,  even  long  the  ftrete,  and  for  angir 

fwet; 
And  er  he  had  riden  a  ftone's  caft,  a  blynd  man 

with  him  met, 

And  fpak  no  word,  but  fefid  hym  faft  by  the  lap, 
And  cried  out  and  harrowe,  and  nere  hym  gan  to 

ftap. 
All  for  nought,  quod  this  blynd  ;  what  !  wenyft 

thow  for  to  fkape  ? 

Esryn  had  thought  to  prik  forth,  and  thought  it 
ha4  be  jape. 


The  blynd  man  caft  awey  his  ftaff,  and  fet  on  both 

his  hondis  ; 
Nay,  thow  fhalt  nat  void,  quod  he,  for  all  thy  rich 

londis, 

Tyll  I  of  the  have  refon,  lawe,  and  eke  righte, 
For  trewlich  I  may  wit  it  the  that  I  have  loft  my 

fight. 

So  for  ought  that  Beryn  coud  othir  fpeke  or  prey 
He  myght  in  no  wyfe  pas ;  ful  fore  he  gan  to  may, 
Andnamelich  for  the  pepill  throng  hym  fo  about, 
And  eche  man  gan  hym  hond,  and  feyd,  Without 

doute 

Ye  muft  nedes  ftond,  and  reft,  and  bide  the  lawc, 
Be  ye  nevir  fo  grete  a  man.  So  wold  I  wonder  fawe, 
Quod  Beryn,  yf  yee  had  caufe,  but  I  know  noon. 
No,^  thou  fhalt  know  or  thow  go  thow  haft  nat 

al  ydoon, 
The  blynd  man  feyd  to  Beryn.    Tell  on  them,     j 

quod  he. 

Here  is  no  place  to  plete,  the  blynd  man  feyd  age,     1 
Alfo  we  have  no  juge  here  of  autorite  ;  [me.     : 

But  Evandir  the  fteward  fhall  deme  both  the  and 
When  I  my  tale  have  told,  and  thow  haft  made 

anfwere, 
By  that  tyme  men  fhull  know  how  thow  canft  the     ; 

clere. 

Now,  foveren  God  !  I  thank  the  of  this  ilk  dey  ; 
Then  I  may  preve  the,  be  my  lyve,  of  word  and     < 

eke  of  fay 
Fals,  and  eke  untrewe  of  covenaunt  thow  haft     i 

ymakid. 

But  litill  is  thy  charge  now  though  that  I  go  nakid     ' 
That  fometyme  wer  partinere,  and  rekenydft  nevir 

yit ; 

But  thou  fhalt  here  or  we  depart  ther'  of  a  litill 
For  aftir  comyn  feyng,  Evir  atte  ende  [witt, 

The  trowith  woll  be  previd  how  fo  men  evir  trend. 
Thus  they  talkid  to  eche  othir  tyl  they  com  into 

the  plafe, 

And  wer  yentrid  in  the  hall  ther  the  fteward  was. 
The  blynd  man  firft  gan  to  fpake  :  Sir  Steward, 

for  Godd'is  fake, 

Herith  me  a  litill  while,  for  here  I  have  ytake 
He  that  hath  do  me  wrong  moft  of  man  of  mold ; 
Be  my  help,  as  law  woll,  for  hym  that  Judas  fold. 
Ye  know   wele   that  oft  tyme   I  have  to  yew 

ypleynid 

How  I  was  betrayed,  and  how  I  was  ypenid, 
And   how  a  man  fome  tyme  and  I  our  yen  did 

chaunge  : 
This  is  the  fame  perfone,  though  that  he  make  it 

ftraunge : 
I  toke   them  hym  but  for  a  tyme,  and  wenyd  . 

trewly 

Myne  to  have  that  yhad  ageyn  ;  and  fo  both  he  and  I 
Were  enfured  uttirlich,  and  was  our  both  will ; 
But  for  myne  the  bettir  were  wrongfullich  and 

ille 
He  hath  them  kept  hidirto,  wyth  much  forowe  and 

pyne 
To  me,  as  ye  wele  knowith  ;  becaufe  I  have  nat 

myne 

I  may  nat  fe  with  his  ;  wherfor  me  is  ful  woo  : 
And  evirmore  ye  feyd  that   ye  myght  nothing  da ' 
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ut  prefeflce  of  the  man  that  wrought  me 

this  unquert  : 

I  Now  fith  he  is  tofore  you  now  let  hym  nataftert ; 
For  many  tyme  and  oft  yee  behete  me 
And  he  myght  be  take  he  fhuld  do  me  gre. 
Sith  ye  of  hym  be  fefid,  howevir  fo  ye  tave, 
Let  hym  nevir  pas  tyl  I  myn  yen  have. 
Beryn,  quod  Evandir,  herift  thow  nat  they  felve 
How  fotilly  he  pletith,  and  ware  by  eche  halve  ? 
Beryn  flode  all  mue't,  and  no  word  he  fpake ; 
And  that  was  tho  his  grace  ;  ful  fone  he  had  be 

take 

And  he  had  myfleyd  onys,  or  els  yfeyd  nay; 
For  then  he  had  been  negatyff,  and  undo  for  ay : 
For  they  were  greteSevilionns,andufid  probat  law, 
Where  evirmore  affirmatyf  fhuld  preve  his  own 

faw  : 
Wher'fore  they  were  fo  quereloufe  of  all  myght 

com  in  mynd, 
Though  it  wer  nevir  in  dede  ydo  ;  fuch  matere 

they  wold  fynd 

To  benym  a  man  his  good  through  fommanirgile; 
For  the  blynd  man  wift  right  wele  he  fhuld  have 

loft  his  whyle 
To  make  his  pleynt  on  Beryn,  and  fuyd  oppon  his 

good, 
For  fnippis  and  eke  marchaundifc  in  a  balaunce 

ftode; 

Ther'for  he  made  his  chalenge  his  yen  for  to  have, 
Or  els  he  ftiuld  for  them  fyne  yf  he  wold  them 

have, 

And  ligg  for  theminhoftagetyil  thefynauncecam : 
This  was  all  the  fotilte  of  the  blynd  man. 
Beryn  ftode  all  muet,  and  no  word  he  fpak. 
Beryn,  quod  Evander,  left  thow  be  ytake 
In  defaute  of  anfwere  thou  myghtift  be  condemp- 

nyd, 

Be  right  wele  avyfid,  fith  thou  art  examenyd. 
Sir,  feyd  Beryn,  it  wold  litill  avaik 
To  anfwere  thus  aloon  without  good  counfaill ; 
And  alfo  ferthermore,  full  litill  I  fhuld  be  levid, 
Whatevir  I  anfwered,  thus  ftonyd  and  reprevid; 
And  eke  my  wit  doith  faille  ;  and  no  wondir  is ; 
Wher'for  I  wold  prey  yew,  of  yewr  gentilnes, 
To  graunt  me  dey  tyll  to  morowe  I  might  be 

avyfide 
To  anfwere  forth,   wyth  othir  that  on  me  been 

furmyfid. 

Deperdeux !  quod  thefteward,  I  graunt  wel  it  be  fo. 
Beryn  toke  his  leve,  and  hopid  to  pas  and  go : 
But  as  fone  as  Beryn  was  on  his  hors  ryding 
He  met  a  woman  and  a  child  wyth  fad  chere 

comyng, 
That  toke  hym  by  the  reyn, and  held  hym  wondir 

faft, 

And  feid,  Sir,  voidith  nat  yit,  vailith  nat  to  hafte ; 
Ye  mow  in  no  wyfe  fcape;  ye  muft  nedis  abyde; 
For  though  ye  lift  to  know  me  nat,  yit  lien  by 

yeur  fide 

I  have  ful  many  a  tyme,  I  can  nat  tell  yew  lome. 
Come  tofore  the   fteward,  ther  fhall  ye  here  yeur 

dome 

Of  thing  that  I  fliall  put  on  yew,  and  no  word  for 
T»  leve  me  thus  aloon  it  is  yeur  villany.      [to  ly : 


Alas  the  day  and  tyme  that  evir  I  was  year  make 
i  Much  have  I  endured  this  too  yere  for  yeur  fake  f 
But  now  it  fhall  be  know  who  is  in  the  wronge. 
Beryn  was  all  abafhid,  the  pepill  fo  thik  thronge  \. 
About  him  in  eche  fide  :  for  ought  that  he  couth 

peyn 

He  muft  to  the  fteward  of  fyne  fors  ageyn. 
Now  fhull  ye  here  how  fbtilich  this  woman  gar* 

hir  tale 
In  prefence  of  the  fteward.    With  colour  wan  and 

pale 

Petoufly  fhe  gan  to  tell ;  and  feid,  Sir,  to  yew 
Full  oft  T  have  compleynyd  in  what  manere  ancf 
My  childlis  fadir  left  me,  by  myfelf  aloon,    [how 
Without  help  or  comforte,  asr  grete  as  I  myght 

goon, 

Wyth  my  fon  here  and  his,  that  fliame  it  is  to  tell 
The  penury  that  I  have  yhad,  that  afors  fell 
I  muft  nedis  myne  aray,  wher  me  lift  or  lothe, 
Or  eh  I  muft  have  beggit  for  to  fynd  us  bothe; 
For  there  was  nevir  woman  I  leve,  as  I  ges, 
For  lak  of  hede  of  lyvelode  that  lyvid  in  more 

diftres 
Then  I  my  felf  for  oft  tyme  for  lake  of  mete  and 

drink; 

And  yit  I  trow  no  creature  was  feyner  fortafwinkc 
My  lyff  to  fuftene  t  but  as  I  mut  nede 
Above  all  othir  thingis  to  his  child  take  hede, 
That  wondir  is  and  mervaile  that  I  am  alyve  ; 
For  the  fokyng  of  his  right  as  it  were  a  knyvc 
It  ran  into  my  hert ;,  fo  low  I  was  of  mode 
That  well  I  woot  in  certen  with  percell  of  my 

blode 

His  child  I  have  ynorHhid  j  and  that  is  by  me  feen  ^ 
For  my  rede  colour  is  tumid  into  grene  : 
And  he  that  caufe  is  of  all  here  he  ftondith  by  me  ; 
To  pay  for  the  fofteryng  methinkith  it  is  tyrne.. 
And  fith  he  is  nay  hulbond,  and  hath,  on  me  no- 

rowith, 

Let  hym  make  amendis  in  faving  of  his  trowith. 
And  yf  he  to  any  word  onys  can  fay  nay 
Lo  !  here  my  gage,  al  redy  to  preve  all  that  I  fey. 
The  ftewarde  toke  the  gage,  and  fpakin  foft  wyfe; 
Of  this  peroufe  compleynt  a  mann'ys  hert  may 

grife. 

For  I  know  in  percell  hir  tale  is  nat  all  lefe, 
For  many  a  time  and  oft  this  woman  that  here  i$ 
Flath  ybe  tofore  me,  and  pleynid  of  hir  greffe, 
But  without  a  party  hir  caufe  myght  nat  iprefle. 
Now  thou  art  here  prefent  that  fhe  plenyth  on, 
Make  thy  defence  now,  Beryn.  as  wele  as  thow 
Beryn  ftode  all  muet,  and  no  word  he  fpak.  [con. 
Beryn,  quod   the  fteward,  doift  thow  fclepe  or 
Sey  onys  oon  or  othir  :  is  it  foth  or  nay.  [wake  ? 
As  flic  hath  declarid?  tell  on  faunce  delay. 
Lord  God  !  quod  Beryn,  what  fhuld  it  me  availe 
Among  fo  many  wife,  without  right  good  coua- 

faill, 

To  tell  eny  tale?  full  litil  as  I  ges  : 
Wher'for  I  wold  prey  you  of  your  gentilnes 
Graunt  me  day  tyl  to  morrowe  to  anfwer  forth 

with  othir. 
I  graunt  wele,^uocl  thefteward,  but  for  fadir  and 

modir, 
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Thow  getiii  no  lenger  tyme  pleyniy  I  the  tell. 
Beryn  toke  his  leve  ;  his  hert  gan  to  fwell 
For  pure  verrey  anguysfh  ;  and  no  mervaiil  was ; 
And  who   is  that  that  n'old  and  he  wer  in  fuch 

cafe  ? 

For  al  his  trift  and  hope  in  eny  worldich  thing 
Was  cleen  from  hym  pallid,  favc  forowc  and  my- 

ilykyng ; 
For  body,   good,  and  catell,  and  lyff,  he  fet  at 

nought, 

So  was  his  hert  ywoundit  for  angir  and  fur  thought. 
Bcryn  pafiyd  foftly,  and  to  hishors  gan  go; 
And  when  he  was  without  the  gatis,  he  lokid  to 

and  fro, 
And  coud  neon  othir  countenaunce  ;    but  to  his 

page  he  feyd, 

Precioufe  God  in  heven  !  howfallly  am  I  betrayd  ! 
I  trow  no  man  alyve  ftont  it  wers  plight, 
And  all  is  for  my  fynnc,  and  for  my  yong  delite  ; 
And  pryncipally   above    all  thyng  for  grete  un- 

kyndnes 

That  I  did  to  my  modir  ;  for  littil  hede  iwis 
I  tokeof  hir,  thisknow  I  wele,  while  fhe  was  alyvc, 
Therfor  al  this  turment  isfentto  me  fo  ryve  : 
For  ther  was  nevir  womon  kynder  to  hir  child 
Than  fhe   was ;   and  ther  ageyns  nevir  thing  fo 
Ne  fo  evil  thewid  as  I  was  my  felt",  [wyld 

Ther'for  forowe  and  happs  environ  me  by  eche 

helve, 

That  I  n'ote  whidcr  ryde  nethir  up  nc  down, 
Ther  ben  fo  many  deviilis  dwellyng  in  this  town, 
And  fo  ful  of  gile  and  trechery  alfo, 
That  well  I  woot  in  certeyn  they  woll  me  ondo. 
Now  wold  to  God  in  hevyn  what  is  my  heft  rede! 
He  toke  his  hors  to  his  page,  and  thus  to  hym  he 

;  fayd, 

JLede  my  hors  to  fliipward,  and  take  it  to  fome 
And  I  woll  go  on  foot  as  pryvcly  as  I  can,  [man, 
And  affay  yf  I  may  in  eny  manere  wife 
Efcape  ttnarrefled  more  in  fuch  manner  wife. 
The  child  toke  his  maiftir's  hors,  and  lafthym  there 

aloon, 

Walking  forth  ca  foot,  making  oft  his  moon ; 
And  in  his  moft  muling,  I  can  nat  fey  how  lome, 
He  wosfhid  nakid  as  he  was  bore  he  had  be  in 

Room, 

And  no  mervaiil  was  if  as  the  cafe  ftode, 
For  he  drad  more  to  lefe  his  eyf  n  than  he  did  his 

fliippis  or  his  good. 

Now  ye  that  liftith  to  dwell  and  here  of  aventure, 
How  petoufly  Dame  Fortune,  Beryn  to  inure, 
Turnyth  hir  v/hele  about  in  the  wers  fide; 
With  hap  of  forowe  arid  anguysfh  fhe  gynyth  for 

to  ride. 

Beryn  paflid  toward  the  ftrcnd  ther  his  fhippis  were, 
But  yee  mow  ondirftond  his  hert  was  full  of  fere ; 
Yet  nethirks  he  fat  hym  down  foftly  on  a  ftall, 
Semy'ryfe  for  forowe,  and  Icnyd  to  the  wall 
For  turment  that  he  had,  fo  wery  he  wasand  fen  t 
And  to  God  above  thus  he  made  his  pleynt : 
Glorious  God  in  heven  !  that  al  thing  maidft  of 

nought, 
Why  fuiTcrift  thow  thefe  carfid  men  to  flroy  me 

i'or  nought, 


;  And  knoweft  well  myu  innocent,  that  I  have  no 

{  Of  al  that  they  purfu  me  or  on  me  is  pi!t  ?       [gilt 

And  in  the  mteu  whils  that  Bcryn  thus  gan  pieyn 

;  A  cachepoll  ftode  befidia,  his  naflae  was  Machaignj 

And  herd  all  the  wordis,  and  knew  alfo  tofore 

How    Beryn   was  tunnented  both  with  las  ;«nd 

more  ; 
It  was  yfprong  through  the  town ;  fo  was  he  full' 

cnfenfid 

How  he  hym  would  engyne  as  he  had  propenfid, 
And  had  araid  hym  fotillich  as  man  of  contcm- 

placioune, 

Ina  mantellwyththe  lift,  with  fals  diffimulacioune. 
And  a  ftaffiu  his  houde,as  thoughe  he  febillwcre,. 
And  drow  hym  toward  Beryn,  and  feid  in  this  ma- 

ncre  : 
The  high  God  of  heven,   that   al  thing  made  of 

nought, 

Bles  yew,  gentil  Sir,  for  many  an  hevy  thought 
Me  thinketh  that  ye  have,  and  no  wondir  is  : 
But,  good  Sir,  difmay  yew  nat,  but  levith  yewr 

hevines, 

And  yf  ye  lift  to  tell  me  fomwhat  of  yeur  diftres 
I  hope  to  God  Almighty  in  party  it  redres   [oon, 
Through  my  pore  counfaiil,  and  fo  I  have  many 
For  I  have  pete  on  yew  be  God  and  by  Seint  Jon: 
And  eke  pryvy  hevines  doith  eche  man  apeir 
Sodenly  or  he  be  ware,  and  fall  in  difpeir  ; 
And  who  be  in  that  plague  that  man  is  incurabill. 
For  confequent  comyth  aftir  fekenes  abominabill ; 
•And  ther' for,  Sir,  difkeverith  yewe,  and  be  no 
thing  adnid. 
Graunt  mercy  !  Sir,  quod  Beryn,  ye  feme  trew  and 

lad  ; 
But  o  thing  lyith  in  myn  hert,  I  n'ote  to  whom  to 

truit, 
For  tho  that  dyned  me  to  dey  ordeyned  me  to 

areft, 

A  Sir  !  be  yew  that  man  ?  of  yew  I  have  yherd. 
Gentill  Sir,  doutith  nat,  ne  be  nothing  aferd 
Of  me,  for  I  fhall  counfell  yew  as  well  as  I  can, 
For  trewlich  in  the  cete  dwellith  many  a  fals  man , 
And  ufyn  litil  els  but  fulfhode,  wrong,  and  wyle, 
And  how  they  might  ftraungers  with  trechery 

begile  : 
But  ye  fhul  do  right   wifely  fomewhat   be  my 

counfail. 
Spekc  with    the  fteward ;    that  may  you   moft 

availl  ; 

For  ther  is  a  comyn  byword,  yf  ye  it  herd  havith, 
Welzfetitl  he  his  petty  tbat  ihf  pound  favitk. 
The  fteward  is  a  covetoufe  man,  that  long  hath 

difirid 
A  knyff  I  have  in  keeping,  wherwith  his  hert  I 

wirid  ; 

Shall  be  yew  to  help,  in  covenaunte  that  yee 
Shall  give  me  five  mark  yeur  treu  frcnd  to  be. 
The  knyff  is  feir,  I  tell  yew ;  yet  nevir  tcfore  this 

day 

Myght  the  fteward  have  it  for  aught  he  coud  prey, 
The  wich  ye  fhuld  gyve  hym,  the  betir  for  to-- 

fpecie, 
And  bchothe  hym   2O/.  to   help  yew  in  yout 

nedej 
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And  yf  he  grauntith,  truftith  wele  ye  ftond  in 

good  plight ; 

For  betir  is  then  lefe  all  the  las  the  more  quyt. 
And  I  woll  go  wyth  yew  ftraight  to  his  plai'e, 
And  knele  down  and  fpeke  firil  to  amend  yewr 

cafe, 

And  fay  yee  be  my  cofin  ;  the  betir  ye  ihul  fpede ; 
And  when  that  I  have  all  ytold  the  knyff  to  hym 

yee  bede. 

Beryn  thankid  hymhertlich,  andonhym  gantruft, 
With  hond  in  bond  enfurid,  and  all  for  the  beft; 
Beryn  thought  noon  othir,  al  that  it  othir  was. 
Machaign  hym  comfortid,  talkyng  of  their  cafe, 
And  pallid  forth  ftylly  toward  the  fteward  blyve 
Beryn  and  Machaign  ;  but  Beryn  bare  the  knyff, 
And  truft  much  in  his  felawe  to  have  fom  help  : 
But  or  they  departed  were  they  hadnocaufetoyelp 
Of  no  manir  comfort,  as  ye  mull  here  anoon  ; 
For  as  fone  as  Machaigne  tofore  the  fteward  com 
He  nil  plat  to  the  erth  :  a  grevous  p^ynt  and  an 

huge 
'  He  made  ;  and  feyd,  Sir  Steward,  now  be  a  trew 

juge 

Ageyns  this  fals  treytour  that  ftondith  me  befyde; 
Let  take  of  hym  good  hede,  els  he  woll  nat  abide. 
Now  mercy  gode  Steward,  for  yee  have  herd  me 

yore 

For  my  fadir  Melan  pleyn  to  you  ful  fore, 
That  with  feven  dromedarys,  as  I  have  told  yew 

lome, 

With  marchandife  chargit  went  toward  Rome, 
And  it  is  feven  yere  ago  and  a  litill  more 
Of  hym  or  of  his  goodis  that  I  herd  les  or  more  ; 
And  yet  I  have  enquered  as  by  ely  as  I  couthe. 
And  met  nevir  man  yit  that  me  coud  tell  with 

mowth 

Any  tyding  of  hym  onto  this  fame  day ; 
But  now  1  know  too  much,  ala9 !  I  may  -vvel  fey. 
When  Beryo  herd  thefe  wordis  he  kill  down  his 

hede; 

Alias  !  he  thought  in-  hert,  alas  !  what  is  my  rede  ? 
And  would  fayn  have  voidit  and  outward  gan  to 

ftapp, 

But  Machaigne  arofe  and  fefid  by  the  lapp  : 
Nay,  thow  malt  not  void,  he  feid;  my  tale  is  nat 

ydo  ; 

For  be  trowith  of  my  body  yf  thou  fcapidift  fa 
1  muld  nevir  have  mery  whils  I  wer  on  lyve, 
And  fet  hond  faft  on  Beryn's  othir  fcleve, 
And  feid,  Good  Sir  Steward,  my  tale  to  the  end 
I  prey  ye  wold  here,  for  wend  how  men  wend 
There  may  no  man  hele  raurdir,  but  it  will  out  at 

laft :  [paft 

The  fame  knyff  my  fadir  bere  when  he  of  centre 
i.et  ferch  wele  this  felon,  ther  ye  ihul  hym  find  ; 
"I  know  the  knyff  wele  inough,  it  is  nat  out  of  my 

mynd  : 
The  cotclere  dwellith  in  this  toun  that  made  the 

fame  knyiT, 
And  for  to  preve  the  trowith  he  mail  be  here  as 

blyve. 

Boryn  fwat  for  angir,  his  hert  was  full  of  fere; 
H^  take  the  knyff  to  the  fteward  or  he  ferchid 

were, 


The  fteward  onto  Beryn,  My  frend,  lo!  quod  he, 
And  thow  think  the  well  about  this  isfoule  plee,: 
I  can  know  noon  othir  but  thow  muO;  or  thow  o-<> 
Yeld  the  body  of  Melan  and  his  good  aifo. 
Now  be  well  avyfid  ageyne  to  morowe  day, 
Then  fhalt  thou  have  thy  jugcment;  ther  is  no 

more  to  fay. 

When  Beryn  fro  the  fteward  thus  departid  was, 
And  was  without  the  gate,he  lokid  opponthe  plufe. 
And  curfid  it  wondir  bitterly  in  a  fervent  ire, 
And  wisfhid  many  tymes  it  had  been  a  fire  ; 
For  I  trowe  that  man  of  lyve  was  never  wors  be* 

trayid 
Then  I  am;  and  therwithall  my  hert  is  cleen  dif- 

mayid, 

For  here  I  have  no  frendfliip,but  am  all  counfelles, 
And  they  ben  falsfher  then  Judas,,  and  eke  mer- 

cyles. 

A,  Lord  God  in  hevyn !  that  my  hert  is  woo ; 
And  yit  fuyrly  I  mervel  nat  though  that  it  be  fa, 
For  yit  in  all  my  lyve  fithe  I  ought  undirftond 
Had  I  nevir  wyl  for  to  krn  good  : 
Foly  I  hauntid  it  ever,  ther  myght  no  aian  me  let, 
And  now  he  hath  ypaid  me,  he  is  cleen  out  of  my 

dett ; 
For  whils  1   had  tyme,  wifdom  I  myght   have 

lernyd, 

But  I  drow  me  to  foly,  and  wold  nat  be  governed, 
But  ha4  al  myne  own  wyll,  and  of  no  man  aferd, 
For  I  was  nevir  chaftifid ;  but  now  myne  own  yerd 
Betith  me  to  fore;  the  ftrokis  been  too  hard ; 
For  thefe  deviilis  of  this  town  takith  but  littil 

reward 
To  fclee  my  body  to  have  my  good.     The  day  is 

fet  to  morowe ; 
Now  wold  to  God  I  were  in  grave,  for  it  wer  end 

of  forowe. 

I  was  iwis  to  much  a  fole;  for  hate  I  had  to  Rame 
I  wold  forfake  myn  heritage,  ther'for  forowe  and 

fhame 

Is  oppon  me  fall,  and  right  wele  defervid, 
For  I  toke  none  maner  hede  when   my  modir 

ftervid, 
And  difobeyid  my  fadir,  and  fet  hym  at  naught 

alfo; 

What  wondir  is  it  than  though  that  I  have  woo  ? 
Fortune  and  eke  Wifdom  have  werrid  with  me 

evir, 
And  I  with  them  in  all  my  lyf,  for  Fortune  was 

me  levir. 
Then  eny  wit  or  governaunce,  for  them  too  I  did 

hate  ; 

And  though  I  wold  be  at  oon  now  it  is  too  late. 
O  myghtfull  God  in  heven  !  wher  was  evir  man 
That  wrought  hymfelf  more  foly  than  I  my  felf 

did  than  ? 

A  curfid  be  the  tyme  that  I  out  of  Rome  went ! 
That  was  my  fadir 's  right  heir  of  lyvelode  and  of 

rent, 

And  aVthe  rial  lordihip  that  he  hath  in  the  town. 
Had  I  had  wit  and  grace,  and  hold  me  low  and 

boun, 

It  wer  my  kynd  now  among  my  baronage 
To  hjuikand  to  hunt,  and  eke  to  pley  and  rage 
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With  feir  freme  ladies,  and  daunce  when  me  lift  ; 
But  now  it  is  to  late  to  fpeke  of  Had  I  wift. 
But  I  fare  like  the  man  that  for  to  fwele  his  flyes 
He  ftert  into  the  hern,  and  aftir  ftre  he  hies, 
And  goith  about  the  wallis  with  a  brennyng  wafe, 
Tyll  it  was  at  laft  that  the  leem  and  blafe 
Enrrid  into  the  chynys  where  the  wheate  was, 
Aud  kiffid  fo  the  eveie  that  brent  was  all  the  plafe ; 
But  firft  in  the  begynnyng,  tyll  feer  fmote  in  the 

raftris, 
He  toke  no  manere  kepe,  and  thought  of  nothing 

aftir 
What  perell  there  myght  fall  :    ne  more  did.  I 

ywis, 
That  wold  forfake  myn  honour  jfor  the  unkynd- 

nes 
Of  Rame,  that  was  my  ftepmodir  ;  for  yf  I  fliaty 

natly 

They  beth  foure  ;  wherfore  the  more  wifely 
I  fhuld  have  wrought,  had  I  had  wit,  *nd  fuffrid 

for  a  tyme, 

And  aftir  com  to  purpos  wel  inowghe  of  myne  ; 
But  evil  avengit  he  is  deol  that  for  a  litil  mode 
And  angir  to  his  neybour  fellith  awey  his  good, 
And  goith  hymfelf   a  beggyng  :    aftir  in  breff 

tyme 
He  mut  be  countid  a  lewd  man  in  all  manere 

ryme. 
So  have  I  wrought  and  wers,  for  I  .dout  of  my 

lyve, 

How  that  it  fhal  ftond,  for  plukking  of  my  fcleve 
The  knyff  that  was  me  take,  as  ye  have  herd  to- 
fore  ; 

And  yit  it  grevith  mine  hert  alfo  much  more' 
Of  myn  own  pepill,  that  no  difefe  afervid. 
1  wote  wele  aftir  pleding  ryght  nought  woll  be 

refervyd 

To  fuftene  their  lyvis  :  I  trow  ryght  nought  or  lite, 
And  peraventur  lightly  ftond  in  wors  plight. 
Of  me  it  is  no  fors  though  I  be  thus  arayed, 
But  it  is  dole  and  pete  that  they  fhull  be  betrayid 
That  hath  nought  afervid  but  for  my  gilt  aloon. 
And  when  that  Beryn  in  this  wife  had  ymade  his 

mone 
A  crepill  he  faw  comyng  with  grete  fpede  and 

hafte 

Oppon  a  ftilt  ondir  his  kne  bound  wondir  faft, 
And  a  crouch  undir  his  armys,  wich  hondis  al  for- 

Ikramyd ; 

Alas  !  quod  this  Beryn,  (hall  I  be  more  examenyd  ? 
And  gan  to  turn  afide  onto  the  fee  ftronde, 
And  the  crippill  aftir,  and  wan  oppon  hym  londe. 
Tho  began  Beryn  to  drede  inwardlich  fore, 
And  thought  thus  in  his  hert,  fliall  I  be  comberid 

more  ? 

And  it  wer  Godd'is  wyll  my  forowe  for  to  cefe 
Methinkith  I  have  inowghe.     The  cripill  began 

to  preche, 

And  had  yraught  nere  hond  Beryn  by  the  fcleve  : 
Beryn  turnyd  as  an  hare,  and  g:m  to  ren  blyve  ; 
But  the  cripill  knew  betir  the  pathis  finale  and 

grcte 
Then  Beryn,  fo  to  fere  bym  he  was,  and  gan  hym 


When  Beryn  faw  it  vaylid  naught  to  renne  ne  to 

lepe, 
What  for  dole  and  anguysfh  no  word  myght  he 

«  fpeke, 

But  ftode  frill  amafid,  and  ftarid  faft  about  : 
The  crepill  began  to  fpeke ;  Sir,  to  drcde  cr  to 

dout 
Of  me  wold  ye  right  light,  and  ye  knew  myne 

hert, 
So  where  ye  like  well  or  ill  fro  me  fhall  ye  nat 

part 

Tyl  I  have  tretid  with  yew,  and  ye  with  me  alfo, 
Of  all  ycur  foden  happis,  yeur  myfcheff,  and  yeur 

wo; 
For  by  the  tyme  that  I  have  knowlech  ,of  yeur 

cafe, 

Yeur  rennyng,  and  yeur  trotting  into  an  efy  pas^ 
I  (hall  turn  or  that  we  twyn,*fn  ye  aftir  my  ftale 
Woll  do,  and  as  T  rede  yew  ;  for  yee  wer  a  fole 
When  ye  cam  firft  alonde,  ye  had  met  with  me, 
For  I  wold  have  enfenlid  yew  all  the  iniquite 
Of  thes  fals   marchauntcs   that   dwellen   in  thiaf 

town, 
And  outid  all  your   chaffafe  without  gruch  or 

groun  ; 
For  had  ye  dwellid  within  yeur  fliippis,  and  nat 

go  them  among, 
Then  had  ye  been  undaungerid,  and  quyt  of  ail 

their  wrong 
On  yew  that  been  furmyfid  through  fals  fuggef*- 

tiotine. 

Beryn  gan  to  fierh,  unneth  he  might  foune 
Saf  o  word  or  tweyn,  arid  Mercy  was  the  firft, 
Preying  with  all  his  hert  that  he  myght  have  hi» 

reft, 

And  be  no  more  enpledit,  but  pas  fro  hym  quyte. 
Good  Sir,  quod  Beryn,  doith  me  no  more  dif- 

pite, 

And  fuffif  me  to  pas?,  and  have  on  me  routhe, 
And  T  fuyr  yew  feithfully,  have  here  my  trowith, 
To  morowe  when  I  have  pledit,  and  eny  thing' 

be  kft 

Of  (hip  or  marchaundife,  afore  the  Ihip  or  baft, 
I  woll  fhew  yew  all  ifeff,  and  opyn  every  chef?, 
And  put  it  in  yewr  grace  to  do  what  ye  left. 
And  in  the  meen  while  that  Beryn  gan  to  clapp 
The  crypill  nyghid^ym  iiere  and  nere,  and  hent 

hym  by  the  kp  ; 

And  as  fone  as  Beryn  knew  that  he  was  in  honde 
He  unlacyd  his  mantcll  for  drede  of  fome  com 
mand, 
Ami  pryvelich  ovir  his  fhuldris  let  hym  down 

glide, 

And  had  levir  Icfe  his  mantell  then  abide. 
The  crepill  ail  perceyvid,  and  hent  hym  by  the 

fcleve 

Of  his  nethir  furcote.    Alas !  now  mut  I  ftrive, 
Thought  Beryn  by  himfelf,  now  1  am  yhent,- 
There  helpith  naught  fave  ftrengith ;   therwith" 

the  fcleve  to  rent 

Beryn  gan  ;  to  fcappe  he  fparid  for  no  coft. 
Alas  !  thought  this  cripill,  this  man  woll  be  loft, 
And  b(  cvido  for  evir,  but  he  counfell  have  ; 
Iwisthcu^he  he  bclewdc  my  contremon  to  fave  ; 
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Ylt  will  I  my  befin^s  do  and  peyn  that  I  may, 

Sith  he  is  of  Room,  for  that  is  my  contray. 

This  cripill  was  anhundrit  yere  full  of  age, 

Wkh  a  long  thik  herd,  and  a  trew  vifage 

He  had  ;  and  manly  and  July  was  he, 

And  Geffrey  was  his  name  yknow  in  that  contre. 

Alas!  thought  this  Geffrey,  this  man  hath  grete 

drede 
Of  me,  that  by  my  power  wold  help  hym  in  his 

nede  : 

I  wis  though  he  be  nyce,  untaught  and  unwife, 
I  woll  nat  for  his  foly  leve  myne  enpryfe ; 
And  lept   aftir  Beryn,  and  that   in  right  good 

fpede: 

Beryn  was  fo  fore  agaft  he  toke  no  maner  hede 
To  look  onys  bakward  tyll  he  to  the  watir  cam, 
Then  lokid  he  behynd  and  fa\v  Sir  Clekam 
Commaundwondir  faft  with  ftaff  and  with  his  ftilt. 
Alias !    thought    Beryn,    I  now  am  yfpilt, 
For  I  may  no  ferthir  without  I  wold  me  droune, 
I  n'otc  wich  were  the  betir,  or  go  ageyn  to  toune. 
Geffrey  was  fo  nigh  com  that  Beryn  myght  nat  fie  : 
Good  Sir,  quod  this  Geffrey,  why  do  yee  void  me  ? 
For  by  heven  quene,  that  bare  Crift  in  hir  barme, 
But  right  as  to  my  felf  I  woll  yew  no  more  harme. 
Sittith  down  here  by  me  oppon  this  fee  ftronde, 
And  yf  ye  dre*de  any  thing  clepe  yewr  men  to 

londe, 

And  let  them  be  here  vrith  us  all  our  fpeche  t)  me, 
For  I  woll  hat  feyn  oon  word,  as  makers  doon  to 

ryme, 
But  counfell  yew  as  prudently  as  God  woll  fend 

me  grace  : 

Take  comfort  to  yew,  and  herk  a  litill  fpafe* 
And  when  that  Beryn  had  yherd  his  tale  to  the 

end, 
And  how  goodly  as  Geffrey  fpak,  as  he  were  his 

frewfc,  ^ 

None  obftant  his  drede,  yet  part  of  fapience 
Stremyd  into  his  hert  for  his  eloquence, 
And  feyd  ;  God  me  counfai)!  for  his  high  mercy ! 
For  I  have  herd  this  fame  dey  men  as  fotilly 
Sgeke,  and  of  yeur  femblant,  and  in  fuch  manere, 
And  byhete  me  ffendfhip  outward  by  their  chere, 
But  imvard  it  was  contrary  their  intelleclioune, 
Wherfcr  the  blame  is  les,  though  I  fufpe&ioune 
Have  of  yewr  wordis,  left  othir  be  yewr  en  tent, 
For  I  n'ote  whom  to  truft  by  God  omnipotent ; 
Yit  nethirles  yf  your  will  is  to  com  into  the  fhip 

with  me 
I  woll  fomwhat  do  by  yeur  rede  how  fo  it  evir 

be. 
Then,  quod   Geffrey,  if  it  be  fo  that  1  in  yewr 

powere 
Entir  into  your  fhippis-,  and  yew  help  in  yewr  my- 

ftere, 

That  ye  agcyn  yewr  adverfaryes  fhull  have  the  be 
tir  fyde, 
And  gyve  yow  fuch  counfell  to  bate  down  their 

pride, 
And  that' yee  wynne  in  every  pleynt,  a'l  fo  much 

or  more 
As  they  purpofe  to  have  of  yew;  yf  they  be  down 

ybore, 


And  ye  have  amend  is  for  their  iniquite, 

And  I  yew  bring  to  this  end,  what  fhallmy  guer 

don  be  "? 

In  vcrrey  foth,  quod  Eeryn,  yf  I  yew  may  tfuft 
1  woll  quyte  yew  trewly,  I  make  yew  beheft.    . 
In  fcith  then,  quod   Geffrey,  I   woll   with  yew 

wende. 
What   is  yewr   name,    feid    Beryn,   though  my 

frende  ? 
Gefferey,  he  feid  ;  but  in  thefc  marchis  I  was  nat 

bore, 

But  I  have  dwellid  in  this  cete  yeeris  heretofore 
Ful  many,  and  tunriented  wc'rs  then  wer  yee, 
And  endurid  for  my  trowith  much  adverfite, 
For  I  wold  in  no  wife  fuffir  their  falfhedes, 
For  in  all  the  world  fo  corrupt  of  their  dedis 
Been  noon  men  alyve,  I  myght  tyght  well  avow, 
For  they  fet  all  their  wittis  in  wrong  all  that  they 

mowe  j 
Wher'for  full  many  a  tyme  the  grettift  of  them; 

and  I 

Have  ftonden  in  alter  catioune  for  their  trecliery  ; 
For  I  had  in  valew  in  trew  marchauridife 
A  M.  /.  all  have  they  take  in  fuch  maner  wife  : 
So  ferforth  to  fave  my  blode  no  longer  myght  I 

dry  ye  dure; 
For  drede  of  wors  thus  thought  I  myfelf  td  disfi 

gure, 
And  have  among  them  12  yore  go  right  in  this 

plighte, 
And  evir  have  had  in  memory  how  I  myght  them 

quyte; 

And  fo  I  hope  now,-  as  fotill  as  they  be, 
With   my  wit  engine  them  zfnd  help  yew  and 

me;  ,w  _,_ 
My  lymes  been  both  hole  and  found;  me  nedith 

ftilt  ne  crouch. 

He  caft  afyde  them  both,  and  lepe  oppon  an  huche 
And  adown  ageynes,  and  walkid  to  and  fro, 
Up  and  down,  within  the  fhip,  and  fhewid  his 

hondis  tho, 

Stretching  forth  his  fingris  in  fight  and  all  about 
Without  knot  or  knbr,  or  eny  fign  of  goute, 
Anddyghfc  them  efft  ageyns  right  disfetifly, 
Som  to  ride  ech  othir,  and  fom  aweward  wry. 
Geffrey  was  right  myghty,  and  wele  his  age  did 

bere, 
For  natur  was  rriore  fubftantiall  when  tho  day  is 

Wer 

Then  now  in  our  tyme  ;  for  all  thing  doith  -wafte 
Saff  vile  and  curfid  jy'ving,  that  growith  all  to  fafte. 
What  fhuld  I  tell  'm.-.re  ?  But  Geffrey  fat  hym 


And  Beryn  hym  befyo*is;  the  Rtfmeyns  gan  ta 

rowh, 

And  mervellcd  much  in  Geffrey  of  his  difgifehes, 
And  Beryn  had  anothir  thottght,  and  fn^k  of  his 

diftres,  ,,,.,: 

Now  Geffrey,  feid  this  Beryn,  and  I  dufft  truft  'at 

yewe 

That  and  ye  knewe  eny  man  that  is  alyve  anowe 
That  had  of  difcrecioune  forrmch  influence 
To  malce  my  party  good  to  mojrowe  in  m/  d>* 
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\nd  dolivir  me  of  forowe,  as  ye  behotc  have,        ^  j.Dout,  pro,  contra,  and  ambjgulte, 

f  wold  become  his  legeman,  as  Godmy.foule  fave.'  '  Thorough  your  declafajioune,.  and  enformyd  \>ft'i 


•' 


That  wer  to  much,  quod  Gefferey  •  that   vvoll  f 

yew  relefe ; 

3Jut  I  defire  of  othir'  thing  to  have  yewr  promts, 
That    and    I    bryng   yewr    enihyes  into  fuch  a 

tmunce 
To  make  for  yewr  wrong  is  to  you  right  high  fe- 

naunce, 

Andfodeclare  for  youthat  with  you pasfnch dome, 
That  yee  oppon  your  fefth  bryng  me  at  Rome,    ' 
Yf  God  wo]  fend  yew  wedir  and  grace  to  repafe. 
Quod  Beryn,  But  I  grant  yew  I  wer  lewder  then 

an  affe, 

But  or  1  fullich  trnft  yew  holdith  me  excufid  ;  , 
I  well  go  counfdl  with  my  men  left  they  it  re- 

fufid. 

Beryn  drew  afyde,  and  fpak  with  his  meyne, 
And  cxpreflid  every  word  in   wha*  plight  and 

degre 
That  he  ftode  from  poynt to  poynt,  and  of  his" 

fals  areilis  : 

His  meyne  were  aftonyd,  and  ftarid  forth  as  beflis.. 
Spekith  fom  word,  quod  Beryn,  lith  I  am  bctrayd  j 
Yee  have  yherd  what  GcfFrey  to  me  hath  fayd. 
Thefe  Romeyns  ftode  alle  ftill ;  o  word  nc  cowd 

they  meve ; 
And  eke  it  paffid  their  wittis.     Then   Beryn  gan 

releve, 
And  to  Geffrey  .eft  ageyn,  and  mercy  hyin  be- 

fought. 
Help  mer  Sfr,  quod  Beryn,  for  his  love  that  us 

bought 

Ikying  on  the  rood,  and  wept  full  tendirly  ; 
Por  but  ye  help,  quod  Beryn,  ther  is  no  remedy, 
For  comfort  nethir  'coun'faill  of  my  men  have  I 

noon  : 

Help  me,  as  God  yew  help,  and  els  I  am  imdoon. 
"When  Geffrey  faw  this  Beryn  ib  diffract  and  wept, 
Pile  intoVche  veyn  of  his  hcrt  crept. 
Alias  !  quod  Geffrey,  I  mio-ht  nat  do  a  more  fyn- 

ful  dede, 

I  leve  by  my  trowith,  then  fayl  yew  in  this  nede  ; 
Faill  me  God  in  hcven  yf  that  I  yew  faill ! 
That  I  fhall  do  my-befin.es,  my  pe'yn,  and  my  tra- 

vaife, 

To  help  yew  be  my  power  ;  I  may  no  fertlier  gco. 
Yis,  yee  behete  me  more,  feid  Beryn,  tho, 
That  yee  wold  help  me  at  all  that  I  fhuld  ftond 
Beryn  gan-  to-  wepe  and  make  wers  chere  [cler. 
Stillith  yew,  quod  Geffrey,  for  how  To  evir  ye 
More  than  my  power  ye  eught  nat  defire,  [tire 
For  thorough  the  grace  of  God  yefhul  be  help  wele ; 
I  have  ilier'of  no  dout;  but  trewlich  I  you  tele 
That  ye  woll  hold  me  covenaunte  and  I  woll  yew 

alfo, 

To  bryng  me  at  Rome  when  it  is  all  ydo. 
Tri  figne  of  trowith  of  both  fidis  of  our  acordment 
Eche  of  us  kys  othir  of  our  comyn  affent'j" 
And  all  was  do.  And  aftirward  Beryn  commaun- 

dit  wyne ; 

They  dronk,  and  then  Geffrey  feid  ;  Sir  Beryne, 
Yee  mut  declare  yeur  maters  to  myne  intelligence, 
'T%»t  I  may  the  bet- perfevve  all  ificoiiYcnienc?, 


And  with  the  help  of  oui  Soveren  Lord  celcftiale  , 
They  fhall  be  behynd,  and  \ve  fhull  have  the  ball^.. 
For  now  the  time  approchith  for  their  curfidnes 
To  be  fomwhat  rewardit ;  and  caufe  of  yewr 

difires 

Hath  my  hert  yfetlid  and  fixid  them  a  nye, 
As  trowith  woll  and  refon,  for  their  trechery  : 
For  many  a  man  tofore  this  day  they  have  do  out 

ot  daw, 

Diftrmd  and  ttirmentid  thorough  their  fals  law  ; 
For  they  think  litill  ellis,  and  all  their  wyttis  fyve,. 
Save  to  have  a'  mann'ys  gocd  and  to  benym  hi&' 

lyve  ; 

;And  hath  a  cnrfid  cxiflom,  all  ageyna  risfon, 
That  what   m'air  they  empeche  they  have  noo» 

enchefon     . 
Thoughe  it  be  as  falfe  a  thing  as  God  hymfclf  is- 

trewe  : 

And  it  tonche  a  ftraurrger  that  is  com  of  newc 
A'tte  fir  ft  mocioune  that  he  begynneth  to  mevc 
T'her  ftdndith  up  an  hundrit  hym  to  repreve. 
The  lawes  of  the  ccte  front  in  probacy  ; 
They  ufen  nocn  enqueftis  the  wrongis  for  to  try, : 
And  yf  tho\v '  hadailt  eny  wrong,   and  wold-ill 

pleyn  the, 

And 'were  as  trewe  a  caufe  r.3  eny  myght  be, 
Thow  flmldift  nat  find  o  man  to  here  the  witnes,,' 
Though  every  rrrau  in  the  town  knew  it  more  or 

les; 
So  burith   they  togidir,   and  holdith  with  echc 

•  othir, 
That  as  to  co.upterplede  them,  though  ye  wcr  my 

brothir,    ' 
I  wold  gyve-  ycW'tto  tcunfaill,-  ne  their  empeche- 

mcnt, 

In  no-  \vorcrto  deny,  for  that  wer  combirment ; 
|For  then  wer  they  in   the   aflirmatyf,  and  wold 

preveanocn, 
And  to  yew  that  wcr  negatyff  the  law  wold  graurit 

anoon  : 

$o  for  to  -plede  ageyn  them  ft  woll  litiTl  avail!, 
And  yit  (o   every  mann'ys   wit  it  ought  be  grete 

mervaile, 
Tor  -fheir  lawr s  been  fo  ftreyt,  and  peynous  ordi- 

n  mi  nee 
Is  ftallid  for  their  falftiede ;  for  this  is  their  fy- 

r.auuce, 
To   lefe  their  lyff  for  lefing^  and  Ifope  it  may 

knowe, 
That  lord  is  riall  of  the  town,  and  holdith  them 

fo  lowe, 
\Vherfor  they  have  a  caftom  a  fhrewid  for  the 

nonys, 

Yf  "eny  of  them  fey  a  tiling  they  cry  all  at  onys, 
And  -ferm  it  for  a  foth,  and  it  here  any  charge  ;. 
Thus  of  the  danger  of  Ifo£e  they  kepe  them  ever 

at  large ; 

And  therfor  wifdom  weer,  whofo  might  efchewe, 
Nevir  to  uele  with  them ;  £or  wer  it  wrong  or  . 

trewe 

It  fliuld  litill  availl  ageyns  their  falfliedcs, 
For  they  been-acurftd, .  and  fb  been  their  dede*^ 

I 
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rr;  we  muft,  with  all  our  wit  fenfibill, 
Such  anfwers  us  purvey  that  they  been  infolibill, 
To  morowe  at  our  aparaunce,  and  fhall  be  refpon- 

faill, 

For  of  wele  and  ellis  it  is  thy  day  fynall. 
Now  Sovercn  Lord  celeftiale  !  with  many  forow- 

ful  fighs, 

Seyd  Beryn  to  Geffrey,  ymmemorat  of  lyes, 
Gfaarit  me  grace  to  morowe,  fo  that  God  be 

plefid 

Make  fo  myne  anfwere,  arid  I  fomwhat  y-efid 
By  the  that  aft  my  counfaill,  for  othir  help  is  noon. 
Reherce  me  then,  quod  Geffrey,'  the  caufis  of  thy 

foon 

Fro  poynt  to  poynt,  al  in  fere,  on  the  is  furrhyfid^ 
Wherthorough  I  myght  to  morowe  the  betir  be 

avifid. 

Now  in  foth,  quod  Beryn,  thoughe  I  fhuld  dy 
I  cannat  tell  the  tenyth  part  of  their  trecHery, 
What  for  forowe  and  angir  that  they  to  me  have 

wrought ; 

So  ftond  I  clene  defperat  but  ye  con  help  ought. 
Deperdeux !  ieid  Geffrey,  and  I  the  woll  not  faill, 
Sith  I  have  enfurid  the  to  be  of  thy  counfaill ; 
And  fo  much  the  more  that  thou  art  nat  wife, 
And  canft  hat  me  enform  of  no  maner  avife; 
Here  ther'fore  a  while,  and  tend  wel  to  my  lore. 
The  lord  that  dwellith  in  this  town,  whofe  name 

I  told  tofore, 

Ifopc,  efft  reherfid,  is  fo  inly  wife 
That  no  man  alyve  can  his  pas  devife,' 
And  is  fo  grow  in  yeris  that  LX  yeer  ago 
He  fawe  nat  for  age ;  and  yit  it  ftondith  fo 
That  thorough  his  wit,  and  wifdom,  and  his  go- 

vcrnaunce, 
Who  makith  a  fray  ef,  or  ftryvith  aught,  or  niel 

to  much  or  praunce, 

Within  the  fame  cete,  that  he  n'ys  take  anoon, 
And  hath  his  pennaunce  forthwith,  for  pardon 

unth  he  noon  : 

For  thcr  n'ys  pore  ne  riche,  ne  what  ftate  he  be, 
That  he  ny's  undirfotc  for  his  iniquite  ; 
And  it  be  previd  on  hym  ther  mall  no  gold  hym 

quyte, 

Right  as  the  forfete  axith  moch  or  lite; 
For  geyns  his  commaundment  is  noon  fo  hardy 

quek, 

So  hard  fctith  he  his  fote  in  every  mann's  nek  ; 
For  undir  Iky  and  fterris  this  day  is  noon  alyve 
That  coud  amend  hym  in  o  poynt^  al  thing  to  di- 

ftry  ve. 
The  feven  Sages  of  Rome,  though  al  ageyn  hym 

were, 

The  Ihuld  be  infufficient  to  make  his  anfwere, 
For  he  can  all  langagis,  Greek,  Hebrew,,  and 

Latyne, 

Caldey,  Frenslh,  and  Lombard,  ye  know  wellfyne, 
And  al  maner  that  men  in  bokis  write ; 
In  poyfe  and  philofophie  alfo  he  can  endite  : 
Cevile  and  canourie,  and  al  maner  lawis, 
Seneca  and  Sydrak,  and  Salamon'ys  fawys, 
And  the  feven  fciences,  and  eke  lawe  of  artnys, 
Experi mentis  and  pompreyy  and  all  maner  char* 

mys, 


As  ye  (hul  here  aftir  er  that  1  depart, 
Of  his  imaginaciouns  and  of  his  fotill  art ; 
For  he  is  of  age  300  yere  and  more,' 
Wherfor  of  all  fciences  he  hath  the  more  lore. 
In  Denmark  he  was  gotten  and  ybore  alfo, 
And  in  Grece  ynorifhed  tyl  he  coud  fpck  and  go; 
Thcr  was  he  put  to  fcole,  and  lernyd  wondir  faft, 
Forfuch  was  his  grace  that  all  othir  he  paft  :  • 
But  firft  in  his  begynnyng  litil  good  he  had, 
But  lernyd  evir  paflyngly,  and  was  wife  and  fad  ; 
Of  ftature  And  of  feture  ther  Was  noon  hym 'like 
Thorough  the  lond  of  Grece  though  men  Void 

hym  feke. 
A  kyng  ther  was  in  tho  yeris  that  had  noon  heir 

male 

Saff  a  doughter,  that  he  lovid  as  his  own  faa   : 
Ifope  was  his  fervaunt,  and   did  hym  fuch  ple- 

faunce 
That  he  made  hym  his  heir,  and  did  hym  fa 

avaunce 
To  wed  his  doughter,    and  aftir   hym  to  bere 

crowne, 
Thorough  prowes  and  his  port  fo  low  he  wasanoS' 

bounj 

So  as  Fortune  wold,  that  was  Ifop'is  frcnd, 
This  worthy  king  that  fame  yere  made  his  carnel 

end. 
That  twent.y-feven  yere  is  paflld  that  Ifope  thu.* 

hath  reigned, 
And  yit  was  ther  nevir  for  wrong  on  hym"  com- 

pleyned 
For  no  jugement  that  he  gaff ;  yit  fom  age</'xr  hyni, 

Wylid 
A  grete  part  of  his  pepil,  and  wold  h;.ive  hym 

exilicl ; 

But  his  grete  wifdcfm,  arid  his  manfulttes, 
His  governauncej  with  his  bounte  ,ahd  Kis  right* 

fulnes, 

Hath  evir  yit  p°referved  hym  unto  this  ilk  day, 
And  woll  whyle  that  toe  ly  vith  for  aught  that  men 

can  fay  : 

For  who  hath  eny  Quarrel  or  caufe  for  to  wonxle 
Within  this  fame  tete,  quicltlich  woll  he  fond, 
And  it  be  fotill  r/.iatir,  to  Ifope  for  to  fare, 
For  gynnyng  to  the  end  his  quarrell  to  declare  ; 
And  eve  afofj,  as  cuftom  is,  peple  ihall  be  on, the 

mofowe; 
But  whofo  ly  he  fcapith  nat  wythout  fhame  or  fo- 

powe. 
Beryni  thou  muft  go  thidir,  wher  thyn  empech&r 

ment 

Shull  be  ymevid,  and  therfor  pas  nat  thens 
Tyll  thou  haVe  herd  them  alle,  and  report  them 

wele 

To  me,  that  am  thy  counfell,  and  repeir  fnele. 
But  fo  rial  mancioune  as  Ifope  dwellith  in 
Ther  is  noon  in  the  world,  ne  fo  qtieynt  of  gyn, 
Wherfore  be  Xvell  avifid  how  I  enform  the 
Of  the  wondir  wayis  and  of  the  pryvyte 
That  been  wythyn  his  paleyfe^  that  thou  ruuft  pas 

by:. 
And  when  thow  approchift,  and  art  the  caflell 

nygh, 

Rii 
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Blench  fro  the  brode  gate,  and  enter  thow   nat 

there, 
For  ther  been  men  to  keep  it ;  yit  have  thaw  no 

fere; 

Pas  down  on  the  right  hond  by  the  caftell  walle 
Tyil  thow  fynd  a  window,  and  what  fo  the  by- 

fall 

Entir  ther  yf  thow  may,  and  be  nothyng  agaft, 
But  walk  forth  in  that  entre  :  then  (halt  thow  fee 

in  hafte 

A  porfecolyfe  the  tofore  j  paa  in  boldly 
Tyll  thovv  com  to  an  hall  the  feyrift  undir  Iky  : 
The  wallis  been  of  marbiU,  yjoynid  and  ycLofid, 
And  the  pilours  of  cryftall,  grete  and  wtle  pro- 

pofid  : 

The  keverya**;  of  bove  is  o£  felondyn, 
And  the  pament  bcneth  of  gold  and  afure  fyne.. 
But  whofo  pafiith  thorough  this  hall  hath  neds  to 

ren  blyve, 

Or  els  he  inyght  bp  difware  of  his  own  lyve, 
For  ther  wythin  liijh  a  floon   that  is  fo  hote  of 

k-yudi 

Tfhat -whttt  shiag  com  for  by  anooa  it  well  atend, 
As  bryght  as  eny    kandell  leem,    and  confume 

anoon- ; 

And  fo  wold  the  hall  alfo  n'er  coldnes  of  a  ftoon 
That  is  yclepid  Bionyfe,  that  fet  is  hym  ageyn  ; 
So  and  thow  lepe  lightly  thou  fhalt  have  no  peyn, 
For  ethlr  ftone  in  kynd  proportioned  they  ber 
Of  hete  and  eke  af  coldnes  of  oon  equalite, 
Thow  muft  pus  thorough  the  hall,  but  tary  nat  I 

rede, 
for  thca  ftiult  fynd  a  dur  up  right  afore  thyn 

hcde  : 

When  thow'art  entrid  ther,  and  the  dore  apaft, 
Whatfo  thow  fe  ligg  or  flond  be  thow  nat  agdt  ; 
And  yf  thow  drede  eny  thing  do  ns>  more  faff 

Howe, 
But  yit  I  rede  the  beware  that  it  be  fomwhat 

lowe  : 

Ther  been  to  libardis  loos  and  untyed^ 
It  that  thy  .blowing  of  that  othir  in  eny  thing  be 

fpied 

Anoon  he  rakith  on  the  to  fefe  the  by  thy  pate, 
S"qr  ther  n'ys  thing  in  crth  that  he  ib  much  doth 

hate, 
As  breth  of  mann'ys  mowith ;  wherfere  refreyn 

thee, 

And  blow  but  fair  and  foft,  and  when  that  ne^e  be. 
When  tliow  art  pallid  this  hall  anoon  then  ihalt 

thow  com 

Into  tlie.fayreft  garden  that  is  in  Chriftendoinj 
The  \vldt  thorough  his  clergy  is  made  of  i'uch 

devife 

That  a  man  lhall  ween  he  is  in  Paradife, 
At  his  firft  comyng  in,  i'or  melody  and  long, 
And  otbir  glorious  thinges  rxnd  deiectabiil  among, 
The  -A'ic.K'l'holomeuSj  that  fomtyme  Paynym-  was, 
'I'hatof  aftronomy  knewevTry  poynt  and  cafe, 
pid  it  fo  devife,  thorough  his  high  ccauyng, 
That  the/  n'ys  bcli  in  trth  ne  bird  that:doith  fing 
That  he. n'ys  there  in  figur  in  gold  and  fylvir  fyne, 
And  mew,  as  they  V».T  <pyk,  knawc-  the  ibtill 

cngyne. 


In  mydward  of  this  gardyn  flant  a  feir  tre 

Of  al  maner  levis  that  undir  Iky  be, 

Yforgit  and  yfourmit  eche  in  his  dogre 

Of  fylvir  and  of  gold  fyne  that  lufly  been  to  fee, 

This  gardeyn  is  evir   grene,  and  full  of   May 

flown?,. 
Of  rede,  white,  and  blew,   and  othir  frefli  co» 

louris, 

The  wich  been  fo  redolent,  an<l  fentyn  fo  aboutfc 
That  he  muft  be  right  Icwde  therin  fhuld  route^ 
Thefe  naonftrefull  thingis  J  devife  to  the 
Becaufe  thow  fhuldift  nat  of  them  abasfhid  be. 
When  that  thow  comyft  there,  fo  thow  be  ftrong. 

in  thought, 

And  do  be  my  counfell,  drede  the  right  nought, 
For  ther  heth  eight  tregetours  tliat  this  gardyn 

kepith-, 

Four  of  them  doith  waak  whils  the  four  fclepithj. 
The  wich  li>ecrr  fo  perfite  of  nygramance, 
And  of  the:  art  of  apparene  and  of  tragetrie,. 
That  they  make  femen  as  to  a  mann'ys  fight 
'Abominabill  wormys,  that  fore  ought  be  afright 
The  hertieft  man  on  erth,  but  he  warnyd  were 
Of  the  grifly  fightis  that  he  fhuld  fee  there. 
Among  all  othir  there  is  a  lyon  white 
That  and  he  be  a  ftraungir  he  rampith  for  to  bitef 
And  hath  tofoie  this  tyme  500  men  aiidmo 
Devoarid  and  yete,  that  thereforth  have  ygo  : 
Yit  Ihalt  thow  pas  fuyrly  fo  thow  do  as  I  tell. 
The  tre  I  told  tofore,  that  round  as  eny  bell 
Berith  bow  and  braunche,  traylyog  to  the  ground^ 
And  thow  touch  oon  of  them  thow  art  faff  and 

found ;  * 

The  tre  hath  fuch  vertu  there  fhall  nothing  the 

dere  : 

Loke  that  be  the  firft  when  thow  corny  ft  there,. 
Then  fhalt  thow  fe  an  entre  by  the  farther  fide  ; 
Thoughe  it  beilreyte  tofure,  inner  large  and  wyde. 
It   growith  more  and  more,    and  as  a  dentotut 

wrj'ith  j 
Yit  well  that  wey   the  brying   there  that  Ifopir 

l.ith, 
Into  the  feyrifh  chambir  that  evir   man  faw  with' 

eye. 

When  d^ow  art  there  wythyn  govern  the  wifely, 
For  there  fhalt  thow  here  al.thyn  emyechement 
Opynly  declarid  in  Ifop'is  prefent. 
Report  them  wele  and  kepe  them  in  tuy  mynd,  - '•' 
And  aftir  thy  relaciouae  we  fhall  fo  turn  and* 

wend, 
Thorough  help  of  God  above,  fuch  help  for  to> 

m;ike 
That  they  fhullbe  acombrit,  and  we  right  well  to 

fcape. 
Now  in  foth,..  quod  Beryn,  a  manu'ys  hcrt  may 

grife 

Of  fvch  wondir  weyis,  for  al  my  marchandife 
I  had  levir  kfc  them  oppon  me  take 
Such  a  wey  to  pas. .  'J  lien,  Sir,  for  your  fake 
I  woli  my.  £blf,  quod  Geffrey  :  fith  I  am  enfuryd 
To  help  the  v/ith  my  power  thow  fhalt  me  aniy- 

As  ferforth  as.  I  may  ;  that  I  woll  do  my  peyn  . 
To.bryrig 
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Yit  or  the  cok  crow ;  and  ther'for  let  me  fe 
Whils  1  am  out  how  mery  ye  can  be. 
Geffrey  toke  his  leve  ;  but  who  was  fory  tho 
But  Beryn  and  his  company  ?  for  when  he  was  go 
Thei  had  no  maner  joy,  but  dout  and  hevynes, 
for  of  his  repeyryog  thei  had  no  fikernes ; 
So  every  man  to  othir  made  his  compleynt, 
And  wiihid  that  of  felony  they  had  been  atteynt, 
And  fo  them,  thought  betir  to  end  hevynes 
Then  every  day  to  lak  brede  atte  fir  ft  mes ; 
For  when  our  good  is  go  what  fhail  fal  of  us  ? 
fcvir  to  be  their  thrallis,  and  peraventure  wers, 
To  lefe  our  lyf  aftir  yf  we  difplefe  them  ought. 
Aftir  Geffrey  went  this  was  all  their  thought 
Throughout  the  nyght  tyl  cokkis  gan  to  ling  ; 
But  then  encrefid  anguifhe ;  their  hondis  gan  to 

wryng, 
And  curfid  wynd  and  watir  that  them  brought 

ther, 
And  wi-ifhid  many  tymes  that  he  had  been  In 

bere, 

And  were  apaffid  and  entrid  into  difpeyr, 
In  as  much  as  Geffrey  did  nat  repeir  : 
Eche  man  feyd  to  othir  it  myght  nat  be  ynayid 
But  Geffrey  had  uttiriich  falfly  them  betrayid 
Thoroughout  all  the  long  nygnt. 


Tho  went  they  to  counfell  a  litill  tofore  the  day, 

And  were  all  acordit  for  to  fayl  awey ; 

And  JTo  them  thought  betir,  and  leve  their  good 

ther, 

Then  abyde  theroppon,  and  have  more  fere. 
They  made  their  takelyng  redy,  and  wend  the 

fail  acres, 

For  to  fave  their  lyvis,  and  fet  nat  of  their  los  \ 
So  fore  they  wer  adred  to  be  in  fervitute^. 
And  hopid  God  above  wold  fend  them  fom  refute 
By  fom  othir  coftis  ther  wynd  them  wold  bryug  : 
And  therwithall  cam  Geffrey  on  his  ftilt  lepeing, 
And  cried  -wondir  fait  by  the  wa£ir  fyde. 
When  Beryn  herd  Geffrey  he  bid  his  men  abyde, 
And  to  launch  out  a  bate  an<i  bryng  Geffrey  in, 
For  he  may  more  avayl  me  now  then  al  my  kyn, 
And  he  be  trew  and  trufty,  as  myn  hope  is; 
But  yit  ther'of  had.  Beryn  no  full  ftkernes. 
Thefe  Romeyne  fet   in    Geffrey  with  an   hevy 

chere, 
For  they  had  Jevir  faill  forth  then  put  them  in 

weer 

Both  lyve  and  goodis  :  and  evill  fufpicioune 
They    had  of  this  Geffrey  ;  wherfore  they  gon 

roune, 

Talkyng  to  cche  othir,  This  man  woll  us  betray. 
Geffrey  wift  well  inowghc  he  was  nat  to  their 

pay, 

And  for  verry  angir  he  threw  into  the  fee 
Both  ftilt  and  eke  his  crouch,  that  made  wer  of 

trc, 
And  gan  them  to  comfort,  and  feid  in  this  ma- 

nere  : 

Beryn,  why  make  ye  fuch  chcrc  ? 
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For  and  yee  wex  hevy  what  (hall  yewr  men  do 
But  take  enfampill  of  yew  ?  and  have  nocaufe  to; 
For  yit  or  it  be  eve  yewr  adverfaryes  all 
I  fliail  make  them  fpurn  and  have  a  fore  fall, 
And  yee  go  quyte,  and  all  yewr  good,  and  have 

of  theirs  too, 

And  they  to  be  right  feign  for  to  fcape  fo 
Wythout  more  daungir,  and  yewr  wyl  be ; 
For  of  the  lawys  her  fuch  is  the  equyte 
That  Whopurfu  ttbir  and  bit  fleynt  be  -wrong 
1  .ejball  make  amendis  be  be  nevirfojlrong  ; 
Right  as  fhuld  thet'odiryf  he  condempned  were 
Right  fb  fhall  the  pleyntiff  right  as  I  yew  lere  : 
And  that  lhall  preve  by  them,  have  ye  no  doute, 
Yet  or  it  be  eve  right  low  to  yew  to  loiite, 
And  fubmit  thera  to  yew,  and  put  them  in  yewr 

grace 

I  By  that  tyme  Ihave  ymade  all  my  wanlafe; 
|  Ami  in  hope  to  fpede  wel  let  fhape  us  for  to  ctyne, 
!  Geffrey  axid  watir,  and  fith  brcde  aud  wyne, 
And  feit,  It  is  holfom  to  breke  our  fail  betyme, 
For  the  fteward  woll  to  rhe  court  at  hour  of  pry  me. 
The  fonne  gan  to  ihyne  and  fhope  a  feir  dey  ; 
But  for  aught  that  Geffrey  coud  do  or  fey 
Thefe  Romeyns  fpekyii  faft  all  the  dyner  whHe, 
That  Geffrey  with  his  fotill  wordis  wold  them 

begile. 

So  when  they  had  ydyned  they  ryfcn  up  echoone, 
And  drew  them  to  counfell  what  was  befl  todoon: 
Som  feyd  the  beft  rede  that  we  do  may, 
To  throw  Geffrey  ovfr  the  bord,  and  feyll  forth 

our  way : 

But  for  drede  of  Beryn  fom  wold  nat  ib, 
Yit  the  more  party  affentid  wele  therto. 
Geffrey  and  Beryn,  and  worthy  Romeyns  tweyn, 
Stood  a  part  within  the  fhip,  fo  Geffrey  gan  to 

fcyn, 

Beryiij  beth  avifid ;  your  men  beth  in  diftaunce  : 
Sith  ye  been  her  foveren  put  them  in  governance  ; 
For  methinkith  they  boldith  contrary  opynyoune, 
Afid  Grace  fay  Hth  cr,mynlich  ivber  is  dlvijloune, 
In  the  meen  whyle  that  they  gan  thus  to  ftryve 
Hanybald  was  up,  and  ycom  as  blyve 
To  the  brigg  of  the  town  ther  the  fhippis  rood, 
And  herd  much  noyfe  ;  but  Htil  while  he  bood, 
For  when  he  faw  the  faylis  ftond  all  acros, 
Alas  !  quod  this  Hanybald,  here  growith  a  fmert 

los 
To  me  that  am  provoft,  and  have  in  charge  and 

heft 

All  thefe  fyve  fhippis  undir  myn  areft  : 
And  ran  into  the  town,  and  made  an  hidoufc  cry, 
And  chargit  ail  the  cete?ins  to  armys  for  to  hy 
From  oftrete  tyl  anothir,  andrtrid  up  althe  town, 
And   made  the  t'roinpis  blowe  up  and  the  bellis 

fouu, 

And  fey  that  the  Romeyns  wer  in  poynt  to  pas, 
Tyl  ther  wer  a  thoufand,  rathir  mo  then  les, 
Men  y-armyd  cleen,  walkyng  to  the  ftronde 
When  Btryn  them  afpied  :  Now,  Geffrey,  in  thy 

honde 

Stont  lyf  and  goodis  5  doth  with  us  what  the  lift 
For  all  cur  hope  is  on  the,  ccmfort,  help,  and  trHt; 
Rnj 
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For   we  muft  bide  aventure,   fuch  as  God  wol 

fhape, 

For  now  I  am  in  certen  we  mow  in  no  wife  fcapt. 
Hav.e  no  doubt,  quod  Geffrey,  beta  mery  ;  let  me 
;  .  .  alpon ; 

Getith  a  peir  fifcurs,  flierith  my  berd  anoon, 
And  aitirwerd   lete  top  my  hede   haftylich  and 

biyve. 

Som  went  to  with  fefours,fom  wyth  a  knyffe, 
So  what  for  forowe  and  haft,  and  for  lewd  tole, 
Ther  was  no  man  alyve  bet  like  to  a  fole 
'.Then  Geffrey  was  by  that  tyme  they  had  al  ydo. 
Han.ybaldclepid  outBeryn,to  Mote  Jiallfor  togo, 
.And  ilo.de  upon  thebrigg  with  an  huge  wjute. 
Geffrey  was  the  firft  to  Hanybald  gan  to  loute 
A°d  lokid  out  a  foie  fhip  :   God  bles   yew  !  Sir, 

quod  he. 

Wh.er  art  thow  now,  Boryn?  com  forth,  behold 
Her  is  an  huge  pepill  yrayd  and  ydight  ;  [and  fe, 
All  .thefe  been  my   children  that  been  in  armys 
Yiftirdey  I  gat  them  :  is  nat  mervaill,      [bryght; 
.Thy.t  they  been  hidir  ycom  to  be  of  our  counfaill, 
And  to  ftond  up  by  us,  and  help  us  in  our  pie  ? 
A  \  myne.own  childryn,  bleflid  mut  ye  be ! 
.Quod  Geffrey,  with  an  high  voifc,  and  had  a  nyce 

vifage, 

And  gap  to  daunce  for  joy  in  the  fore  ftage. 
.Hanybald  lok'd  on  Geffrey  as  he  wer  amafid, 
And  beheld  his  countenaunce,  and  how  he  was 

yraSd, 

JBut  evil  more  he  thought  that  he  was  a  fole 
INaturell  of  kynde,  and  had  noon  othir  tool, 
As  femed  by  his  wordis  and  his  vifage  both, 
And  thought  it  had  been  foly  to  wex  with  hym 

wroth, 

.And  gan  to  bord  ageyn,  and  axid  hym  in  game, 
Sith  thou  art  our  fadir  who  is  then  our  dame? 
And  how  and  in  what  plafe  were  we  begete  ? 
Yjftif  day,  quod  .Geffrey,  pleyng  in  the  ftrete 
At  a  gentil  game  that  clepid  is  the  Quek, 
A  long-. peny  halter  was  caft  about  my  nek, 
And  yknet  faft  with  a  riding  knot, 
'    And  caft  over  a  perch,  arid  hale  along  my  throte. 
W,as  that  a  game,  quod  Hanybald,  for  to  hang  thy 

felve  ? 

So  they  feyd  about  me,  a  thoufand  eche  by  hymfelf. 
How  fcapiddift  thow,  quod  Hanybald,  tha£  thou 

wer  nat  dede  ? 

Therto  can  I  anfweV  without  any  rede  : 
I  bare  thrc  dife  in  myn  own  purs, 
JOT  I  go  nevir  without,  fare  I  betir  or  wers; 
J  kift  them  forth  all  thre,  and  too  fill  am'ys, 
But  here  now  what  fill  aftir,  right  a  mervel.oufe 

cafe; 

JTher  camamowfe  lep  forth,  and  ete  the  third  boon, 
That puffid out  herflcyn  asgreteasfhe  myghtgoon; 
And  in  this  man'er  wife  of  the  mowfe  and  me 
All  ye  be  yeom  my  children  fair  and  fre  ; 
And  yit  pr  it  be  eve  fall  woll  fuch  a  chaunce 
T°  ftond  in  my  power  yew  all  to  ayaunce, 
For  and  we  plede   well  to  day   we  {hall  be  riche 

inowghe. 
ilanybald  of  his  wordis  hertlich  loughe* 


And  fodid  all  thatherdhym,  as  they  niyght  vvelc, 
And  had  grete  joy  wyth  hym  for  to  tell, 
For  they  knew  hym  noon  othir  but  a  fole  of  kynd 
And  all  this  was  his  difcrecioune,  and  that  previd 

the  end, 
Thus  whils  Geffrey  japid  to  make  their  hertis 

light 

Beryn  and  his  company  were  rayid  and  ydight, 
And  londid  them  in  botis,  ferefull  how  to  fpede, 
For  all  their  thoughtis  in  balance  Itode  betwenc 

hope  and  drede : 
But  yet  they  did  their  peyn  to  make  lightfomc 

chere , 
As  Geffrey  them  had  enfourmed,  of  port  and  all 

manere 

Of  their  governaunce  all  the  long  day  [wey 

Tyll  their  plee  wer  endit ;  fo  went  they  forth  their 
To  the  court  with  Hanybald.  Then  Beryn  gan  to 

fey, 

What  nedith  this,  Sir  Hanybald,  to  make  fuch  aray 
Sith  we  been  pefe-marchantis,  and  ufe  no  fpolia- 

cioune? 
For  foth,  Sir,  quod  Hanybald,  to  me  was  made 

relacioune 

Yee  wer  in  poynt  to  void  ;  and  yef  ye  had  do  fo 
Yee  had  loft  yewr  ly  vis,  without  wordis  mo. 
Beryn  held  hym  ftyll.  Geffrey  fpak  anoon  ; 
No  ies  wed  them  lyvis  ?  Whi  fo,  good  Sir  Jon  ? 
That  wer  fomwhat  to  much  as  it  femeth  me ; 
But  ye  be  ovirwife  that  dwell  in  this  cete  ; 
For  ye  havebegonne  a  thing  makith  you  right  bold 
And  yit  or  it  be  eve  as  folis  {hull  yee  be  hold  : 
And  eke  ye  devyne  for  fhipmanny's  craft, 
And  wotith  litill  what  longith  to  afore  the  fhip 

aud  bafft, 
And  namelich  in  the  dawnyng  when  {hipmen  firft 

arife, 
My  good  frend,  quod  Hanybald,  in  a  fcornyng 

wife, 
Yee  muft  onys  enfourm  me  thorough  yowr  dik 

crecioune, 

But  firft  yee  muft  anfwer  to  a  queftioune  ; 
Why  make  men  crof-fajl  in  myddis  of  the  maft  ? 
Ear  to  taloiv  thefaip  andfech  more  blajl. 
Why  goon  the  yemen  to  bote  ankirs  to  hale  ? 
For  to  mate  them  redy  to  ivalk  to  the  ale. 
Why  hale  they  up  ftonys  by  the  crane  lyne  ? 
To  make  the  temp  eft  fife  and  tlejbnmjkyne, 
Why  clofe  they  the  port  with  the  fee  bord  I 
for  the  majtir Jhitld  aioake  atjlrft  ivord. 
Thou  art  a  redy  reve,  quod  Hanybald,  in  fay. 
Yee,  Sir,  trewly,  for  fothe  is  that  ye  yew  fey; 
Geffrey  evir  clappid  as  doith  a  watir  myll, 
And  made  Hanybald  to  laugh  al  his  hertfyll. 
Beryn,  quod  this  Geffrey,  retourn  thy  men  ageyn; 
What  {hull  they  do  with  the  at  court  ?  no  man  OH 

them  pleyn. 
Plede   thy    cafe   thy  felve    right   as   thow   haft 

ywrought ; 

To  bide  with  the  mippis  mypurpofe  isand  thought. 
Nay,  forfoth,  quod   Hanybald,  thow  fhalt  abyda 

on  lond, 

Wee  have  no  folis  but  the  ;  and  tofcs  hym  by  thtR 
bond, 
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'For  thcrvv  art  wife  in  law  to  plede  all  the  cafe. 
That  can  I  betir,  quod  Geffrey,.  then  eny  man  in 

this  plafe. 
What  feyft  tho,w-  therto,  Beryn  ?  fliall  I  tell  thy 

tale? 
Hanybald  likid  his  wordis  welc,  and  forward  gan 

hym  hale. 

Beryn  made  him  angry,  and  fighid  wondir  fore, 
For  Geffrey  hym  had  eafourmid  of  every  poyntto 

fore, 

How  he  hym  fliuld  govern  all  the  long  day. 
Geffrey  chafid  hym  ageyn  ;  Sey  me  ye  or  rlay  ; 
Mayft'owe  nat  here  fpeke  feme  maner  word  ? 
Leve  thy  blab,  lewd  fole,  me  likith  nat  thy  bord  : 
I  have  anothir  thought,  quod  Beryn,  wherof  thow 

carift  lite. 
Clepeift  thow  me  a  Fole,  quod  Geffrey  ?  al   that 

I  may  thovite  : 

But  firft  when  we  -out  of  Rome  faillid  both  in  fere 
Tho  I  was  thy  felawe  and  thy  partinere, 
For  tho  the  marchandife  was  more  then  half  myne, 
And  fith  that  thow  com  hidir  thow  takift  all  for 

thyne. 

But  yit  or  it  be  eve  I  wol  make  oon  beheft, 
But  thow  have  my.  help  thy  part  lhall  be  leO* 
TLyn  help,   quod  Beryn;   lewde  fole,  ttow  art 

more  then  mafid^ 
Dres  the  to   the   Ihippis  war^  ^itn  tn7  crown 

yrafid, 

For  I  myghtnevir  fpa»~  cneoet  :  trus  and  be  ago  o. 
I  woll  go  with  th->  cluod  Geffrey,  wher  thowjvoJ*- 


«S/-  tnow  Jhalt,  quod  Han*-1 

the  hond.^  oppon  hh  nek  :  but  and  h< 
And  lexduVknbw 
whom  he  had  led,  in  fikernes  he  had  well  levir  m 

fnowe 

Have  walkid  XL  myle,  and  rathir  then  fail  more; 
For  he  wisfhid  that  Geffrey  had  ybe  unbore 
Full  oft  tyme  in  that  day  or  the  pie  wer  do, 
And  fo  did  all  that  wrought  Beryn  fhamand  woo, 
Now  yee  that  lift  abide  and  here  of  fotilte 
Mowe  know  how  that  Beryn  fped  in  his  pie, 
And  in  what  aray  to  the  court  he  went  , 
And  how  Hanybald  led  Geffrey,  difward  of  his 

entent  ; 
But  yet  he  axid  of  Geffrey,  What  is  thy  name 

I  pray  ?  .   . 

Gylhochet,  quod  Geffrey,  men  clepid  me  yiftirday 
Andwherjweer  thowybore  ?  I  n'ote  T  make  a  vow 
Seyd  Geffrey  to  this  Hanybald,  I  axe  that  of  yew 
For  I  can  tell  no  more  but  here  1  ftond  nowe. 
Hanybald  of  his  wordis  hertlich  Lowghe, 
And  held  hym  for  apaffyng  fole  to  ferve  eny  lord 
Thus  they  romyd  janglyng  into  the  court  waru, 
But  or  they  com  ther  the  fteward  was  yfet, 
And  the  grettift  of  the  town  a  company  ymet, 
And  gon  to  ftryvc  faft  who  fhuld  have  the  good 
That  com  was  with  Btryn  ovir  the  fari  flood. 
Som  leyd  oon  and  fora  i'eyde  anothir; 
&om  wold  have  the  fhipp'is,  the  patcll,  and  tn 
TOthir  ; 
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Som  his  eyen,  fom  his  lyf  wold  have,  and  no  les, 
Or  els  he  fhuld  for  them  fyne  or  he  did  pas ; 
And  in  the  mene  whils  they  wer  in  this  afray 
Beryn  and.theie  Romeyns  wer  com,  in  good  aray 
As  myght  be  made  of  woll,  and  of  colour  graynyd  ; 
They  toke  a  fyde  baich  that  for  them  was  or- 

deynyd. 

When  all  was  hufht  and  ftill  Beryn  arofe  anoon, 
And  ftode  in  the  myddis  of  the  hall  tofore  them 

everichone, 

And  fe,yd,  Sir  Steward,  in  me  (hall  be  no  let ; 
I  am  ycom  to  anfwer  as  my  day  is  fet  : 
Do  me  ryght  and  refon ;  I  axe  yew  no  more. 
So  fhall  I,  quod  the  fteward,  for  ther 'to  I  am 

fwore. 
He  fhall  have  right,   quod  Geffrey,  whej  thow 

wolt  or  no, 

For  and  thow  mys  oriys  thy  jugement  ondo. 
I  woil  to  the  F-«iperour  of  Rome  my  cofyn, 
For  of  o  cu.r  he  and  I  full;  oft  have  dronk  the  vvyne, 
And  yi*  w'e  mull  heraftir  as  oft  as  we  mete, 
For*e  isjongthe  gladder  when  I  fund  hym  to  gretc. 
•rais Geffrey ftode  upona  fourm,  for  he  woldbefcy 
Above  all  othir  the  fhouldris  and  the  cry, 
And  ftarid  al  about  with  his  lewd  berd, 
And  was  yhold  a  very  fole  of  ech  man  h- 
The  fteward,  and  the  officers.  <»«<•  gan  to  cal1 
all,  riV,yd  with  Beryn  at  ches, 

Laughid  at^rqyaklich,  and  gan  hym  for  to  dres 
Th/e'the  fteward  at  barr,  as  the  maner  is; 
He  gan  to  tell  his  tale  wyth  grete  redines; 
iere  me,  Sir  Steward,  this  day  is  me  let 

0  have  right  and  refon ;  I  axe  yew  no  bet, 

f  Beryn  thathere^ondith,  that  with  me  yiftu-day 
Made  a  certen  covenaunt,  and  at  ches  we  didpley, 
^hat  whofo  were  ymatid  of  us  both  too 
huld  do  the  todir'sbidding,  andyf  hewold  natfo 
He  muft  drink  all  the  watir  that  fait  wer  in  the  fe : 
Thus  I  to  hym  furid  and  he  alfo  to  me. 
To  preye  my  tale  trew  I  am  nat  all  aloon  : 
Up  rofe  ten  burgeyfis  quyklich  anoon. 
And  affermyd  eviry  word  of  his  tale  fotli, 
And  made  them  all  redy  for  to  do  their  otha.    ^ 
Evander  the  fteward,  Bery,  now,  quod  he, 
fhow  moft  anfwere  ncde  ;  it  woll  noon  othir  be  : 
fake  thy  counfell  to  the  :  fpede  on;  I  have  aoo.n, 
Beryn  held  hyW  ftyll :  Geffrey,  fpak  anoon  ; 
Now  bemytrowith,quodGeffrey,  I  merveU  much 

Tobidu^gTto  counfell,  and  knowitb  me  wife 

inowghe, 

And  evir  ful  avifid,  intwynkelyng  of  an  eye, 
To  make  a  fiiort  anfwer  but  yf  my  mowith  be  dry. 
Shuld  we  go  to  counfell  for  o  word  or  tweyn  ? 
Be- ray  tro with  we  n'yll  ;let  fe  mo  that  pleyn; 
And  but  he  be  yanfwer'd,  and  that  right  anoon, 

1  £eve  yew  leve'to  rife  and  walk  out  every  choon, 
And  afpyd  rcdily  yf  ye  fynd  me  there, 

In  the  mecn  whils  I  woll  abyde  here; 
Nay,  I  tell  trewly,  I  am  wifer  than  ye  ween 
For  ther  n'yis  noon  of  you  woot  redely  what  I 
meen, 
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Every  man  gan  laughe  ail  his  hert  fill 
Of  Geffrey  and  his  wordis;  but  Bcryn  held  hym 
Andwas  cleenaftonyd;  but  yitner  thelattir  [ftill, 
He  held  it  nat  al  foly  that  Geffrey  did  clattir, 
But  wifely  hym  governyd,  as  Geffrey  hym  taught. 
For  percell  of  his  wifdom  he  had  tofore  fmaught. 
Sir  Steward,  quod  Beryn,  I  undirftound  wele 
The  tale  of  this  burgeyfe;  now  let  anothir  tell, 
That  I  may  take  counfell  and  anfvver  all  at  onys, 
I  graunt,  quod  the  fteward  ;  then  axing  for  the 

nonys, 

Sith  thow  wold  be  rewlid  by  the  fol'is  rede, 
For  he  is  right  a  Xvife  man  to  help  the  in  thy  nede. 
Up  aros  the  accufours  queyntllch  anoon  ; 
Hanybald  was  the  firft  of  them  everichoon, 
And  gan  to  tell  his  tale  with  a  proud  chere. 
Yiftirda  ,  ,  Soverens,  when  I  was  here 
Beryn  and  thes  burgeyfe  gon  to  plede  fafi 
For  pleying  at  ches  ;  fo  ferforth  at  laft, 
Thorough  vertu  of  my  n  office,  that  It-ad  in  charge 
Beryn's  fyve  fhippis,  for  to  go  at  large, 
And  to  be  in  anfwer  her  this  fame  day  ;    . 
Sowalkyngto  the  fttondward  we  barg<?yny&  1-,y 

the  wey 
That  I  fhuld  haye  the  marchandife  that  Beryn 

with  hym  brought, 

Wherof  1  am  fetid,  as  ful  fold  and  bought, 
J1*''  '--unte  that  I  fhuld  his  fhippis  fill  ageyn 
full  of  marcnaiv^fuch  as  he  tofore  had  feyn 
And  I  am  evzrredy,  whenloevutnre, 
Let  hym  go   or  fende,  and  charge  his  m,^. 
Of  fuch  marchandife  as  he  findith  the,  e, 
For  m  fuch  wordis  we  acordit  were. 
FP/le  xbu^eyK  not  tho  that  rofe  tofore, 
But  othzr.and  made  them  redy  to  have  fwore 
That  every  word  of  Hahybald,  from  the  begyn 

nycg  to  the  en<f, 
Was  foth  and  eke  trewe,  and  with  their  mende 

prefent  **  t0  ^  '  "4  feyd  thc?  we 
At  covenaunt  making  ,  by  God  omnipotent. 

that  I  ^r 


or 


Pur  batellis  heretofore, 
And  th:s  fhall  be  the  fift,  and  therfor  I  am  fwore. 
'  ad      th  hym  about  ; 


-  *.~  ~v«u  man  his  tale  to  endite, 
i  grant  wynnyng  right  as  he  hath 
alervid. 
Beryn  and  his  company  flood  all  aftryvyd 

g^||l§llillp^!' 

giryia,  quod  this  blynd,  thoughc  [may  nat  fee 
fctofld  nere  yit  the :  barr,  my  comyng  is  for  the, 
That  wrongfulhch  thow  witholdift  my  bc»h  to 


e,  and 
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And  take  them  me  ageyn,  as  our  covenaunt  wa 
Beryn,  I  take  no  reward  of  othir  mennys  cafe, 
But  oonlich  of  myn  oon ;  that  ftont  me  moft  an 

hond. 
Now  bleffid  be  God  in  hcven  that  brought  the  to 

this  lond! 

For  fith  our  laft  parting  many  betir  teris 
Hiw«  I  lete  for  thy  love,  that  fom  tyme  partineris 
Of  wynnnyg  and  of  Icfing  were  yeris  fele, 
And  evir  I  fond  the  trewc,  tyl  at  the  laft  thpw 

didft  ftele 

Awey  wyth  my  too  eyen  that  I  toke  to  the 
To  fe  the  tregetours  pley  and  their  fotiite, 
As  yiftirday  here  in  this  fame  plafe 
Tofore  yew,  Sir  Stewwd,  rehcrfid  as  it  was. 
Full  trew  is  that  byword,  A  man  to  fervefubtil 
Ledhh  oft  Beyard from  his  oivn  jtabill, 

Beryn,  by  the   I   meen,  though  thow  make  it 

ftraunge, 

For  thow  knowift  trew^y  that  I  made  no  chaunge 
Of  my  good  eyen  for  thyn  that  badder  were. 
Therwith  ftode  up  burgeyfe  four  witnes  to  here. 
Beryn  held  hym  ftyll,  and  Geffrey  fpak  anoon  ; 
Now   of  thy    lewd   compleynt,  and  thy    mafid 

moori, 
By  m-,  trowith,  quod  Geffrey,  I  have  grete  mer- 

For  though'  r^w  haddift  eyen-fight  it  fhuld  litill 

avail? ; 
Thow  fhuldift  nevir  fat. 

in  fay, 

For  al  thing  may  be  ftill  now  for  &„  In  houfe  and 
way, 

rcn  thou  woldijt  no 


bet> 


the 


And  eke  it  is  thy  profite  ancrutynd  wcr  to  ftele: 
x  o  be  blynd  as  thow  art;  for  now  wh'fe 
K° 

MW  !r^"*Is  *™  *»  *«, 


«•"*}  VC. 

Al  the  houfe  throughout  fave  Beryn  and  his  feris 
Lawghid  of  Geffrey,  that  watir  o/their  lev L 
Ran  down  from  their  eyen  for  his  mafid  wit 
\\y  that  cam  the  woman,  hir  tung  was  nat  fclvf 
Wyth  is  burgeyfis,  and  women  aV/ek,       > 
Her  quarel  for  to  preve,  and  Beryn  to  apde, 
VI  ith  afc,r  knave  child  yloke  wythin  thdr 
And  gsn  to  tel  her  tale  of 


That 
' 


Anoon  oppon  her  wedding,  when  he  his  wylhad 
And  bought  hir  Wyth  chyld,  and  lete  hir  fit 

and  C0lnibrt 


e  nat  to  kys  onys  with  his  mowith, 
rr  Steward,  afore  yew  eche  word' 
^henid  here,  my  pkynt  is  of  record 
And  this  dey  is  me  fet  for  to  have  refon. 
•   hym  n-.kc  amendisjor  els  tell  enchtibn 
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Why  hym  ought  nat  fynd,  as  man  ought,  his  wyf. 
Thefe  fiftene  burgeyfis  quyklich  al  fo  blyve, 
And  as  fele  wymen  as  ftcde  by  hir  thcr, 
Seyd  that  they  were  prefent  when  they  weddit 

were, 

And  that  every  word  that  the  woman  feyde 
'Was  tre\v,  and  eke  Beryn  had  hir  fo  betray'd. 
JHencdicite !    quod  Geffrey,    Beryn,   haft    the W    a 

wyf  ? 

Now  have  God  my  trowith  the  dayis  of  my  lyf 
J  fhal  truft  the  the  Ics  thow  teldift  me  nat  to  fore 
As  wele  of  thy  wedding  and  of  thy  fone  ybore. 
Go  to,  and  kys  them  both,  thy  wyf  and  eke  thyn 

heir  : 

Be  thow  nat  afhamyd,  for  they  both  be  feyr. 
This'  wedding  was  right  privy,  but  I  fhall  make  it 

couthe : 
Behold   thy  fone,  it   femith  crope   out   of  thy 

mowith, 

And  eke  of  thy  condicioune  both  foft  and  fome. 
Now  am  I  glad  thyn  heir  fhall  with  us  to  Rome, 
And  I  fhall  teche  hym,  as  I  can,  whils  that  he  is 

young, 

Every  day  by  the  ftrete  to  gadir  houndis  dung 
Tyll  it  be  abill  of  prentyfe  to  craft  of  Taverner 

taury 

And  aftir  I  fhall  teche  hym  for  to  catche  a  fly, 
And  to  mend  mytens  when  they  been  to  tore, 
And  aftir  to  cloute  fhoun  whan  he  is  elder  more  ; 
f>  for  his  parentyne  to  pipe  as  doith  a  mowfe 
I  woj  hym  teche,  anc 


'•»"s  howfe, 
And  to  t,k  as 

Uaw, 
And  turn 

ftraw, 


and  for  to  pike  a  fnuyl  out  of 
' 

fey  BaW) 

h 


about  as  a   cat 


he 


And  to  low'  as  doith  a  ^     and  ^ 

corps 
J   woll^cherisfh  hym  every  ^  fof 

V*"1  "'an  to  ftappe  ner  the  child,  Uv 
As  feme*   i^    countenaunce^Ve 

thought  n^  fo: 
But  modir  was  evir  ware,  and  blenchid  u. 

And  leyd  hir  hond  betwene,  and  lokid  fomwhat 

wroth, 
And  Geffrey  in  pur  wrath  befhrewid  them  all 

both; 
for  by  my  trowith,  quod  Geffrey,  wel  mafid  is  thy 

pan, 
For  I  woll  teche  thy  fone  the  craftis  that  I  can, 

1  tyme  to  come  mygbt  win  his  Iyv~ 


To  wex  therfor  angry  thow  art  verry  wood. 
)f  hufbond,  wyff,  and  fone,  by  the  Trynyte 
JO  ote  wich  is  the  wifeft  of  them  all  thre. 
No,  fothly,  quod  the  fteward;  it  liith  all  in  thy 

noil 

£oth  wit  and  wyfdom,  and  previth  by  thy  poll  : 
£or  all  be  that  Geffrey  wordit  fotilly, 

•  Uward  and  the  burgeyfo  held  it  for  foly 
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All  that  evir  he  feyd,  and  toke  it  for  good  game, 
And  had  full  litiil  knowlech  he  was  Geffrey  the 

lame. 

Beryn  and  his  company  ftode  ftill  as  ftone 
Betwene  hope  and  drede,  difware  how  it  fhuld 

goon, 
Saff  Beryn  trift  in  party  that  Geffrey  wold  hym 

help, 

But  yit  into  that  hour  he  had  no  caufe  to  yelp  ; 
Wheifor  they. made  much  forowe,  thut  dok  was 

and  pete. 
Geffrey  herd  hym  Cgh  fore  :  What  devil  is  yew  ? 

quod  he : 

What  nede  yew  be  fory  whils  I  ftond  here  ? 
Have  I  nat  enfourmid  yew  how  and  in  what  ma- 

nere 
That  I  yew  wold  help,  and  bryng  them  in  the 

In  are  ? 
Yf  ye  coud  plede  as  well  as  I,  full  litiil  wold  ye 

care. 
Pluk  up  thy  hert,  quod  Geffrey,  Beryn,  I  fpeke  to 

the. 

Leve  thy  blab  lewd,  quod  Beryn  to  hym  age ; 
It  doith  no  thing  availl  that  forowe  com  on  thy 

hede; 

It  is  nat  worth  a  fly  al  that  thow  haft  feyde. 
Have  we  nat  els  now  for  to  think  oppon 
Saff  here  to  j  an  gill  ?  Machyn  rofe  anoon, 
And  went  to  the  barr,  and  gan  to  tell  his  tale  j 
He  was  as  fals  as  Judas,  that  fet  Crifte  at  fale. 
Sir  Steward,  quod  this  Machyn,  and  the  burgey- 

fisal, 
Knowith  wele  how  Melan  with  purpill  and  witi 

pall, 

And  othir  marchandifc,  feven  yere  ago 
Went  toward  Rome,  and  how  that  I  alfo 
Have  enquered  fith,  as  refon  well  and  kynde, 
Sith  he  was  my  fadir,  to  know  of  his  en.de  ; 
For  yit  fith  his  departing  tyl  it  was  yiftirday  „ 
Met  I  hevir  creature  that  me  coud  wisfh  or  fay 
Reedynes  of  my  fadir,  dede  othir  aly  ve  ; 
But,  bleflid  be  God  in  heven  !  in  this  thev'is 

fclyve 

The  knyffl  gaff  my  fadir  was  yiftirday  yfound : 
Sith  I  hym  apele  let  hym  be  faft  ybound. 
The  knyf  J  know  wel  inowe  ;  alfo  the  man  flout 

here, 

And  dwellith  in  this  town,  and  is  a  cotelere, 
^t  made  the  fame  knyf  wyth  his  top  hondis, 
1  hat  weie  i  woot  there  is  noon  like  to  fech  al 

.*-•  ;ften  londis ; 

For  three  prtl;oufe  ftonys  beenwythin  the  haft 
Perfeaiich  ycoucVit,  and  fotillich  by  craft 
Endendit  jn  the  haft, gnd  that  right  corioufly, 
A  faphh%and  a  falidone,  and  a  rich  ruby. 
The  cotelere  cam  lepeing  forth  with  a  bold  chere 
And  feyd  to  the  fteward  that  Machyn  told  novr 

here 

Every  word  is  trew,  fo  beth  the  ftonys  fet ; 
I, made  the  knyf  my  felf,  who  myght  know  it 

bet  ? 
And  toke  the  knyff  to  Machyn,  and/he  me  pay'4 

wele ; 
So  is  this  felon  gilty  ;  there  is  no  more  to  telJ. 
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'Up  arofe  burgeyfis  by  two  by  three  by  four, 
And  fcy'd  they  wer  prefent  the  fame  tyme  and 

hour 
When  Machyn  wept  fore,  and  brought  his  fadir's 

gownd, 

And  gaf  hym  the  fame  knyff  oppon  the  fee  ftrond. 
Beth  ther  eny  mo  pleyntifs  of  record  ? 
Qnod   Geffrey  to  the  fteward :  and  he   ageyn- 

ward ; 
How   femeth    the,    Gylhochet,    beth    ther    nat 

inowghe  ? 

Make  thyn  anfwer,  Beryn,  cafe  that  thow  mowe, 
For  opn  or  othir  thow  muft  fey,  although  it  nat 

availle, 
And  but  thow  lefe  or  thow  go  methinkith  grete 

mervaill. 

Beryn  goith  to  counfell  and  his  company, 
•  And,  Geffrey  bodebehinde  to  her  more  and  fe, 
And  to  fhew  the  bnrgeyfe  fomewhat  of  his  hert; 
And  feyd,  But  I  make  the  pleyntifs  for  to  fmert, 
And  alle  that  them  meyntenith,  for  aught  that  is 

yfeyd, 

I  woll  grant  yew  to  kut  the  eris  fro  my  hede. 
My  mafter  is  at  counfell,  but  counfell  hath  he 

nor;i 

For  but  I  hym  help  he  is  cleen  undoon ; 
But  I  woll  help  hym  al  that  I  can,  and  meyntene 

hym  alfo 

By  my  power  and  connyng,  fo  I  am  bound  ther'tp ; 
For  I  durft  wage  battell  wyth  yew,  though  yee  be 

ftrong. 
That  my  maifter  is  in  the  trowith  and  ye  be  in 

the  wrong; 

For  and  we  have  lawe  I  ne  hold  yew  but  diftroied 
In  yewr  own  falftiede,  fo  be  yee  now  afpied  ; 
Wherfor  yit  or  eve  I  {hal  abate  yewr  pride, 
Tha»  fom  of  yew  ihall  be  right  feyn  to  flynk  away 

and  hide. 
The  burgeyfes  gt>n  to  lawgh,  and  fcornyd  hym 

ther'to. 

Gylhochet,  quod  Evander,  and  thow  cowdift  fo 
Bryng  it  thus  about,  it  were  a  redy  wey. 
He  is  a  good  fool,  quod  Hanybald,  in  fay, 
To  put  hymfelf  aloon  in  ftrengith  and  eke  in  wit 
Ageyns  all  the  burgeyfis  that  on  this  bench  fit. 
"What  clatir  is  this,  quod  Machyn,  al  day  with  a 

fole? 

Tyme  is  now  to  worch  with  fom  othir  tole, 
For  I  am  certeyn  of  their  anfwer  that  they  wol  *"> 
And  lyf  for  lyf  of  my  fadir  what  may  tha«-*vail? 
Wher'for  beth  avifid,  for  I  am  in  no  dr^0 
The  goodis  been  fufficient  to  part  ?*aboute, 
So  may  every  party  pleyntif  ha»'C  h'8  part. 
That  is  refon,  quod  the  bliW ;  a  trew  man  thow 

art; 

And  eke  it  were  untrowith  and  eke  grete  fyn 
But  eche  of  us  that  pleynith  myght  fomwhat  wyn. 
Hanybald  bote  his  lippis,  and  herd  them  both 

wele ; 

Towching  the  marcViandife  o  tale  I  (hall  yew  tell, 
And  eke  make  a  vow,  and  hold  my  beheft, 
That  of  the  marchandife  yewr  part  Ihall  be  left  ; 
For  I  have  made  a  bargeyn  that  may  nat  be  undo  ; 
I  iv&il  hold  his  covenaunt  a£d  he  ihal  myn  alfo. 


Up  roos  quicklich  the  burgeyfe  Syrophancs ; 
Hanybald,  quod  he,  the  lawgoith  ^jy  no  lanys, 
But  hold  ferth  the  ftreyt  wey,  even  as  doith  a  lyne; 
For  yiftirday  when  Beryn  with  me  did  dyne 
I  was  the  firfl  perfon  that  put  him  in  areft ; 
And  for  he  wold  go  large  thow  haddift  in  charge 

and  heft 

To  fefe  both  fhip  and  goodis  til  I  were  anfwerid; 
Then  muft  I  firft  be  fervid,  this  knowith  al  men 

ylerid. 

The  woman  ftode  befidis,  and  cried  wondir  faft, 
Ful  foth  is  that  byword,  To  pot  ivho  corny tb  lajl 
He  -worjl  Is  fervid :   and  fo  it  farith  by  me  : 
Yit  nethirles,  Sir  Steward,  I  truft  to  yewr  lente, 
That  knowith  beft  my  caufe  and  my  trew  entent; 
I  axe  yew  no  more  but  rightful  jugement : 
Let  me  have  part  with  othir  fithhe  my1  hufbondi$: 
Good  Sir,  beth  avifid;  I  axe  yew  nat  amys. 
Thus  they  gon  to  flryve,  and  wer  of  high  mode 
For  to  depart  emong  them  othir  mennys  good, 
Wher  they  tofore  had  nevir  properte, 
Ne  nevir  fhuld  theraftir  by  doom  of  equyte  ; 
But  they  had  othir  caufe  then  they  had  tho. 
Beryn  was  at  counfell,  his  hert  was  full  woo, 
And  his  meyny  fory,  diftrakt,  and  al  amayide, 
For  tho  they  levid  noon  othir  but  Geffrey  had  be- 

trayide  ; 

Becaufe  he  was  fo  long  they  coud  no  maner  rede, 
But  everich  by  hymfelf  wisftud  he  had  be  dede. 
O  myghtful  God  !  they  feyd,  I  trow  tofore  this  ^a7 
Was  nevir  gretter  trefon,  fere,  ne  affray, 
Ywrought  onto  mankind  then  nowis  to  v.nere> 
And  namelich  by  this  Geffrey  with  hi^ot1^  cnereJ 
So  feithful  he  made  it  he  wold  us  h-P.cchone- 
And  now  we  be  ymyryd  he  letit'  us  flt  aloon- 
Of  Geffrey,  quod  Beryn,  be  a?  *  bd  ***?  5 
We  mut  anfwer  nede,  ther  riloon  otmr  waY  5 
And  ther'for  let  me  kr>  *  y°ur  Wlt  and  7°^ 

counfaile.  ,    . 

They  wept,  and  wrr*  their  hondis>  and  gan  *° 

waille  [tyve 

The  tyme  that  tK were  b°T*£n*  ?ortl?  J&t 
They  wisfhicj .£*  the?  wer'  Wlth  that  r 

*'tRnj3m  towards,  and  b^gan  to  fmyle. 
g    ""axid  Geffrey  wher  he  had  be  al  the  while  ? 
Jive  mercy  opppn  us,  and  help  us  as  thow  hight. 
I  woll  help  yow  right  wele  through  grace  of 

Godd'is  might ; 

And  I  can  tell  yow  tiding  of  their  governaunce. 
They  ftondLn  altercatioune  and  ftryf  in  poynt  to 

praunce 

To  depart  your  goodis,  and  l.evith  vqrily 
That  it  wer  impoffibil  yew  to  remedy  ; 
But  their  high  pride  and  their  prefumpcioune 
Shal  be  yit  or  eve  their  confufioune ; 
And  to  make  amendis  ech  man  for  his  pleynt, 
Lot  fc  ther'for  your  good  avife  how  they  might 

be  ateynt. 
The  Romeyns  ftode  ftill,  as  who  had  fhor  their 

hede. 

In  ftith,  quod  Beryn,  we  can  no  maner  rede, 
But  in  God  and  yew  we  fubmit  us  all, 
Body,  hf,  and  goodie,  to  ftond  or  to  fall, 


THE    MERCHANT'S   SECOND   TALE,   &c. 


And  nevir  for  to  travers  o  word  that  thow  feyft  ; 
Help  us,  good  Geffrey,  as  wele  as  thou  mayfi. 
Deperdeux !  quod  Geffrey,  and  I  \voll  do  my  peyn 
To  helplyow  as  my  connyng  woll  ftrech  and  ateyn, 
The  Romeyns  went  to  barr,  and  Geffrey  altofore 
With  a  nice  countenance,  bare  fote,  and  to  tore, 
Pleying  with  a  yerd  he  bare  in  his  honde, 
And  was  evir  wifllyng  at  every  pafe  comaunde. 
•The  fteward  and  the  burgeyfis  had  game  inowgjie 
.  Of  Geffrey'is  nice  comyng,  and  hertlich  lowghe  ; 
And  eche  man  fcyd,  Gylhochet,  com  nere  ; 
Tkow  art  right  welcome,  for  thow  makiftuschere. 
The  fame  welcom,  quod  Geffrey,  that  yee  woll  us 
Fall  oppon  yewr  herlis,  I  pray  to  God,  and  wers. 
•They  held  hym  for  a  verry  fole,  but  he  held  them 

wel  more; 
And  fo  he  made  them  in  breff  tyme,  all  though 

they  wer  nat  fhore. 

Styntith  now,  quod  Geffrey,  and  let  make  pefe ; 
Of  myrthis  and  of  japis  tyme  is  now  to  cefe,- 
And  ipeke  of  othir  mater  that  we  have  to  doon, 
For  and  we  hew  amys  eny  maner  flone 
"We  know  wele  in  certeyn  what  pardon  we  fuul 

have; 

•The  more  is  our  nede  us  to  defend  and  fave. 
My  mafter  hath  be  at  counfell,  and  ful  avifid  is 
-That  I  fhall  have  the  wordis,  fpeke  I  wele  or  mys; 
Wherfor,  Sir  Steward,  and  ye  burgeyfis  all, 
Sittith  upright,  andwrittith  nat,  for  aventuris  that 

may  fall ; 

For  and  ye  deme  untrewely,  or  do  us  eny  wrong, 
Ye  fhull  be  refourmyd,  be  ye  nevir  fo  ftrong, 
,Of  every  poynt  and  injury,  and  that  in  grete  hafte, 
For  he  is  nat  unknowe  to  us  that  may  yow  chafte : 
Hold  forth  the  right  wey,  and  by  no  fide  lanys. 
And  as  towching  the  firft  pleyntif  Syrephanes, 
•That  pleyd  with  my  mafter  yiftirday  at  ches, 
And  made  a  certeyn  covenaunte,  who  that  had 

the  wers 

In  the  laft  game,  al  thoughe  I  wer  nat  there, 
Shuld  do  the  todir's  bidding,  whatfoeverit  wer, 
Or  drynk  all  the  watir  that  fait  wer  in  the  fee  ; 
Thus  I  trowe,  Sir  Steward,  ye  woU  record  the  pie, 
And  yf  I  have  ymiffid  in  lettir  or  in  word 
The  lawe,  wol  I  be  rewlid  aftir  yewr  record  ; 
For  we  be  ful  avifid  in  this  wife  to  anfwere. 
Evander  the  fteward,  and  al  men  that  wer  there, 
Had  mervil  much  of  Geffrey,  that  fpak  fo  redely, 
Whofe  wordis  tofore  femyd  al  foly, 
And  wer  aftonyed  cleen,and  gan  for  to  drede, 
And  ev'ry  man  tyl  othir  lenyd  with  his  hede, 
And  feyd  he  reported  the  tale  right  formally ; 
He  was  no  fole  in  certen,  but  wife,  ware,  and  fcly, 
For  he  hath  but  yjapid  us  and  fcornyd  heretofore, 
And  we  have  hold  hym  a  fole,  but  we  be  wel 

more. 
Thus  they  ftoclied  on  Geffrey,  and  laughed  tho 

right  naught. 

When  Geffrey  had  afpied  they  wer  in  fuch  thought, 
And  their  hertis  trobelid,  penfyf,  und  anoyed, 
Hym  lyft  to  dryve  in  bet  the  nayl,  till  they  were 

fully  doyki. 

Soverens  Sirs,  he  feyd,  fith  that  it  fo  is 
•That  in  reporting  of  our  pie  ye  fynd  nothing  amys, 


As  provith  wele  yowr  fcilence,  eke  ye  withfeyth 
O  word  of  our  tale,  but  clene  without  fpot,    [nat 
Then  to  our  anfwer  I  prey  yow  take  hede, 
For  we  wol  feyal  the  trowith  right  as  it  is  in  dede; 
For  this  is  foth  and  certen,  it  may  nat  be  with- 

feyd, 

That  Beryn  that  here  ftondith  was  thus  ovirpleid 
In  the  laft  game,  when  wagir  was  opon ; 
But  that  was  hisiufferaunce,  as  ye  fhull  hereanoon, 
For  in  all  this  cete  thcr  n'ys  no  maner  man 
Can  pley  betir  at  ches  then  my  maftir  can  ; 
Ne  bet  then  I,though  I  it  fey,  can  nat  half  fo  much; 
Now  how  he  loft  it  by  his  wyll  the  caufe  I  woll 

teche  ; 

For  ye  wend  and  ween  that  he  had  hym  engyned. 
But  ye  fhul  fele  in  every  veyn  that  ye  be  undir- 

mined, 

And  ybrought  at  ground,  and  €ke  ovirmufid. 
And  agenft  the  firft  that  Beryn  is  accufid 
Herith  now  ententyflich.  When  we  wer  on  the  fee 
Such  a  tempeft  en  us  fill  that  noon  myght  othir  fe 
Of  thundir,  wynd,  and  lightenyng,  and  flormys 

ther  among. 

Fiftene  dayis  during  the  tempeft  was  fo  ftrong 
That  eche  man  till  othir  began  hym  for  to  fhryve, 
And  made  their  avowis,  yf  they  myght  have  the 

lyve, 

Som  to  fe  the  fepulkir,  and  fom  to  othir  plafe, 
To  fech  holy  feyntis  for  help  and  for  grace ; 
Som  to  faft  and  do  pennaunce,  and  fom  do  almyf- 

dede; 

Tyl  at  laft,  as  God  wold,  a  voife  t6  us  feyd, 
In  our  moft  turment,  and  defperat  of  mynd, 
That  yf  we  wold  be  favid  my  maifter  mull  hym 

bynd 

Be  feith  and  eke  be  vow,  when  he  cam  to  lond, 
To  drink  al  the  fait  watir  within  the  fee  ftrond, 
Without  drinking  eny  fope  of  the  frtsfh  watir ; 
And  taught  hym  al  the  fotilte  how  and  in  what 

manere 
That  he  fhuld  wirch  by  engyne  and  by  a  fotill 

charm,  [harm, 

To  drink  all  the  fait  watir  and  have  hymfelf  no 
But  flop  the  frefh  rivers  by  every  coft  fide, 
That  they  enter  nat  in  the  fe  thorough  the  world 

wyde-. 
The  voife  we  herd  but  naught  we  faw;  fo  wer  our 

witts  ravid, 

For  this  was  end  fynally,  yf  we  luft  be  favid. 
Wher'for  my  mafter  Beryn,  when  he  cam  tp  this 

port, 

To  his  avow  and  promys  he  made  his  firft  refort, 
Or  that  he  wold  bergeyn  eny  marchandife, 
And  right  doith  thefe  marchandis  in  the  fame  wife 
That  maken  their  avowis  in  faving  of  their  lyv'is, 
They  completyn  their  pilgremagis  or  they  fe  their 

wyvis. 

So  mowe  ye  ondirftond  that  my  mafter  Beryn 
Of  fre  will  was  ymatid,  as  he  that  was  a  pilgrym, 
And  myght  nat  perfourm  by  many  thowfand  part 
His  avow  and  his  heft  wythout  right  fotil  art, 
Without   help    and   ftrength   of   many   mennys 

myght.  [ri'gn*; 

Sir  Steward,  and  Sir  Burgeyfe,  if  we  flml  have 
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Sirophanes  muft  do  coft  and  aventure, 
To  ftop  al  the  fr§fh  ry  vers  into  the  fee  that  entir, 
For  Bcryn  is  redy  in  al  thing  hym  to  quyte, 
So  he  be  in  defaute  muft  pay  for  the  wite, 
Sith  ye  been  wife  al  what  nede  is  much  clatir  ? 
Ther  was  no  covenaunte  them  betwene  to  drink 

frefh  watir. 

When  Sirophanes  had  yherd'al  Geffrey's  tale, 
He  ftode  al  abafhid,  with  colour  wan  and  pale, 
And  lokid  oppon  the  fteward  with  a  rewful  chere, 
And  on  othir  frendfliip  and  neyhbours  he  had 

there, 

And  preyd  them  of  counfell  the  anfwere  to  reply. 
Thefe  Romeyns,  quod  the  fteward,  been  wondir 
And  eke  right  ymmagytyf,  and  offotilart,    [fcly, 
That  I  am  in  grete  dowte  howe  yee  fhul  depart 
Without  harm  in  oon  fide :  our  lawis,  well  thow 

weft, 

Is  to  pay  damagis,  and  eke  alfo  the  coft, 
Of  every  party  plentyf  that  fallith  in  his  pleynt : 
JLet  hym  go  quyt  I  counfell,  yf  it  may  fo  be 

queynt. 

I  meryeil,  quod  Sirophanes,  of  their  fotilte, 
"But  fith  that  it  fo  ftondith,  and  may  noon  othir  be, 
I  do  woll  be  counfell,  and  graunted  Beryn  quyte. 
But  Geffrey  thought  anothir,  and  without  refpite, 
Sirs,  he  feyd,  me  wetith  wele  that  ye  wol  do  us 

right, 

And  fo  ye  muft  nedis,  and  fo  ye  have  us  highte  ; 
And  therefore,  Sir  Steward,  ye  occupy  our  plafe, 
And  ye  know  wele  what  law  wol  in  this  ca.e; 
My  maftir  is  redy  to  perfourme  his  avow. 
But  nathelefs,  quod  the  fteward,  I  cannat  wete 

how 

To  ftop  all  the  frefh  watir  were  pofftbilite, 
Yis,  in  foth,  quod  Geffrey,  who  had  of  gold  plente 
As  man  coud  wifli  and  it  myght  well  be  do  : 
But  that  is  cat  our  defaute,  he  hath  no  trefour  to. 
Xet  hym  go  to  in  hafte,  or  find  us  fuerte 
To  make  amendis  to  Beryn  for  his  iniquite, 
Wrong,  and  harm,  and  trefpas,  and  undewe  wei- 

acioune, 
JLoft  of  fale,  and  marchandife,  difefe,  and  tribula- 

lacioune, 

That  we  have  fuftenyd  thorough  his  iniquite. 
What  vaylith  it  to  tary  us  ?  for  though  yc  fotil  pry 
We  fhul  have  refon  wher  ye  wol  or  no, 
So  woll  we  that  ye  knowe  what  that  we  woil  do ; 
In  certen  full  avifid  to  Ifope  for  to  pafe, 
And  declare  every  poynt,  them  ore  and  eke  the 

,      kfe, 
That  of  yeur  opyn  errours  hath  pleyne  correc- 

tioune, 

And  agenys  his  jugement  is  noon  protectioune  : 
He  is  yewr  lord  riall,  and  foveren  jugge  and  Jele, 
That  and  ye  work  in  eny  poynt  to  hym  liith  our 

apele. 
So  when  the  fteward  had  yherd,  and  the  burgeyfis 

alle, 
How  Geffrc-y  had  yfteryd,  that  went  fo  nighe  the 

gall, 
What  for  fhame,  and  drede  of  more  harm,  and  re- 

preffe, 
They  made  Sirophanes,  weef  hym  190$  or  JcfFc, 


To  take  Beryn  gage,  and  plegg  find  alfo, ' 

To  byde  the  ward  and  jugement  of  that  he  hail 

myfdo. 

Now  fertherfore,  quod  Geffrey,  fith  that  it  fo  is 
That  of  the  firft  plentyf  we  have  fikernes, 
Now  to  the  Marchant  we  muft  nedis  anfwere, 
That  bergeyned  with  Beryn  al  that  his  fhippis 

bere, 

In  covenaunte  that  he  fhuld  his  fhippis  fill  ageyn 
Of  othir  marchandife  that  he  tofore  had  feyn 
In  HanybahTis  plafe,  howfis  to  or  thre, 
Full  of  marchandife  as  they  might  be ; 
JLet  us  pas  thidir,  yf  eny  thing  be  there 
At  our  luft  and  liking,  as  they  accordit  were. 
I   graunt.  wele,  quod  Hanybald,  thow  axift  but 

righte ; 

Up  arofe  thefe  burgeyfis,  Thow  axift  but  right. 
The  fteward  and  his  comperis   entrid  firft  the 

howfe, 

And  faw  nothing  within,  ftraw,  ne  leff,  ne  mowfe, 
Save  tymbir,  and  the  tyle  ftonys,  and  the  walli« 

white. 
I  trow,  quod  the  fteward,  the  wynnyng  woll  be 

but  lite 

That  Beryn  woll  now  get  in  Hanybald,  is  pleynte, 
For  I  can  fe  noon  ofchir  but  they  woll  be  atey;it, 
And  clepid  them  in  echone,  and  went  out  hym- 

felve.  j  felve, 

As  fone  as  they  were  entrid  they  faw  no  maner 
For  foris  of  their  hert,  but,  as  tofore  is  feyd, 
The  howfe  was  cleen  yfwept ;  then   Geffrey  >feir 

they  preyde, 

To  help  yf  he  coud.  Let  me  aloon,  quod  he, 
Yit  fhul  they  have  the  wers  as  fotil  as  they  be. 
Evander  the  fteward  in  the  mene  while 
Spak  to  the  burgeyfe,  and  began  to  fmyle  j 
Though  Sirophanes  be  yhold  the*  Romeyns  for  t« 

curs, 
Yit  I  trow  that  Hanybald  woll  put  hym  to  the 

wets, 
For  I  am  fuyr  and  certeyn  within  they  fhul  n»t 

fynd? 

What  fey  ye  be  my  pjeynt,  Sirs,  qnod  the  blynd  ? 
For  I  make  a  vow  I  woll  nevir  cefe 
Tyl  Syrophanes  have  of  Beryn  a  pleyn  relefe, 
And  to  make  hym  quyte  of  his  fubmiflioune, 
Els  wol  I  have  no  pete  of  his  contritioune, 
But  folow  hym  al  fo  ferfly  as  I  can  or  may 
Tyll  J  have  his  eyen  both  to  away. 
Now  in  feithj  quod  Machyn,  and  I  wol  have  hit 

lyffe, 
For  though  hefcape  yewaU>  with  me  woll  he'nat 

ftryffe, 

But  be  right  feyn  in  hert  all  his  good  forfake 
For  to  fcape  wyth  hys  lyf,  and  to  me  it  take. 
Beryn  and  his  felefhip  wcr  within  the  houfe, 
And  fpeken  of  their  anfvver,  and  made  but  HtiH 

roufe, 

But  evir  preyd  Geffrey  to  help  yf  he  coud  ought. 
I  woll  nat  faill,  quod  Geffrey,  and  was  tofore  be- 

thought 

Of  too  botirfiiis,  as  white  as  eny  fnowe; 
He  lete  them  flee  within  the  hcui'e,  that  aftif  OR 

the  wowe 
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They  clevid  wondir  faft,  as  their  kynd  woll, 

Aftir  they  had  flew  to  reft  anothir  pull 

When  Geffrey  fa %v  the  boterfliis  cleving  on  the  wall 

The  fteward  and  the  burgeyfe  in  he  gan  call; 

J,o  !  Sirs,  he  fayd,  whofo  evir  repent, 

We  have  thofe  marchandifc  moft  to  our  talent 

That  we  fynd  herein.  Behold,  Sir  Hanybal, 

The  yondir  botirfliis  that  clevith  on  the  wall ; 

Of  fuch  ye  mufl  fill  our  ftiippis  all  fyve. 

Pluk  up  thy  hert   Beryn,  for  thow  moft  nedis 

thry  ve ; 

For  when  we  out  of  Rome  in  Marchantfare  went, 
To  purchafc  botirfliis  was  oftr  moft  entent  j 
Yit  woll  I  tell  the  caufe  efpetial  and  why  : 
There  is  a  leche  in  Room  that  hath  ymade  a  cry 
To  make  an  oyntement  to  cure  all  tho  ben  blynde, 
And  al  maner  infirmytees  that  growith  in  man- 

kynde.  [ye  mut  hy. 

The  day  is  fhort;  the  work  is  long:  Sir  HanybaU, 
When  Hanybald  herd  this  tale,  he  feyd  pryvely 
In  counfeli  to  the  ftewai  d;  In  foth  I  have  the  wers^ 
For  I  am  fikir  by  this  pleynt  that  fhall  I  litil  purs. 
So  me  femeth,  quod  the  fteward,  for  in  the  world 

rounde 

So  many  betirfliis  wold  nat  be  founde 
I  trow  o  fhip  to  charge;  wher'for  me  thinkith  beft 
Let  hym  have  his  good  ageyn,  and  be  in  pefe  and 

reft. 

And  yit  is  an  aventure  and  thow  fcape  fo 
Thy  covenaunt  to  relefe  without  more  ado. 
The  burgeyfis  everichone,  that  were  of  that  cete, 
Were  anoyid  fore  when  they  herd  of  this  plee ; 
Geffrey  with  his  wifdom  held  them  hard  and 

ftreyte, 

That  they  were  acombrit  in  their  own  diftreyte. 
When  Hanybald  with  his  frendis  had  fpoke  of 

this  matere  [manere: 

They  drow  them  towards  Beryn,  and  feid  in  this 
Only  for  botirfliis  ye  com  fro    our  contre  , 
And  we  you  tell  in  fikirnes  and  opon  our  fe}', 
That  fo  many  botirflyes  we  fhul  nevir  gete, 
Wherefore  we  be  avifid  othirwife  to  trete; 
That  Han ,  bald  fhal  relefe  his  covenaunt  that  is 

makid,  [ranfakid. 

And  dclyvcr  the  good  ageyn  that  from  you  was 
Nay  forfoth,  quod  Geffrey,  us  nedith  no  relefe ; 
Ye  fhull  hold  our  covenaunt  and  we  fhall    ears 
For  we  fhull  have  refon  wher  ye  woll  or  no  [alfo, 
Whils  Ifope  is  aly ve ;  1  am  nothyng  aferd, 
For  I  can  wipe  all  this  plee  cleen  from  your  herd,. 
And  ye  blench  onys  out  of  the  high  wey.  [deley. 
Thei  proferid  hym  plegg  and  gage  without  more 
Now  ferthirmore,  quod  Geffrey,  us  ought  to  pro- 
cede,  [nede  ; 
For  to  the  blynd  mann'ys  poynt  we  muft  anfwer 
That,  for  to  tell  trowith,  he  lyvith  aft  to  long 
For  his  own  fawte  and  his  own  wrong 
On  Beryn  he  hath  furmyfid,  as  previth  by  his  plee, 
And  that  ye  fhull  opynlich  know  wele  and  fee; 
For  as  I  undirftode  hym  he  feyd  that  fele  yeris 
Beryn,  that  here  ftondith,  and  he  were  pertyncris 
Of  wynnyng  and  of  lefyng,.  as-  men  it  ufc  and 

doith, 
And  thai  they  chaungit  eyen,  and  yittliw  is  fethe: 


SECOND  TALE,   &c.  26,7 

But  the  caufe  of  chaunging  yit  is  to  yow  onknow, 
Wherfore  I  woll  declare  it  both  to  high  and  lowc. 
In  that  fame  tyme  that  this  burge  fe  blynd, 
And  my  mafter  Beryn,  as  faft  asfeyth  myght  bynde 
Were  marchaundis  in  corny  n  of  al  that  they  myght 
Saff  of  lyf  and  lym,  and  of  dedel    fyn,         [wyn, 
Ther  fill  in  tho  marchis  of  al  thing  fwcb  a  derth 
That  joy,  comfort,  and  folas,  and  al  maner  myrth; 
Was  exilid  cleen,  faff  oonly  moleftatioune, 
That  abood  continuel — defperatioune  : 
So  whep  that  the  pepil  wer  in  moft  myfchefFe 
God  that  is  above,,  that  ai  thing  doth  releve, 
Sent  them  fuch  plente  of  mony,  fruyte,  and  corn, 
Wich  turnid  A\  to  joy  their  mournyng  al  to  forn  ; 
Then  gaf  they  them  to  mirth,  revel,  pley,  and 
Andthankid  G-jd  above  evir  more  among 
Of  their  relevaciounc  from  woo  into  gladnes, 
For  Aftir  four  -whenfivete  is  com  it  is  aplefantmet. 
So  in  the  meen  while  of  this  profperke 
Ther  cam  fuch  a  pleyer  into  the  fame  contre 
That  nevir  thertofore  was  feyn  fuch  anothir, 
That  wele  was  the  creture  that  born  was  of  his 

modir 

That  myght  fe  the  mirthis  of  this  jugeloure, 
For  of  the  woi  Id  wide  tho  day  is  he  bare  thefkmre, 
For  there  n'as  man  ne  woman  in  that  regioune 
That  fet  of  hymfelf  the  ftore  of  a  boton 
Yf  he  had  not  fey  his  myrthis  and  his  game. 
So  oppon  a  tyme  this- pleyer  did  proclame 
That  al  manere  of  pepill  his  pleyis  wold  fe 
Shuld  com  oppon  a  certen  dey  to  the  grete  cetc  : 
Then  among  othir  my  mafter  here,  Beryn, 
And  this  fame  blynd,  that  pleditli  now  with  hyn>, 
Made  a  certen  covenaunt  that  they  wold  fe 
The  mervellis  of  this  pleyer  and  his  fotilte  : 
So  what  for  hete  of  fomer,  age,  and  febilnes, 
And  eke  alfo  the  long  way,  this  blynd  for  wcr  j 

rynes 

Fill  flat  adown  to  the  erth ;  o  fot«  ne  myght  he  go .; 
Wher'for  my  mafter  Beryn  in  hert  was  full  woo, 
And  feyd,  My  frend,  how  now  ?  mow  ye  no  fer« 

ther  pas  ? 

No,  he  fayd,  by  hym  that  firft  made  mas; 
And  yit  I  had  levir,  as  God  my  foule  fave, 
Se  thes  wondic-  pleyis  then  all  the  good  I  have, 
I  cannat  els,  quod  Beryn,  but  yf  it  may  nat  be 
Bat  that  ye  and  I  mut  retourn  age 
Aftir  ye  be  refrefhid  of  your  werynefs, 
For  to  leve  yew  in  this  plite  it  wer  no  gentilnes, 
Then  feyd  this  blynd,  I  am  avifid  bet ; 
Beryn,  ye  fhull  wend  thidir  without  eny  let, 
And  have  mya.  eyen  with  yew  that  they  the  pley 

mowfe, 

And  I  woll  have  yewrstyll  ye  come  age. 
Thus  was  their  covenaunt  made,  as  I  to  yowreport, 
For  efe  of  this  blynd,  aad  moft  for  his  comfort. 
But  wotith  wele  the  whole  fcience  of  all  fur- 

gery 

Was  unyd  or  the  chatinge  was  made  of  both  eye- 
With- many  fotill  enchant«urs and  eke  nygraman- 

cers, 

That  fent  were  for  the  nonys  maftris  and  fcoleris. 
So  when-  all  was  complete  my  maftir  went  his  wey 
With  this  ma,nn'ys,eyeQ  and  faw  all  the  plev> 
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And  wold  have  take  her  by  the  hond,  but  (he- 


And  haftly  retourned  into  that  plafe  age, 

And  fond  this  blynd  fechiug  on  hoadis  and  on 

kne, 

Grafping  all  aboute  to  fynd  that  he  had  lore, 
Beryn  his  both  eyen  that  he  had  tofore. 
But  as  fone  as  Beryn  had  pleyn  knowleche 
That  his  eyen  were    yloih,    unneth    he    myght 

areche 

O  word,  for  pure  anguyfh  that  he  toke  fodenly, 
And  from  that  day  till  nowe  ne  myght  he  nevir 

fpy 

This  man  in  no  plafe  ther  law  was  ymevid  ; 
But  now  in  his  prefence  the  foth  is  full  yprevid, 
That  he  fhall  make  amendis  or  he  hens  pas 
Right  as  the  lawe  wol  deme,  ethir  more  or  las ; 
For  my  maftir'is  eyen  were  betir  a  •  .1  more  clere 
Then  thefe  that  he  hath  now  to  fe   both  fer  and 


So  wold  he  have  his  own,  that  proper  were  of 

kynd, 

For  he  is  evir  redy  to  take  to  the  blynde 
The  eyen  that  he  had  of  hym,  as  covenaunt.  was, 
So  he  woll  do  the  fame.     Now,  Soverens,  in  this 
Ye  mut  take  hede  for  to  deme  right,  [citle 

For  it  wer  no  refon  my  maftir  fhuld  lefe  his  fight 
For  his  trew  hert  and  his  gentilnes. 
Beryn,  quod  the  blind,  tho  I  woll  the  relefe 
My  quarell  and  my  caufe,  and  fall  fro  my  pleynt. 
Thow  mut  nede,    quod  Geffrey,    for  thow   art 

ateynt, 

So  mut  thow  profir  gage,  and  borowis  fynd  alfo, 
For  to  make  ameadis,  as  othir  have  ydo. 
Sir  Steward,  do  us  law,  fith  we  defire  but  right  : 
As  we  been  pefe  marchandis  us'longith  nat  to 

fight, 

But  pleyn  us  to  the  law,  yf  fo  we  be  agrevid. 
Anoon  opon  that  Geffrey  thtfe  wordis  had  yme 
vid 
The  blynd  man  fond  borowis  for  all  his  maleta- 

lent, 
And  were  yentrid  in  the  court  to  byde  the  juge- 

ment ; 
For  thoughe  that  he  blynde  were  yithad  he  good 

plente, 
And  more  wold  have   wonne  through  his   ini- 

quite. 
Now  herith,  Sirs,  quod  Geffrey  :  thre  pleyntifs 

been  afiurid ; 

And  as  anenft  the  ftrth  this  woman  hath  arerid, 
That  pleynith  here  on  Beryn,  and  feyth  Ihe  is  his 

vvyfe, 

And  that  fhe  hath  many  a  dey  led  a  peynous  lyf<?} 
And  much  forow  endurid  his  child  to  iuftene, 
And  al  is  foth  and  trew.     Now  rightfullich  to 

deme 

Whether  of  them  both  fhall  othir  obey, 
And  folowe  vill  and  luftis,  Sir  Steward,  ye  mut 

fey. 

And  therwith  Geffrey  lokid  afidc  on  this  woman 
How  fhe  chaung.it  colours,  pale  and  ckc  wan. 
All  for  nought,  quod  Geffrey,  for  ye   mut  with 

us  go, 
And  endure  with  your  hulbond  both  wele  and 

woo : 


awey  did  breyde, 

A.nd  with  grete  fighing  thefe  wordis  fhe  feyd; 
That  ageyns  Beryn  ihe  wold  plede  no  more, 
Bat  gagid  with  too  borowis,  as  othir  had  do  tc 

fore. 

The  fteward  fat  as  ftill  as  who  had  flior  his  hedc 
And  fpecially  the  pleyntifs  were  in  much  drede 
Geffrey  fet  his  wordis  in  fuch  muner  wife 
That  wele  they  wifl  they  myght  nat  fcape  in 

wife 

Without  lofs  of  go'odis  for  damage  and  for  coffc, 
For  fuch  wer  their  lawis  wher  pleyntis  wer  ylof 
Geffrey  had  full  p'erfeyte  of  their  cncombirment, 
And  eke  he  was  in  ccrten  that  the  jugiment 
Shuld  pas  with  his  maftir  ;  wherfor  he  anoon, 
Sovern  Sirs,  lie  feyd,  yit  muft  we  ferthir  goon,. 
And  aniwere  to  this  Machyn,  that  feith  the  knife 
.    .-          is  hi 3 
That  found  was  on  Beryn ;  ther'of  he  feith  nat 

am'ys  : 

And  for  more  prefe  he  feith  in  this  manere 
That  here  ftondith  prefent  the  fame  cotck.re 
That  the  knyfe  made,  and  the  precious  ftonys  thre 
Within  the  haft  been  couchid,  that  in  Cryflyanitty 
Thougihe  men  wold  of  purpofe  make  ferch  and 

feche, 
Men  fhuld  nat  fynd  in  al  thing  a  knyfe  that  were 

it  liche ; 
And  more  opyu  prefe  than  maun'ys  own  know 

leche. 

Men  of  law  ne  clerkis  con  nat  tell  ne  teche. 
Now  fith  we  be  in  this  manere  thus  ferforth  ago, 
Then  were  fpedfull  for  to  know  how  Beryn  cant 

firft  to 
Have  poffeflipune  of  the  knyfe  that  Machyn  feith'; 

is  his  : 
To  yew  unknowne  I  fhall  enfourm  the  trowith  as 

it  is. 

Now  feven  yere  and  paflid,  opoh  a  Tuyfday 
In  the  Pallioun-week,  when  men  leveji  pley, 
And  ufe  mote  devocioune,  faftyng,  and  preyer,-    .' 
Then  in  qthir  tyme  or  felon  of.  the  yerc, 
This  Beryn's  fadir  erlich  wold  arife, 
And  barefote  go  to  chirch  to  Gpdd'is  fervife, 
And  lay  hymielf  aioon  from  his  own  wyfe, 
In  reverence  of  the  tyme,  and  mending  of  his 

lyfe  : 

So  on  the  fame  Tuyfciay  that  I  tofore  nenipt 
1'his  Beryn  rofe  and  rayn  hym,  and  to  the  chirch',: 

went, 

And  mei  velid  in  his  hert  'his  fadir  was  nat  there,    ' 
And  homward  went  ageyn  with  dredc  and  eke . 

fere. 

Into  his  fadir'schambirfodsniich  he  rakid, 
And  fond  hym  ligg  flan  dede  oppon  the  ilraw  al 

nakid, 

And  the  -clothis  halid  from  the  bed  awey. 
Out,  alas  !  quod  Beryn,  that  evir  I  faw  this  dey  !\ 
They  meyne  herd  the  noii'e,  how  Beryn  cried  alas, 
And  cam  into  the  chambir  al  that  therein  was ; 
But  the  dole,  and  the  ibrowe,  and  anguyfh,  thai 

was  there 
It  vavlith  nat  at  this  f-  me  to  declare  it  here  y  ''  ... 
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Put  Beryn  had  moft  of  all,  have  ye  no  doute  : 
And  anoon  they  ferchid  the  bodv  al  aboute, 
And  fond  this  fame  knyfe,  the  p'oynt  right  at  his 

hert 

Of  Beryn's  fadir,  whofe  teres  gan  outftert 
When  he  drowth  out  the  knyfe  of   his  fadir's 

wound ; 

Then  ftandede  I  faw  hym  fall  down  to  the  ground 
In  fight  of  the   moft  part  that  beth  with  hym 

now  here, 
And  they  affermyd  it  for  fothi  as  Geffrey  did  them 

lere  : 
And  yit  had  I  nevir  fufpecioun  from  that  day  tyll 

noweth 
Who  ded  that  curfed  dede,  tyll  Machyn  with  his 

moweth 
Afore  yew  hath  knowlechid   that  the  knyfe  is 

his; 

So  mut  he  nedis  anfwer  for  his  deth  ywis. 
When  Macyhn  had  yherd  all  Geffrey'is  tale 
He  rofe  of  bench  fodcnly  with  colour  wan  and 

pale, 

And  feyd  onto  Beryn,  Sir,  ageyn  the 
I  woll  plete  no  more,  for  it  wer  gret  pete 
To  combir  yew  with  actions  that  beth  of  nobill 

kynde. 
Graunt  mercy  !   Sir,  quod   Geffrey ;  but  yit  yc 

fliull  fynde 

Borowis  or  ye  pas,  amendis  for  to  make 
For  our  undewe  vexacioune,  and  gage  alfo  us 

take 

In  fign  of  fubmyffioune  for  your  injury, 
As  law  woll  and  refon ,  for  we  woll  uttirly 
Precede  tyll  we  have  jugement  finall ; 
And  ther'for,  Sir  Steward,  what  that  evir  fall 
Delay  us  no  longer  but  gyve  us  jugement, 
For  triftith  ye  noon  othir  but  we  be  fullich  bent 
To  Ifope  for  to  wend,  and  in  his  high  prefence 
Reherce  al  our  plees,  and  have  his  fentence  ; 
Then  mull  ye  make  fynys,  and  highlich  be  agre- 

vid. 
And  as  fone  as  the  fteward  herd  thea  wordis  me- 

vid, 

Refon,  ryght,  and  laxv,  feyd  the  fteward  tho, 
Ye  mut  nedis  have  wher  I  woll  or  no ; 
And  to  preve  my  full  wyll,  or  we  ferther  goon, 
O^uicklich  he  commaundit,  and  fparid  nevir  oon, 
24  burgeyfis  in  law  beft  ylerid, 
Reherfyng  them  the  plees,  and  how  Geffrey  an- 

fwerid, 

And  on  lyf  and.lym,  and  forfetur  of  good, 
And  as  they  wold  nat  lefe  the  ball  within  their 

hood, 

To  draw  a-part  togidir,  and  by  their  all  affent 
Spare  no  man  on  lyve  to  gyve  trew  jugement. 
And  when  thes  24  burgeyfis  had  yherd 
The  charge  of  the  fteward,  right  fore  they  wer 

aferd 

To  lefe  ther  own  lyvis  but  they  demed  trowith; 
And  eke  of  their  neybours  they  had  grete  rowith, 
For  they  perfeyvid  clerelich  in'  the  plee  through 
out 
Tteir  frendis  had  the  wors  fide,  ther'of  they  had 


And  yf  we  deme  trewly  they  woll  be  fore  anoyid, 
Yit  it  is  betir  then  we  be  fhamyd  and  diftroyid. 
And  anoon  they  were  accordit,    and  feyd  with 

Beryn, 

And  .demcd  every  pleyntif  to  make  a  grete  fyne 
With  Beryn,  and  hym  fubmyt  hoolich  to  his  grace 
Body,  good,  ami  catell,  for  wrong  and  their  trci-  • 

pafe ; 

So  ferfbrth,  tyll  at  laft  it  was  fo  bout  ybore 
That  Beryn  had  the  doubill  good  that  he  had  to- 
fore, 

And  wyth  joy  and  myrth,  wyth  all  his  company^ 
He  droughe  hym  to  his  fhippis  ward  wyth  fong: 

and  melody. 

The  fteward  and  the  burgeyfe  from  the  court  bent  • 
Into  their  own  placis,  and  evir  as  they  went 
They  talkid  of  the  Romeyns,  how  fotiil  they  wer  < 
To  aray  hym  like  a  fole  thut  ior  them  fhuld  an 
fwer. 
What  vylith  it,  quod  Hanybald,  to  angir  er  to 

curs  ? 

And  yit  JL  am  in  certen  I  mail  fare  the  wers 
All  thedayis  of  my  lyfe  for  this  day'ispleding, 
And  fo  ftial  al  the  remnaunt ;  and  their  hondis  - 

wryng, 
Both  Syrophanes,  and  the  blynd,  the  woman,  :oid 

Machyn, 

And  be  bet  avilid  er  they  eftfon.:  s  pleyne, 
And  al  othir  perfonys  wyth  via  this  cete 
•Mell  the  les  wyth  Rome\  ns  whits  they  here  be  j 
For  fuch  anothir  fole  was  nevir  yit  yborn, 
For  he  did  naught  ellis  but  evir  with  us  fcora  " 
Tyll  he  had  us  caught  even  by  the  fhyn 
"With  his  fotili  wittis  in  our  own  grene. 
Now  woll  I  rctourn  to  Beryn  ageyn, 
That  of  his  grete  liilur  in'hert  was  right  feyne. 
And  fo  was  all  his  meyne,  as  them  ought  wcle, 
That  they  wer  fo  dclyverid  from  turment  like  t» 

hell, 

And  graciufly  relevid  out  of  ther  grete  myfchef, 
And  yfet  above  in  comfort  and  bouchef. 
Now  in  foth,  quod  Beryn,  it  may  nat  be  denied 
N'ad  Geffrey  and  his  witt  be  we  had  be  diftroyid  : 
Ithanked  be  Almyghty  God  omnipotent       -„  f^nA 
That  for  our  confolacioune  Geffrey  to  us  fent  ! 
And  in  proteft  opynly,  here  among  yew  alle, 
Half  niv   good,  whils  that  I  lyve,  whatevir  me 

befall, 

I  graunt  it  here  to  Geffrey,  to  gyve. or  to  fell, 
And  nevir  to  part  from  me,  yf  it  wer  his  wyJ, 
And  fare  as  well  as  I  a  morrow  and  tjke  on  eve, 
And  nevir  for  a  man  on  lyve  his  company  for  t* 

leve. 
Graunt  mercy  !  Sir,  quod  Geffrey,  yewr  profir  i* 

feir  and  grete, 

But  I  defire  no  more  but  as  ye  me  bchete, 
To  bryng  me  at  Rooni,  for  this  is  covenaunte. 
It  fhail  be  do,  quod  Beryn,  and  all   the  reru- 

naunt. 
Deperdeux  !  quod  Geffrey,  ther'of  we  fhull  wcle 

do. 

He  rayid  hym  othirwife ;  and  without  wordis  m« 
They  went  to  the  dyner  the  hole  company, 
With  pipis  and  wyth  tf  cmpis,  and  othir  melody  i 
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And    n  the  myddis  of  their  mete  gentii  women 

fyve, 

Maidens  frefh  atirid  as  myght  be  on  lyve, 
Com  from  the  Duke  Ifope,  lord  of  that  rigioune, 
Everich  wyth  a  prefent,  and  that  of  grete  re 

nown  : 

The  firft  bare  a  cup  of  gold,  and  of  afnre  fyne, 
So  coroufe  and  fo  nobill  that  I  can  nat  devyne  ; 
The  fec'ond  brought  a  fwerd  yfhethid,  wyth 

feyntur 

Ifretid  all  with  perelis  orient  and  pure  ; 
The  third  had  a  mantell  of  lufty  frefh  colour, 
The  uttir  part  of  purpill,  yfurrid  with  pelour; 
The  ferth  a  cloth  -of  gold,  a  worthy  and  a  riche, 
That  nevir  man  tofere  faw  cloith  it  liche; 
The  fift  bare  a  pahne  that  ftode  tofore  the  deyfe 
In  tokyn  and  fign  of  trowith  and  pefe, 
For  that  was  the  cuftom  through'  all  the  con- 

tray  ; 
The  meffagc  was  the  levir  and  more  plefant  to 

pay. 
The  cup   was  uncoverid,    the    fwerd   was   out 

ybrayid, 

The  mantell  was  unfold,  the  cfoth  along  yhiyid; 
They  knelid  adown  echpne  right  tofore  Beryn  ; 
The  firft  did  the  meffage,  that  taught  was  wel 

and  fyne  : 

Ifope,  flic  feyd,  Sir  Beryn,  that  is  our  lord  riall, 
And  gretith  yew,  and  fendith  yew  thefe  prefentis 

all, 
And  joy  hath  of  vewr  wifdom  and  of  yewr  go- 

vernaunce, 
And  preyd  you  to  com  and  have  with  hym  ple- 

faunce 
To  morowe,  and  fe  his  palayfe;,  and  to'  fport  you 

there, 
Yee  and  all  your  company.  Beryn  made  noon  an- 

fwere, 
But  fat  ftyll,  and  beheld  the  women  and  the  fon- 

dis; 

And  aftirward  avifely  the  fwerd  firft  he  hondis 
And  commarundit  therewith  all  the  wymmen  wasfh 

and  fit, 
And  pryvelich  chargit  officers  that  with  al  their 

wit 
To  ferve  them  of  the  beft,  and  make  them  hertly 

chere 

Jleflevying  al  the  prefentis  in  worfhipful  manere. 
I  cannat  wele  exprefs  the  joy  that  they  had, 
But  I  fuppofe  tofcre  that  day  that  they  were  nat 

fo  glad 

That  they  wer  fa  afcapid  fortune  and  myfchefe, 
And  thankid  God  above  that  al  thing  doith  relefe  ; 
Fojf  -Aftir  mvfty  cloirdis  ther  comith  a  cler  fonne^ 
So  aftir  bale  comytb  bate,  whofo  byde  conne. 
The  joy  and  nobley  that  they  had  whils  they  wer 

at  mete, 


It  vaylith  Tiarat  this  tyme  ther'of  long  to  trete  : 
But  Geffrey  fat  with  Beryn,  as  he  had  fervid  wele  ; 
Their  hedis  they  leyd  togidir,  and  begon  to  tell 
In  what  maner  the  wymen  fhuld  be  anfwcred. 
Geffrey  evir  avifid  Beryn  ther'of  he  leryd, 
And  of  othir  thinges  how  he  hym  fhuld  govern; 
Set)  B  farcrid  welerthKrctt,  ajod  faft'hs  gan  to  -lern. 


When  al  wer  up  the  wymmen  cam  to  take  their 

leve  ; 
Beryn,  as  fat  hym  wele  of  blode,  them  toward  gari ' 

rcleve, 

And  prey *d  the1  m  hertly  hym  to  recommend 
Unto  the  worthy  lordfhip  of  Ifope,  that  you  fend 
To  me  that  am  unworthy,fave  of  his  gretenobley, 
And  thank  hym  of  his  gyftis  as  ye  can  beft,  and 

fey, 

To  morow  I  woll  be  redy  his  heft  to  fulfill, 
With  this  I  have  fave  condit  I  may  com  hym  tyll, 
For  me  and  al  my  felefhip  faff  to  com  and  go, 
Trufting  in  his  difcrecioune  that  thoughe  I  ax  f»  *" 
He  wol  nat  be  difplefid;  for  in  m/  contra/ 
It  hath  evir  be  the  cuftom,  and  is  into  this  dav, 
That  yf  a  lord  riall  defirith  for  to  fee 
Eny  maner  perfone  that  is  of  las  degre, 
Er  he  approche  his  prefence  he  wol  have  in  his 

honde 

A  faff  condit  enfclid,  or  els  fom  othir  bonde, 
That  he  may  com  and  pas  without  difturbaunce ; 
Throughout  all  our  marchis  it  is  the  obfervaunce, 
Thes  wymmen  toke  their  leve  without  wordis  mo,  <• 
Repeyring  onto  Ifope,  and  al  as  it  was  do 
They  reherfid  redely,  and  fay  lid  nevir  a  word, 
To  Hope  with  his  baronage  ther  he  fat  at  his  horde, 
Talkyiig  faft  of  Romayns,  and  of  their  high  pru 
dence, 

That  in  fo  many  daungers  made  fo  wife  defence. 
But  as  fone  as  Ifope  had  pleynlich  yherd 
;Of  Beryn's  governaunce,  that  firft  fefid  the  fwerd 
jAfore  al  othir  prefentis,  he  denied  in  hys  mindc 
That  Beryn  was  ycom  of  fom  nobill  kynde, 
The  nyght  was  paft ;  the  morowe  cam ;  Ifope  had  * 

nat  forgete ; 

He  chargit  barons  twelf  with  Beryn  for  to  mete 
To  cond  hym  faff  and  his  meyne;  and  al  perfour- 

myd  was. 
Thre  tiayis  ther  they  fportid  hym  in  myrth  and 

fclas, 
That  throughe  the  wife  inftru&ioune  of  Geffrey' 

nyght  and  dey 

Beryn  plefid  Ifope  with  wordis  al  to  pay, 
And  'had  hym  fo  in  port  arid  in  governaunce 
Of  all  honeft  myrthis  and  witty  daliauncc, 
That  Ifope  caft  his  chere  to  Beryn  fo  groundly, 
That  at  laft  ther  was  no  man  with  Ifope  fo  pryvy, 
Reforting  to  his  fhippis,  comyng  to  and  fro, 
Thoroughe  the  wit  of  Geffrey,  that  eche  day  it 

filfo 
That  Ifope  coude  no  wher  chere  when  Beryn  was 

abfent ; 

So  Beryn  muft  nedis  eche  day  be  aftir  fent : 
And    chefe  he   was  of  counfell  within  the  firft 

yere, 
Thoroughe  the  wit  of  Geffrey,  that  eche  dey  did 

hym  lere. 
This  Ifope  had  a  doughtir  betwene  hym  and  hiff" 

wyfe 

That  was  as  feir  a  creature  as  myght  bere  lyfe, 
Wyfe,  and  eke   bountevoufe,  and  benying  with? 

all, 
That  heir  fhuld  be  aftir  his  dey  of  hjg 

aUe ;.  » 
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So,  fliortly  to  conclude,  the  mariage 
Bet\vene  hir  and  Beryn,  many  a  ma 


was  made 

many  a  man  to  glade, 
SaiF  the  burgeyfis  of  the  town,  of  falfhede  that 

were  rote  : 

But  they  wer  evir  hold  fo  low  ondir  fote 
That  they  might  nat  regne,  but  at  laft  fuwe 
To  leve  their  condicioune  and  their  fals  lawe. 
Beryn  and  Geffrey  made  them  fo  tame 
That   they   amendit  eche  dey,  and  gat  a  betir 


Thus  Geffrey  made  Beryn  his  enemyes  to  ovir- 

com, 
And  brought   hym    to    worfhip    thoroughc    his 

wyidom. 
Now    God    us    graunt    grace    to    fytide  fuch  a 

frende 
When   we    have    nede  !    and   thus   I    make  an 

ende. 
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THE   ROM  AUNT   OF  THE   ROSE*. 


!MANY  mennc  faine  that  in  fweveninges 

Ther  n'is  but  fables  and  lefinges, 

But  yet  menne  male  fome  fwedin  fene 

Whiche  hardily  that  falfe  ne  bene, 

But  aftirwarde  ben  apparent, 

This  maie  I  drawin  to  warraunt*. 

An  author  that  hight  Macrobes, 
That  halte  not  dremis  falfe  ne  lefe, 
But  undoth  us  the  avifioun 
That  whilom  mette  King  Cipiouh. 

And  who  faith  and  weneth  it  be 
A  jape  or  els  a  nicete 
To  wene  that  dtemrs  aftir  fai, 
Let  who  fo  lifte  a  fole  rue  cal  j 
For  thistrewe  I,  and  fa>  for  me, 
That  dremis  fignifiaunce  be 
Of  gude  and  harme  to  man/  wightes 
That  dremin  in  ther  flepe  a  nightes 
Full  many  thingis  covirtly 
That  fallin  aftir  opinly. 


*  This  book  was  bepun  in  French  verfe  by  William 
«le  Lorris,  and  ftnithed  forty  years  after  by  John  Clopinell, 
alias  John  Moone.  born  at  Mewen  upon  the  river  of  Loy- 
cr  not  tar  from  Paris,  as  appearcth  by  Molinet  the  French 
author,  upon  the  morality  of  The  Romaunt,  and  after 
ward  tranflated,for  the  mott  part  into  Englilh  metre  by 
OeofTrcv  Chaucer,  but:  not  finifhed.  It  is  intituled  The 
Romaunt  «f  the  Rofe,  or  The  Art  of  Love;  wherein  are 
Ihewed  the  helps  and  furtherances,  as  alfo  the  lets  and  im 
pediments  that  lovers  have  in  their  fuits.  In  this  book 
the  author  hath  many  plance?  at  the  hypocrify  of  the 
•"•lerpv,  whereby  he  p,ot  himfelf  fuch  hatred  amonglt  them 
that  Gerfon  Chancellor  of  Paris  writeth  thus  of  him  ; 
fay'th  he,  There  was  one  called  Johannes  Meldinenus  who 
wrote  a  book  called  The  Romaunt  of  the  Rofe,  which 
book  if  I  only  had,  and  that  there  were  no  more  in  the 
\vorld  if  I  might  have  50®  pound  for  the  lame,  I  wold  ra 
ther  burn  it  than  take  the  money.  He  faith  more,  thatif 
]-e  thought  the  author  thereof  did  not  repent  him  for  that 
book  before  he  dyed,  he  would  vouchfafe  to  pray  for  him 
no  more  than  he  would  for  Judas  that  betrayed  Chrift. 
Vrry, 


Within  my  twenty  ycre  of  age, 
Whan  that  Love  takith  his  corage 
Of  yonge  folke,  I  wente  fone 
To  bed,  as  I  was  wont  to  done, 
And  fafte  I  flepte,  and  in  fleping 
Me  mette  fuche  a  fwevining 
That  likid  me  wondirous  wele, 
But  in  that  fwevin'  is  ner  a  dele 
That  it  n'is  aftirwarde  befal, 
Right  as  this  dreme  woi  tell  us  al. 

Now  this  dreme  wol  I  rime  a  right 
To  make  your  hertis  gay  and  light ; 
For  Love  it  prayith,  and  alfo 
Commaundith  me,  that  it  be  fo. 

And  if  there  any  aikin  me 
Whether  that  it  be  he  or  fhe, 
And  how  this  boke  whiche  is  here 
Shal  hate,  which  that  I  rede  you  here, 
It  is  The  Romaunt  of  the  Rofe, 
In  which  all  The' Arte  of  Love  I  clofe, 

The  matir  faire  is  of  to  make, 
God  graunt  in  gre  that  fhe  it  take 
•  For  whom  that  it  begonnin  is  ! 
And  that  is  fhe  that  hath  iwis 
So  mokil  prife,  and  therto  fhe 
So  worthy  is  beloved  to  be 
That  fhe  wel  ought  of  prife  and  right 
Be  clepid  Rofe  of  every  wight. 
I  That  it  was  Mey  me  thoughtin  tho> 
:  It  is  five  yere  or  more  ago, 
|  That  it  was  Mey  thus  dremid  me, 
1  In  time  of  love  and  jolite, 
i  That  al  thing  ginnith  waxin  gay, 
I  For  there  is  neithir  bufke  nor  hay 
'  In  Mey  that  it  n'ill  fhroudid  bene, ' 
|  And  it  with  newe  levis  wrene ; 
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Thefc  wordis  eke  recoveren  grene 

That  drie  in  winter  ben  to  fene, 

And  the  erth  wexith  proud  witliall 

For  fote  dewis  that,  on  itfallj 

And  the  povir  eftate  forgette   .    . 

In  whiche  that  winter  had  it  fette, 

And  than  becometh  the  grounde  fo  proude 

That  it  wol  have  a  newe  fhroude, 

And  make  fo  queint  his  robe  and  fayre, 

That  it  had  hewes  an  hundrid  payre 

Of  grafle  and  flouris  Inde  and  Pers, 

And  many  hewis  full  divers. 

That  is  the  robe  I  mene  iwis 

Through  whiche  the  ground  to  praifin  is. 

The  birdis  that  han  left  ther  fonge 
While  thei  hari  fuffrid  colde  ful  ftrpnge 
In  wethers  grille  and  derke  to  fight, 
Ben  in  Mey  for  the  funne  bright 
So  glad,  that  they.  Ihewe  in  fingin^ 
That  in  ther  herrt  is  fuche  liking 
That  thei  mote  fmgin  and  ben  light  • 
Than  dothe  the  nightingale  her  might 
To  makin  noife  and  fingen  blithe, 
Than  is  blifsful  many  a  lithe, 
The  chclandre'  and  the  popingayi 
Than  yonge  folke  entendin  aye 
For  to  ben  gaie  and  amorous, 
The  time  is  than  fo  favorous. 

Harde  is  His  herte  tha^t  lovith  nought 
In  Mey,  whan  al  this  mirth  is  wrought, 
Whan  he  may  on  thefe  braunchis  here 
The  fmale  birdis  fmging  clere 
Ther  blisfull  fwete  fong  pitous  : 
And  in  this  fefon  delitous, 
Whan  love  affirmith  all  thing, 
Me  thought  one  night,  in  my  fleping, 
Right  in  my  bed  ful  redily 
That  it  was  by  the'  morowe  erly, 
And  up  I  rofe  and  gan  nle  clothe ; 
Anon  I  wifhe  mine  hondisbothe, 
A  filvir  nedil  forth  1  drowe   M    • 
Out  of  aguiler  queint  ihowe, 
And  gan  this  nidill  thrcde  anone, 
For  out  of  toune  me  lift  to  gone 
The  foune  of  briddis  for  to  here 
That  on  the  bufkis  fmgin  clere, 
In  the  fwete  fe.fon  that  lefe  is, 
With  a  thred  bafting  my  flevis, 
Alone  I  went  in  my  playing, 
The  fmale  foulis  fonge  herkeningi 
That  painid'hem  ful  meny'  a  paire 
To  fing  on  bowis  bloflbmed  faire  ; 
jolife  and  gaie,  full  of  gladnefle, 
Towardea  river  gan  me  drefle, 
Which  that  I  herde  renne  fafte  by, 
For  fairir  playin  non  faugh  I 
Than  playin  me  by  that  rivere, 
For  from  an  hill  that  ftode  there  nerc 
Come  doune  the  ftrcme  full  ftiffe  and  bold, 

;re  was  the  watir,  and  as  cold 
Ls  any  welle  is,  fothe  to  faine, 
And  fomdele  lafle  it  was  than  Saine, 
But  it  was  ftraitir,  wele  away, 
And  ncvir  faugh  I  $r  that  daie 


The  watir  that  fo  wele  liked  me, 
And  wondir  glad  was  I  to,  fe 
That  lufty  place  and  thut  rivere  : 
With  that  watir  that  ran  fo  clere 
My  face  I  wiftie,  tho  fawe  1  wele 
The  botome  ipavid  everidele 
With  gravell,  ful  of  ftonis  mene, 
The  medowis  fofte,fotc,  and  grene, 
Beet  right  upon  the  watir  fide  ; 
Ful  clere  was  than  the  morowe  tide» 
And  ful  attempre  out  of  drede  ; 
Tho  gan  I  walkip  throwe  the  mede, 
Downwarde  evir  in  my  playing 
Nigh  to  the  river's  fide  coafting. 

And  whan  I  had  a,  while  igone 
I  fawe  a  gardin  right  anone 
Full  long  and  brode,  and  everidele 
Enclofid  was  and  wallid  wele 
With  hie  walis  enbatailid, 
Portrayed  without,  and  well  entaylii 
With  many  full  richeportreitures, 
And  both  the'  imagis  and  peintures 
.Gan  I  beholdin  befily  ; 
And  I  wol  tel  you  redily 
Of  thilke  imagis  the  femblaunce, 
'As  ferre  as  I  have  remembraunce. 

Amiddis  fawe  I  Hate  yftonde, 
That  for  her  wrathe,  and  ire,  and  onde, 
Semid  to  be  a  minorefle, 
An  angry  wight,  a  chidirefie, 
And  ful  of  gile  and  fell  corage 
By  femblaunt  was  that  ilke  image, 
And  me  was  nothing  wele  arraide,| 
But  like  a  wode  woman  afraide  ; 
Yfrouncid  foul'e  was  her  vifage, 
And  grinning  for  difpitous  rage  ; 
Her  nbfe  yfnortid  up  for  tene, 
Ful  hidous  was  me  for  to  fene  ; 
.Ful  foule  and  rufty  was  Ihe  this  ; 
Her  hed  iwrithin  was  iwis 
Ful  grimly  with  a  grete  towaile. 

An  image  of  anothre'  entaile 
A  lifte  halfe  was  her  faft  yby ; 
Her  name  above  her  hed  fawe  I, 
And  me  was  callid  Felony. 

Anothre'  image,  that  Villasy 
Yclepid  was,  fawe  I  and  fonde 
Upon  the  wall  on  her  right  honde  : 
This  Villany  was  like  fomdele 
That  othre'  image,  and  truftith  wele 
She  femid  a  wickid  creture  ; 
By  ccuntenaunce  in  portreiture 
She  femid  be  ful  difpitous, 
And  eke  ful  proude  and  outragious. 

Wcl  coude  he  paint,  I  undertake, 
That  fuch  an  image  coude  imake  ; 
Ful  foule  and  chorlich  femid  flie, 
And  eke  villeinous  for  to  be, 
And  litil  could  of  noriture 
To  worlhippe  any  creature. 

And  nexte  was  paintid  Covetife, 
That  eggith  folke  in  many'  a  gife 
To  take  and  yeve  right  nought  again, 
Aod  grete  trefouris  up  to  laine. 
Sij 
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And  that  is  flie  that  for  ufure 
.t.enith  to  many  a  crcture 
The  laffe  for  the  more  winning, 
So  covitous  is  her'  brenning  ! 
And  that  is  fhe  for  pc-nnis  fele 
That  techith  for  to  robbe  and  ft  tic 
Thefe  thevis  and  thefe  fmale  haflotes, 
And  that'is  routhe,  for  by  ther  throtes 
Ful  many  one  hcmgith  at  laft  ; 
She  makith  forke  compafle  and  cail 
To  takin  othir  folkis  thing 
Through  robbery'  or  mifcoveting; 
And  that  is  fhe  that  makith  trechours, 
And  fhe  that  makith  falfe  pledours, 
That  with  ther  termis"  and  ther  domes 
Do  maidins,  childrin,  and  eke  gromes, 
Ther  heritage,  alas  !'  forgo  ; 
Ful  crokid  were  her  h  o'ndis  two, 
For  Covetife  is  evir  wode 
To  gripm  othir  folkis  gode  ; 

For  Covetife  for  her  winning 
jFul  lefe  hath  othir  mennis  thing, 

Another  image  fet  faugh  I 
Next  unto  Covetife  fafl  by, 
And  fhe  was  clepid  Avarice  : 
Ful  foule  in  painting  was  that  vied, 
Ful  fad  and  caitife  was  me  eke, 
And  alfo  grtne  as  any  leke  ; 
So  evil  hewed  was  her  coloure 
Her  femed  to'  have  livid  in  langoure  j. 
She  was  like  thing  for  hurrgir  ded, 
That  lad  her  life  onely  by  bred 
Knedin  with  eiftl  ftrong  and  egre, 
And  therto  file  was  lene  and  megre ; 
And  fhe  was  clad  ful  povirly 
Al  in  an  olde  torfte  courtp^e 
As  fhe  were  all  with  doggis  ttorne, 
.And  bothe  behinde  and  eke  befornc 
Ycloutid  was  fhe  beggirly. 

A  mantii  honge  her  faftJ  by 
Upon  a  benche  both  w'eke  and  fmale ; 
A  burnette  cote  honge  there  withal, 
Yfurrid  with  no  menivere, 
But  with  a  furrc  rough  of  here 
Of  lambe  fkynhys  hevy  and  blake  j, 
It  was  full  olde  I'undirtake, 
For  Avarice  to  clothe  her  wele 
Ne  haftith  her  nevir  adele, 
For  certainly  it  were  her  lothe 
To  werin  of  that  ilk^  clothe, 
And  if  it  were  forwerid  fhe 
'Would  havin  full  gi*et  nicete 
Of  clothing  er  fhe  bought  her  newe, 
Al  were  it  bad  of  wol  and  hewe. 

This  Avarice  helde  in  her  hande 
A  purfe  which  that  honge  by  a  bande, 
And  that  fhe  hid  and  bonde  fo  ftronge 
Men  muft  abidin  woridir  longe 
Out  of  the  purfe  er  there  come  ought, 
For  that  ne  comith  in  her  thought ; 
It  was  not  certa'ine  her  entent 
That  fro  that  purfe  a  peny  went. 

And  by  that  image  nigh  inongh 
^as  painted  Ei*vy?  thatnete  lough  r 


Nor  nevir  wel  in  her  hcrt  fei'de' 

But  if  fhe  either  fa  we  di.  hcide 

Some  grete  mifchaunde  or  grete  difefef 

Nothing  ne  may  fo  fnath  her  piefc 

As  mifchefe  and  niiiavehture  ; 

Or  whan  fhe  fceth  difcomfiture 

Upon  any  worthy  man  fall, 

Than  likith  her  right  Veil  withall  : 

She  is  ful  glad  in  her  corjtge 

Yf  fhe  fe  any  grete  lindge 

Be  brought  to  naffghr  itl  ilramful  wife  j: 

And  if  a  man  in  honouf  rife 

Or  by  his  wit  or  his  prcvveiTb, 

Of  that  fhe  hath  gret  rn.-viri'effe,. 

For  truftith  wele  flic  goeth  nie  wbde 

Whan  any  chaiince  yhapith  gode. 

Envy  is  of  fuche  crnelte 

That  faith  ne  trputh  He  holJith  flie        • 

To  frende  ne  fekwe  badde  or  gt>de; 

.Ne  fhe  hath  kinne  none  of  her  block 

That  flie  n'is  ful  ther  enemy  ; 

She  n'olde,  I  dare  fainti  hd'rdily, 

JThat  her  own  fathir  farfd  r/cle  : 

And  fore  abieth  fhe  efery  dele 

;Hcr  malice  and  he^malc  talent, 

iFor  ffee  is  in  fo  grert  turmest 

•And  hate  fuche  whan'ASt  folke  dsth  ged? 

That  nigh  fhe  melti*h  M^ure  wbdfe  : 

Her  hert  fo  kervith  and  fb  Brefceth 

That  God  the  pe$k  wel  a  wreketh. 

•     Envy  I  wis  fliall  n'evir  let 

;Some  blame  upon  thfe'fdfte  to  fet  : 

1  trowe  that  if  Envy  i-wis 

Yknew  the  befle  man  that.  i.< 

On  this  fide  or  treycmcl  the  i>, 

;Yet  fomwhut  lackin  him  wold  flie  ; 

;And  if  he  were  fo  hende  and  ^-iia 

That  fhe  ne  might  abate  his  prife, 

Yet  would  fhe  blame  his  worthinefit:, 

,Or  by  her  wordisimifcrii:  lefTe. 

1  fawe  Envy  in  tha't  painting 

Yhad  a  wondirfal  loking, 

For  fhe  ne  lokid  but  awrie 

Or  ovirthwarte,  all1  biggin g'ly; 

And  fhe  had  a  full  ftrule  uTage, 

She  mightin  loke*  in  nb  vfrage 

Of  man  ne  woman  forth  tight  pltriney 

But  fliette  her  one  eye  for  difdaine  j 

So  for  envie  ybrennid  flie 

Whan  fhe  might  any  man  yfe 

That  faire  or  worthy  \vcre  or  wife, 

Or  ellis  ftode  in  fbHcis  }Trife. 

Sorowe  was  painrtc!  next  Envic 
Upon  that  wal  ef  rmrfonrie  ; 
But  wel  was  fe/le  in  her  colour 
That  fhe  had  livid  in  langour ; 
Her  femid  to  have  the  jaundice  } 
Not  halfe  fo  pale  was  Avarice, 
Ne  nothing  alike  of  leneffe, 
For  forowe,  thought,  and  grete  diftreflr,. 
That  fhe  had  fuffrid  day  and  Right, 
Made  her  yelowe,  and  nothing  bright  ; 
Ful  fade,  pale,  and  megre,  alfo, 
\Vus  nevir  wighte  yet  huife  fi W® 
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As  that  her  fcmitl  for  to  be, 

Nor  fo  fulfilled  with  yrc  as  Ihc  ; 

I  trow  that  no  wight  might  her  plefe, 

Nor  do  that  thing  that  might  he.r  efe  ; 

Nor  file  r.e  would  her  forowe  flake, 

Nor  comfort  none  unto  her  take, 

So  depe  y  was  her  wo  begonne, 

And  eke  her  hert  in  angre  ronne. 

A  forowful  thing  wel  lemid  fhe  j 

Nor  fhe  had  nothing  flowe  ybe 

For  to  befcratchin  all  .her  face, 

And  for  to-  rent  in  many  place 

Her  clothes,  and  for  .to  tere  her  fwire, 

As  fhe  that  was  fulfilled  pf  ire ; 

And  all  to  torne  laie  eke    her  here 

'About  her  ftiulders  here  and  there, 
As  fhe  that  had  it  all  to  rent 
Por  angre  and  for  male  talent. 
And  eke  I  t-ell  you  certainly 
How  that  fhe  wept  full  tendirly  : 
In  worlde  n'is  wight  fo  hard  of  hertc, 
That  had  yfene  her  forowes  fmerte, 
That  n'olde  have  Had  of  her  pite, 
So  wo  begon  a  thing  was  fhe. 
She  all  to  dafht  her  lelf  for  wo, 
And  fmote  togidir  her  hondes  two  ; 
To  Sorowe  was  fhe  full  ententife, 
That  wofull  rechileffe  caitife, 
Her  roughte  little  of  playing, 
Or  of  clipping  or  of  kifling,    • 
For  who  fo  forowfull  is  in  haftt 
Him  luftith  not  to  plaie  ne  fterte, 
Nor  for  to  dauncin  ne'  to  fing, 
Ne  maie  his  herte  in  temper  bring 
To  make  joie  on  even  or  morowe, 
For  joie  is  contrary  to  forowe. 
Elde  was  ypaintid  after  this, 

That  fhortir  was  a  fote  i-wis 

Than  fhe  was  wont  in  her  yonghede ; 

Unneth  her  felf  fhe  might  yfede  :, 
So  feble  and  fo  olde  was  fhe 

That  fadid  was  all  her  beaute  ; 

Full  falowe  .was  waxen  her  colour ; 

Her  hedde  for  hore  was   white  as  flour  : 
I  wis  grete  qualme  ne  were  it  none, 

Ne  finne,  although  her  life  were  gone. 

All  woxin  was  her  body'  unwelde, 

And  drie  and  dwinid  all  for  elde  : 

A  foule  f(?rwelkid  thing  was  ih,e, 

That  whilom  round  and  foft  had  be  : 

Her  heris  fhokin  faft  withall, 

As  from  her  hedde  they  wouldin  fall ; 

Her  face  yfrouncid^andforpiued, 

And  bothe  her  hondis  lorne  fordwined  ; 

60  old  fhe  was  that  fhe  nc  went 

A  fote  but  it  were  by. potent. 

The  time  that  p-.iffith  Right  and  daie, 

And  reftilefle  travailith  aie, 

And  ftelith  from  us  privily, 

That  to  us  femith  fikirly 

That  it  in  one  poirxft  dwellith  ever, 

And  ceitisit  ne  reftith  never, 

But  goeth  fo  faft  and  paffith  aie 

That  ther  n'is  maa  that  thinkin  male 


What  time  that  now  prefent  la, 
Afkith  at  thefe  grete  clerkis  this ; 
Tor  men  thinkin  it  redily 
Thre  timis  ben  ypaffid  by 
The  time  that  maie  not  fojourne, 
But  goth  and  maie  never  retourne, 
As  watir  that  doune  runnith  aie, 
But  nevir  droppe  returne  maie. 
There  maie  nothing  as  time  endurf, 
Ne  metall  nor  yerthly  creture, 
For  alle'  thing  is  frette  and  fhall, 
The  time  eke  that  ychaungith  all, 
And  all  doeth  waxe  and  foftrid  be, 
And  alle  thing  diftroyith  he  ; 
The  time  that  eldith  our  aunceflours 
And  eldith  kinges  and  emperours, 
And  that  us  all  fhall  ovircomen, 
Er  that  deth  us  fhall  have  nommen, 
The  time  that  hath  all  in  welde 
To  elden  folke  had  made  her  elde 
So  inly,  that  to  my  weting 
She  mightin  helpe  her  felf  nothing, 
But  tourned  eyen  unto  childhede  : 
She  had  nothing  her  felf  to  lede, 
Ne  witte  ne  pithe  within  her  hold, 
More  than  a  child  of  two  yere  old. 
But  nathelefle  I  trowe  that  fhe 
Was  faire  fomtime  and  freflie  to  fe 
Whan  fhe  was  in  her  rightfull  age, 
But  fhe  was  paft  all  that  paflage, 
And  was  a  doted  thing  becomen  : 
A  furrid  cappe  on  had  fhe  nommeri ; 
Well  had  fhe  cladde  her  felf  and  warmc, 
For  cold  might  els  doin  her  harme  : 
Thefe  old  folke  havin  alwaie  cold, 
Ther  kinde  is  foche  whan  thei  ben  old. 
An  othir  thing  was  down  there  write 
That  femid  like  an  ipocrite, 
And  it  was  clepid  Papekrdie ; 
That  ilke  is  fhe  that  privilie 
Ne  fparith  ner  a  wicked  dede 
Whan  men  of  her  takin  none  hede, 
And  makith  her  outward  precious 
With  pale  vifage  and  pitous, 
And  femith  a  iimple  creture, 
But  there  n'is  no  mifaventure 
That  ihe  ne  thinketh  in  her  coragc  : 
Full  like  to  her  was  thilke  image 
That  makid  was  like  her,  femblaunce, 
She  was  full  fimple'  of  countenaunce  5 
And  fhe  was  clothid  and  eke  fhod 
As  fhe  were  for  the  love  of  Godj 
Yholdin  to  religion, 
Soche  femid  her  devocion. 

A  fpaltir  helde  fhe  faft  in  honde, 
And  bufily  fhe  gan  to  fonde 
To  make  many  a  faint  praiere 
To  God  and  to  his  faindtis  dere  : 
Ne  fhe  was  gaie,  frefhe,  nejolife, 
But^femed  to  be  full  ententife 
To  gode  werkis  and  to  faire, 
And  therto  fhe  had  on  an  haire. 

Ne  certis  fhe  was  fatte  nothing, 
But  femid  werie  for  fafting  ; 

Mi 
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Of  colour  pale  and  dede  xvas  me  ; 
From  her  the  gates  aie  warnid  be 
Of  Paradife,  that  blifsfull  place, 
For  foclie  folke  makin  lene  ther  grace, 
As  Chrift  faieth  in  his  Evangile, 
To  get  'hem  prife  in  toune  a  while, 
And  for  a  little  glory  veigne 
Thei  leifin  God  and  eke  his  reignc. 

And  aldir  laft  of  everichone 
Was  painted  Poverte'  all  alone, 
That  not  a  penny  had  in  hold, 
Although  that  fhe  her  clothis  fold, 
And  though  fhe  fhold  an  hongid  be, 
For  nakid  as  a  worme  was  fhe, 
And  if  the  wether  ftbrmy  were 
For  cold  fhe  fhold  have  dyid  there. 

She  ne'  had  on  but  a  ftraite  old  facke, 
And  many'  a  cloute  on  it  there  ftacke  ; 
This  was  her  cote  and  her  mantele ; 
No  more  was  there  nevir  a  dele 
To  clothe  her  with  ;  I  undirtake 
Crete  lefir  hadde  fhe  to  quake  : 
And  fhe  was  put  that  I  of.  talke 
Ferre  fro  thefe  othre,  up  in  an  halke ; 
There  lurkid  and  there  courid  fhe, 
For  povir  thing,  where  fo  it  be, 
Is  fhamefaft  and  difpifid  aie  : 
A  curfid  maie  well  be  that  daie 
That  povir  man  conceived  is, 
For  God  wote  all  to  felde  i-wis 
Is  any  pore  man  well  ifed, 
Or  well  arayid  or  icled, 
Or  well  belovid,  in  foche  wife 
In  honour  that  he  maie  arife. 

Alle  thefe  thingis  well  avifed, 
As  I  have  you  er  this  devifed, 
With  gold  and  afure  ovir  all 
i)epaintid  were  upon  the  wall : 
Square  was  the  wall,  and  high  fomdele, 
Enclofid  and  ibarrid  wele 
in  ftede  of  hegge  was  that  gardin, 
Came  nevir  no  fhepherd  therein  : 
Into  that  gardin  well  ywrought 
Who  fo  that  me  coud  have  ybrought 
By  ladders,  or  els  by  degre, 
It  woulde  well  have  likid  me  ; 
For  foche  folace,  foche  joie  and  pleie, 
I  trowe  that  nevir  man  ne  feie 
As  was  in  that  place  delicious  : 
The  gardin  was  not  daungerdus 
To  herborowe  birdes  many  one  ; 
So  riche  a  yere  was  nevir  none 
Of  birdis  fong  and  braunchis  grene, 
Therin  were  birdis  mo  I  wene 
Than  ben  in  all  the  relme  of  Fraunce ; 
Full  blifsfull  was  the  accordaunce 
Of  the  fwete  petous  fong  thei  made, 
For  all  this  worlde  it  ought  to  glade.' 

And  I  my  felf  fo  mery  ferde, 
Whan  I  ther  blifsfull  fongis  herde, 
That  for  an  hundrid  pounde  would  I, 
If  that  the  pafTage  opinly 
Haddin  ybe  unto  me  fre, 
That  I  n'olde  ehtrin  for  to  fe 


Th'  aflemble  (God  kepe  it  fro  care  !•). 
Of  birdis  whiche  that  therein  ware, 
That  fongin'  through  ther  mery  throtes 
Dauncis  of  love  and  mery  notes. 

Whan  I  thus  herd  the  foulis  fing, 
I  fell  faft  in  a  w.aimenting 
By  whiche  art  or  by  what  engin 
I  might  com  into  that  gardin  ; 
But  waie  I  couthe  ne  findin  none 
Into  that  gardin  for  to  gone, 
Ne  nought  wift  I  if  that  there  were 
Eithir  a  hole  or  a  place  where 
By  whichq  I  mightin  have  entre  ; 
Ne  there  was  none  to  techin  me, 
For  I  was  all  alone  i-wis, 
For  wo  and  fqr  anguifhe  of  this, 
Till  at  the  lafte  bethought  I  me 
That  by  no  waie  ne  might  it  be, 
There  n'as  ladder  ne  waie  to  pace, 
Or  hole,  into  fo  faire  a  place  ; 
Tho  gan  I  go  a  full  grete  pace 
Environ,  evin  in  compas, 
The  clofing  of  the  fquare  wall, 
Till  that  I  founde  a  wicket  fmali 
So  fhette  that  I  ne  might  in  gone, 
And  othir  entre  was  there  none. 

Upon  this  dore  I  gan  to  fmite 
That  was  fo  fetis  and  fo  lite, 
For  othir  waie  coud  I  not  feke. ' 
Full  long  I  fhofe  and  knockid  eke, 
And  ftode  full  long  all  herkining 
If  I  herd  any  wight  coming, 
Till  that  the  dore  of  thilke  entre 
A  maidin  curtjeis  opened  me  : 
Her  here  was  as  yelowe  of  hewe 
As  any  bafin  fcourid  newe  ; 
Her  flefhe  tendir  as  is  a  chike, 
With  bent  browis  both  fmothe  and  flikc; 
And  thereto  by  mefure  large  were 
The  opening  of  her  eyen  clere  ; 
Her  nofe  of  gode  proporcion  ; 
Her  eyen  graie  as  is  a  faucon ;  v 

With  fwete  breth  and  wel  favoured ; 
Her  face  white  and  well  coloured  ; 
With  little  mouthe  and  round  to  fe  ; 
A  clovin  chinne  eke  had  fhe; 
Her  necke  was  of  gode  fafhion, 
In  length  and  gretnefle  by  refon, 
Withoutin  bleine,  or  fcabbe,  or  roine  | 
Fro  Hierufalem'  to  Burgoine 
There  n'is  a  fairer  necke  i-wis 
To  fele  how  finothe  and  foft  it  is ; 
Her  throte  alfo  fo  white  of  hewe- 
As  fnowe  on  braunche  yfnowid  newe  ; 
Of  body  full  well  wrought  was  fhe, 
Men  nedin  not  in  no  countre 
A  fairer  bodie  for  to  feke ; 
And  of  fine  orfrais  had  fhe  eke 
A  chapilet,  fo  femely  on 
Ne  nevir  werid  niaide  upon; 
And  faire  above  that  chapilet 
A  rofe  garlande  had  fhe  yfet ; 
She  had  alfo  a  gaie  mirrour ; 
And  with  a.  riche  gol.de 
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Her  hedde  was  treffid  full  queintly ; 

Her  flevis  fowed  fetoufly  ; 

And  for  to  kepe  her  hondis  fairc 

Of  glovis  white  Ihe  had  a  paire  ; 

And  {he  had  on  a  cote  of  grene 

Of  cloth  of  Gaunt  withoutin  wene  : 

Well  femid  by  her  aparaille 

She  was  not  wont  to  grete  travaile, 

For  whan  Ihe  kempt  was  feteoufly, 

And  well  araied  and  richily, 

Than  had  flie  doen  all  her  journe, 

For  mery'  and  well  begon  was  {he. 

She  had  a  luftie  life  in  Maie  ; 
She  had  no  thought  by  night  ne  day, 
Of  nothing  but  it  were  onely 
To  graieth  her  well  and  uncouthJy. 
Whan  that  this  dore  had  opened  me 
This  maidin  (emely  for  to  fe, 
I  thonkid  her  as  I  beft  might, 
And  alkid  her  how  that  {he  hight, 
And  what  {he  was  I  afked  eke  ? 
And  {he  to  me  was  nought  unmeke, 
Ne  of  her  anfwere  .daungerous, 
But  faire  anfwerde,  and  fayid  thus  : 

Lo,  Sir,  my  name  is  Idilnefie, 
So  clepen  men  me  more  and  leffe  : 
Ful  mightie  and  ful  riche  am  I, 
And  that  of  one  thing,  namily, 
For  I  entending  to  no  thing 
But  to  my  joie  and  my  playing, 
And  for  to  kembe  and  trefTe  me  : 
Acquainted  am  I  and  prive 
With  Mirthe,  the  lorde  of  thi*  gardin, 
That  fro  the'  londe  of  Alexandrian 
Made  the  treis  hithir  be  fet 
That  in  his  gardin  ben  ifet  $ 
And  whan  the  trees  were  woxe  on  hight 
This  wall,  that  ftant  here  in  thy  fight, 
Did  Mirthe  enclofm  all  about; 
And  th,efe  imagis  all  without 
He  did  'hem  bothe  entaile  and  paint 
That  neither  ben  jolife  ne  quaint, 
But  thei  ben  full  of  forowe  and  wo, 
As  thou  hall  feae  a  while  ago. 


And  oft  timis  him  to  folace 
Sir  Mirthe  comith  into  this  pla^e, 
And  eke  with  him  come  his  meine, 
That  liven'  in  luft  and  jolite  ; 
And  now  is  Mirthe  therein,  to  hers 
The  birdis  how  they  {fngin  clere, 
The  mavis  and  the  nightingale, 
And  othir  joly  birdis  finale ; 
And  thus  he  walkith  to  folace 
Him  and  his  fqlke,  for  fvvettir  place 
To  playin  in  he  maie  not  finde 
Although  he  fought  one  in  till  Inde ; 
The  althir  faireft  folk  to  fe 
That  in  this  worlde  maie  founde  ybe 
Hath  Sir  Mirthe  with  him  in  his  rout, 
That  folowen  him  alwaies  about. 

Whan  Jdilnetfe  had  tolde  all  this, 
And  I  had  herkened  \ycll  i-wis. 


Than  faied  I  to  Dame  IdilnefTe, 

Now  all  fo  wifely  God  me  bleiTe, 

Sith  Mirthe,  that  is  fo  fairc  and  frc, 

Is  in  this  yerd  with  his  meihe, 

Fro  thilke  aflemble  if  I  maie 

Shall  no  man  werne  me  to  daie> 

That  I  this  night  ne  mote  it  fe, 

For  well  wene  I  there  with  him  be 

A  faire  and  jolie  companie 

Fulfillid  of  all  curtifie. 

And  forth  withoutin  wordis  m^ 

In  at  the  wickit  went  I  tho 

That  Idilnefle  had  -opened  me 

Into  that  gardin  faire  to  fe  : 

And  whan  that  I  was  in  i-wis 

Mine  herte  was  full  glad  of  this, 

For  well  wende  I  full  fikirly 

Have  ben  in  Paradife  yerthly, 

So  faire  it  was,  that  truftith  well 

It  femed  a  place  efpirituell ; 

For  certis  as  at  my  devife 

There  is  no  place  in  Paradife 

So  gode  in  for  to  dwell  or  be 

As  in  that  gardin  thoughtin  me ; 

For  there  wa:s  many'  a  birde  tinging, 

Thoroughout  the  yerde  all  thringing, 

In  many  placis  nightingales, 

And  alpes,  and  finches,  and  wodewales, 

That  in  ther  fwete  fong  deliten 

In  thilke  places  as  thei  habiten. 

I 'here  mightin  men  fe  many  flockes 
Of  turtels  and  of  laverockes, 
Chalaundris  fele  yfawe  I  there, 
That  very  nigh  forfongin  were, 
And  thruftils,  terins,  and  mavife, 
That  fongin  for  to  winne  'hem  prife, 
And  eke  to  furmount  in  ther  fong 
That  othir  birdis  'hem  emong  ; 
By  note  ymadin  faire  fervife 
Thefe  birdis  that  I  you  devife ; 
Thei  fong  their  .fong  as  faire  and  wel<; 
As  angels  doen  efpirituell ; 
And  truftith  me  whan  I  'hem  herde 
Full  luftie  and  full  well  I  ferde, 
For  nevir  yet  foche  melodic 
Was  herd  of  man  that  mightin  die, 
Soche  fwete  fong  as  was  'hem  emong, 
That  me  thought  it  no  bird'is  fong, 
But  it  was  wondir  like  to  be 
Song  of  nieremaideas  of  the  fe, 
That  for  her  finging  is  fo  clere ; 
Though  we  Meremaidens  clepe  'hem  hens 
In  Engliflie,  as  is  our  ufance, 
Men  clepin  'hem  Sereins  in  Fraunce. 


Ententife  werin  for  to  fing 
Thefe  birdis,  that  not  unkonning 
Were  of  ther  craft  and  a  prentife, 
But  of  long  fubtill  and  eke  wife  ; 
And  certis  whan  I  herd  ther  fong, 
And  fa.we  the  grene  place  emong, 
In  hert  I  west  fo  wondir  gaie 
That  I  was  nevir  er  th.at  daic 
£  iiij 
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So  jolife  nor  fo  well  bigo, 
Ne  mery'  in  herte  as  I  was  tho; 
And  than  wifl  I  and  fawe  full  well 
That  Idilneffe  me  fervid  well, 
That  me  put  in  foche  jolite  : 
Her  frende  well  ought  I  for  to  be 
Sithe  fhe  the  dore  of  that  gardin 
Had  opinid  and  let  me  in. 

From  hennis-forthe  how  that  I  wrought 
J  fhall  you  tellen  as  me  thought 
Firft  whereof  Mirthe  yfervid  there, 
And  eke  what  fblke  there  with  him  were, 
Without  fable  I  woll  difcriye, 
And  alle  that  gardin  eke  as  blive; 
I  woll  you  tellen  aftir  this 
The  faire  faflion  all  i-wis 
That  well  y wrought  was  for  the  nones; 
I  mai  not  tell  you  all  at  ones, 
But  as  I  mai  and  can  I  ihall 
By  older  tellin  you  it  all. 

Full  faire  fervice,  and  eke  full  fwete, 
Tliefe  birdis  madin  as  thei  fete  ; 
JLayis  of  love  full  well  founing 
Thei  fongin  in  ther  jargoning  ; 
Some  hie  and  fome  eke  lowe  yfong 
Upon  the  braumchis  grene  ifprong ; 
The  fwetene'ffe  of  ther  melodie 
Made  all  mine  herte  in  revelrie. 

And  whan  that  I  had  herd  I  trowe 
Thefe  birdis  fmging  on  a  rowe, 
Than  might  I  not  withholdin  me 
That  I  ne  went  in  for  to  fe 
Sir  Mirthe,  for  all  my  defiring 
Was  him  to  fene  ovir  all  thing ; 
His  countenaunce'  and  his  manere 
That  fight  was  unto  me  full  dere. 


Tho  wente  I  forthe  on  my  right  honde, 

Doune  by  a  little  pathe  I  fonde 

Of  mintis  full  and  fenell  grene  ; 

As  fafte  by  withoutin  wenc 

Sir  Mirthe  I  founde,  and  right  anon 

Unto  Sir  Mirthe  gan  I  to  gon, 

Ther  as  he  was  him  to  folace; 

And  with  htm  in  that  luftie  place 

So  faire  folke  and  fo  frefhe  had  he 

That  whan  I  fawe  I  wondrid  me 

Fro  whennisfodfce  folke  mightin  come, 

So  faire  thei  werin  all  and  fome, 

For  thei  weren  like,  as  to  my  fight, 

To  angels  that  ben  fethered  bright. 

Thefe  folke,  of  whiche  I  tell  you  fo, 
Upon  a  karole  wentin  tho  : 
A  ladie  karcled  'hem  that  hight 
Gladneffe,the  blifsfull  and  the  light : 
Well  could  flic  fmg  and  luftily, 
None  halfe  fo  well  and  femily, 
And  cothe  make  in  fong  foche  refraining 
It  fate  her  wondir  well  to  fmg  : 
Her  voice  full  clere  was  and  full  fwete; 
She  was  not  rude  ne  yet  urimete, 
But  couthe  inoughe  for  foche  doin01 
As  longith  unto  karolling, 


For  fhe  was  wonte  in  every  place 
To  fingin  firft  folke  to  folace, 
For  fmging  mofte  ihe  gave  her  to ; 
Mo  craite  had  fhe  fo  kfe  to  doe. 


Tho  mightift  thou  karbllis  fene, 

And  folke  daunce  and  merie  ben, 

And  made  many  a  faire  tourning 

Upon  the  grene  graffe  fpringing  : 

There  mightift  thou  fe  thcfe  flutours, 

Minftrallis  and  eke  jogelours, 

That  wel  to  fingin  did  ther  paine  : 

Some  fongin  fongis  of  Loraine, 

For  in  Loraine  ther  notis  be 

Full  fwetir  than  in  this  centre. 

There  was  many  a  timbeftere, 

And  failours,  that  I  dare  wel  fwere 

Ycothe  ther  craft  full  parfitly; 

The  timbris  up  full  fubtilly 

Thei  caftin,  and  hent  them  full  oft 

Upon  a  fingir  faire  and  foft, 

That  thei  ne  fallid  nevir  mo. 

Full  fetis  damofellis  two, 

Right  yong,  and  full  of  femelyhtde, 

In  kirtils  and  none  othir  wede  : 

And  faire  ytreflid  every  treffe 

Had  Mirthe  ydoen  for  his  nobleffe 

Amidde  the  carole  for  to  daunce. 

But  hereof  lieth.no  remembrauncc 

How  that  thei  daunfid  queintly, 

That  one  would  come  all  privily 

Ayen  that  othre'^and  whan  thei  were 

Togithre'  almofte  thei  threwe  ifere 

Ther  mouthis  fo,  that  through  ther  plaio 

It  femid  as  thei  kift  alwaie  ; 

To  dauncen  well  couthe  thei  the  gife; 

What  fhould  I  more  to  you  devife  ? 

Ne  bode  I  nevir  thennis  go 

Whiles  that  I  fawe  'hem  dauncin  fo. 

Upon  the  karoll  wondir  faft 

I  gan  beholde,  till  at  the  laft 

A  ladie  gan  me  for  to'  efpie, 

And  fhe  was  clepid  Curtefie, 

The  worfhipfull,  the  debonaire  ; 

I  praie  to  God  er  fall  her  faire  ! 

Full  curtifly  fhe  callid  me, 

What  do  you  there,  Beau  Sire  ?  (quod  flie^ 

Comith,  and  if  it  likith  you 

To  dauncin,  daunfith  with  us  now. 

And  I  withoutin  tarying 

Ywent  into  the  caroling  : 

I  was  abafhid  ner  a  dele, 

But  it  to  me  IJkid  right  "Wele 

That  Curtefie  me  clepid  fo, 

And  bade  me  on  the  daunce  ygo, 

For  if  I  hadde  durft  certain 

I  would  have  karollid  right  fain, 

As  man  that  was  to  daunce  right  blithe  : 

Than  gan  I  lokin  ofte  fithe 

The  fli ape,  the  bodies,  and  the  cheres, 

The  countenaunce,  and  the  maneres, 

Of  all  the  folke  that  dauncid  there, 

And  I  Ihall  tellin -what  thei  were. 
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Full  faire  was  Mirth,  full  longe  and  high, 
A  fairer  man  I  nevir  figh  : 
As  round  as  aple  was  his  face, 
full  roddie'  and  white  in  every  place  ; 
Fetis  he  was  and  well  befeie, 
With  metely  mouthe,  and  eyin  greie; 
His  nofe  by  mefure  wrought  full  right ; 
Crifpe  was  his  here,  and  eke  full  bnght ; 
His  fhulderis  of  large  brede, 
And  fmalifhe  in  the  girdelftede  ; 
He  remit'  like  a  purtreiture, 
So  noble'  he  was  of  his  ftaturc, 
So  faire,  fo  johV,  and  Ib  fctife, 
With  limmis  wrought  at  poincl  devife, 
Deliver,  fmcrte,  and  of  grete  might, 
Ne  fawe  thou  nrvir  mau  fo  light ; 
Of  berde  nnneth  had  he  nothing, 
For  it  was  in  the  firfte  fpring; 
Full  yong  he  was,  and.  mtrie'  of  thought, 
And  in  farnette  with  birdis  wrought; 
And  with  goide  bete  full  fetoufly 
His  bodie  was  clad  full  richely ; 
Wrought  was  his  ro'be  in  ftraunge  gife, 
And  all  to  flittered  for  querntifc 
In  many  a  place,  lowe  and  hie  ; 
And  fhode  he  was  with  grete  maiftrie 
With  fhone  decopid,  and  with  lace, 
By  drurie  and  eke  by  folace; 
His  lefe  a  rofin  chapilet 
Had  made,  and  on  his  hedde  it  fet; 

And  wetin  ye  who  was  his  lefe  ? 
Dame  Gladdeffc  there  was  him  fo  lefe, 
That  fingeth  fo  well  with  glad  corage, 
That  from  fhe  was  twelve  yere  of  age 
She  of  her  love  graunt  to  him  made  : 
Sir  Mirthe  her  by  the  fingir  hade 
A  dauncing,  and  fhe  him  alfo ; 
Grete  love  there  was  a  twix  *hem  two ; 
Bothe  were  thei  faire  and  bright  of 'hewe; 
She  femid  like  a  rofe  newc 
Of  colours,  and  her  flefhe  fo  tender, 
That  withabrere  fmale  and  tender 
Men  might  it  cleve,  I  dare  well  fain  ; 
Her  forhedde  frounciles  all  plain  ; 
Bent  werin  her  eye-browis  two  ; 
Her  eyin  graje,  and  glad  alfo, 
That  laiighdiri  aie  in  her  femblaunt 
Firft  or  the  mouthe  by  covenaunt; 
I  n'ot  what  of  her  nofe  difcrive, 
So  faire  hath  'no  woman  alive  ; 
Her  here  was  yelowe',  and  clere  fhining; 
I  wot  no  lady  fo  liking. 

Of  orfraies  frefhe  was  her  garlande  ; 
I,  whiche  that  fene  have  a  thoufande, 
Sawe  ner  i-wis  no  garlande  yet 
So  well  y  wrought  of  filke  as  it ; 
And  in  an  ovir  gilt  famite 
Ycladde  flie  was  by  grete  delite, 
Of  whiche  her  lefe  a  robe  y werde ; 
The  merier  {he  in  herte  ferde. 

Next  her  went,  on  her  othir  fide, 
The  god  of  Love,  that  can  devidu 
Love,  and  as  him  liketh  it  be  ; 
But  he  can  ckcrlis  dauntin,-he,- 


And  many  folkis  pride  fallen, 
And  he  can  well  thefe  lordis  thrallen, 
And  ladies  put  at  lowe  degre, 
When  he  maie  'hem  to  proucie  yfe. 

This  god  of  Love  of  his  fafcion 
Was  like  no  knave  ne  no  quiftron  : 
His  beutie  gretely  was  to  prifc, 
But  of  his  robis  to  devife 
I  drede  encombrid  for  to  be, 
For  not  icladde  in  filk  was  he, 
But  all  in  flouris  and  flourettes, 
Ipainted  all  with  amorettes, 
And  with  lofmgis  and  icochons, 
With  birdis,  liberdes,and  lions, 
And  othir  beftis  wrought  full  wele ; 
His  garment  was  every  dele 
Ipurtraied  and  i wrought  with  floures, 
By  divers  medeling  v>   coloures; 
Flouris  there  were  'of  many  gifc 
Ifet  by  compace  in  a  file  ; 
There  lackid  no  oflure  to  my  dome, 
Ne  not  fo  much  asffioure  of  brame, 
Ne  violet,  ne  eke  pervinke, 
Ne  floure  none  that  men  can  on  thinltc.; 
And  many  a  rofe  lefe  full  long 
Was  entermedlid  there  emong  ; 
And  alfo  on  his  hedde  was  fet 
Of  rofes  redde  a  chapiler. 

But  nightingales  a  full  grete  rout, 
That  flien  ovir  his  hedde  about, 
The  levis  feldin  as  thei  flien, 
And  he  was  all  .with  birdis  wrien, 
With  popingaie,  with  nightingale, 
With  chalaundre  and  with  wodewak, 
With  finchs,  with  larke,  and  with  archangel; 
He  femid  as  he  were  an  angell 
That  doun  were  come  fro  hevin  clere,  , 

Love  had  with  him  a  bachifere 
That  he  made  alwaies  with  him  be, 
And  Swete  Loking  cleped  was  he. 
This  bachilere  ftode  beholding 
The  daunce,  and  in  his  honde  holding 
Turke  bowes  two,  well  devifed,  had  lie  ; 
That  one  of  'hem  was  of  a  tre 
That  berith  fruidl  of  favour  wicke  ; 
Full  crokid  was  that  foule  ilicke, 
And  knottie  here  and  there  alfo, 
And  blacke  as  'berie'  or  any  flo. 

That  othir  bowe  was  of  a  plant 
Withoutin  wemme  I  dare  warant 
Full  even'  and  by  proporcion 
Tredlis  and  long,  and  of  gode  facion, 
And  it  was  paintid  well  and  thwitten, 
And  ore  all  diaprid  and  written 
With  ladies  and  with  bachileres 
Full  lightfome  and  full  glad  of  chere*. 
Thefe  bowis  two  held  Swete  Loking, 
That  ne  femid  like.no  gadling, 
And  ten  brode  arowea  held  he  there, 
Of  whiche  five  in  his  honde  were, 
But  thei  were  fhavin  well  and  digllt? 
Nickid  and  fetherid  a  right. 
And  all  thei  were  with  golde  begon, 
And  ftrong  ypoindlid  everichon, 
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And  fharpe  for  to  ykervin  wele, 
But  iron  was  there  none  ne  ftele, 
For  all  was  golde,  men  might  itfe, 
Out  take  the  fethers  and  the  tre. 


The  fwifteft  of  thefe  arowes  five 
Out  of  a  bowe  for  to  drive, 
And  the  beft  fethered  for  to  flic, 
And  faireft  eke,  was  clcped  Beutie. 

That  othir  arowe,  that  hurteth  leffe, 
Was  clepid  (as  I  trowe)  SimpleiTe. 

The  thirde  yclepid  was  Fraunchife, 
That  fethered  was  in  noble  wife 
With  valour  and  with  curtifie. 

The  fowerth  was  clepid  Companic, 
That  hevie  for  to  (hotin  is, 
JJut  who  fo  (hotith  right  i-wis 
Male  therwith  doen  grete  harme  and  wo. 

The  fift  of  thefe,  and  laite  alfo, 
Faire  Semblaunt  men  that  arowe  call ; 
5Tis  the  lefte  grevous  of  'hem  all, 
Yet  can  it  make  a  full  grete  wounde, 
But  he  maie  hope  his  foris  founde 
That  hurte  is  with  that  arowe'  i-wis ; 
His  wo  the  bette  befbowid  is 
For  he  maie  foner  have  gladneffe  ; 
His  languor  ought  to  be  the  leffe. 


Five  arowes  were  of  othir  gife 
That  ben  full  foule  for  to  devife, 
For  {haft  and  ende,  fothe  for  to  tell, 
Were  all  fo  blacke  a3  fende  in  hell. 

The  firft  of  'hem  is  callid  Pride  ; 
That  othre*  arowe  next  him  befide 
It  was  yclepid  Vilanie  ; 
That  arrowe  was  with  felonie 
Envenimed,  and  with  fpitous  blame  : 
The  third  of  'hem  was  clepid  Shame  j 
The  fowerth  Wanhope  yclepid  is  mf 
The  fift  the  NewC-  Thought  iwis. 

Thefe  arowes  that  I  fpeke  of  here 
Werin  all  five  on  one  manere, 
And  all  were  thei  refemblable ; 
To  them  was  well  fitting  and  able 
The  foule  crokid  bowe  hidous 
That  knottie  was  and  all  roinous : 
That  bowe  yfemid  well  to  fhete 
The  arowes  five  that  ben  unmete 
And  contrary  to  that  othir  five  5 
But  though  I  tellin  not  as  blive 
Of  ther  powir  ne  of  ther  might, 
Hereaftir  mail  1  tellin  right 
The  fothe  and  eke  fignifiaunce, 
As.  ferre  as  I  have  remembraunce 
All  ftiall  be  faied  I  undirtake 
Er  of  this  boke  an  ende  I  make. 

Now  come  I  to  my  tale  againe  ; 
Bat  aldirfirft  I  woll  you  faine 
The  fafhion  and  the  countenaunces 
Of  alle  the  folke  that  on  the  daunce  is. 
The  god  of  Love,  jolife  and  light, 
Ladde  on  his  honde  a  ladie  bright, 
2 


Of  high  prife  and  of  grete  degre, 

This  ladie  callid  was  Beutie  ; 

And  an  arowe  of  whiche  I  toldc 

Full  well  ythewid  was  me  holde  ; 

Ne  me  was  dcrke  ne  broune,  but  bright 

And  clere  as  is  the  moni  light, 

Again  whom  all  the  fterris  femen 

But  fmall  candelis  as  we  demen ; 

Herflefhe  was  tendre'  as  dewe  of  floure; 

Her  chere  was  fimple'  as  birde  in  boure, 

As  white  as  lilie'  or  rofe  in  rife; 

Her  face  was  gentill  and  tretife  ; 

Fetis  me  was,  and  fmale  to  fe  ; 

No  wintrid  browis  hadde  fhe, 

Ne  popped  here,  for  it  nedid  nought 

To  windir  her  or  to  paint  ought ; 

Her  treffes  yelqwe,  and  long  ftraughten, 

Unto  her  heles  doune  thei  raughten ; 

Her  nofe,  her  mouthe,  and  eye,  and  cheke, 

Well  wrought,  and  all  the  remnaunte  eke  ; 

A  full  grete  favour  and  a  fote 

Me  thoughtin  in  mine  herte  rote, 

As  helpe  me  God,  whan  I  remember 

Of  the  faflion  of  every  member  : 

In  worlde  is  none  fo  faire  a  wight, 

For  yong  fhe  was,  and  hewid  bright 

Sore  plefauot,  and  fetis  with  all, 

And  gent  and  in  her  middle  fmall. 

Befide  Beute  yede  Richeffe, 
And  hight  ladie  of  grete  nobleffc, 
And  grete  of  price  in  every  place  ; 
But  who  fo  durft  to  her  trefpace, 
Or  till  her  folke,  in  werke  or  dede, 
He  were  ful  bardie  out  of  drede, 
For  bothe  Ihe  helpe  and  hindir  maie  ; 
And  that  is  not  of  yefterdaie 
That  riche  folke  havin  full  grete  might 
To  helpe  and  eke  to  greve  a  wight. 

The  beft  and  gretift  of  valour     :  •  v;-. 
Diddin  Richefie  full  grete  honour, 
And  bufie  werin  her  to  ferve, 
For  that  thei  would  her  love  deferve ; 
Thei  cleped  her  Ladie  grete  and  fmall; 
This  wide  worlde  her  dredith  all, 
This  worlde  is  all  in  her  daungere  ; 
Her  courte  hath  many*  a  lofingere. 
And  many'  a  traitour  envious, 
That  ben  full  bufie'  and  curious 
For  to  difpreifm  and  to  blame 
That  beft  defervin  love  and  name ; 
To  forne  the  folke  'hem  to  begilen 
Thefe  lofengeours  'hem  prife  and  fmilen. 
And  thus  the  worlde  with  worde  anointen, 
Bot  aftirward  thei  prill  and  poin&en 
The  folke  right  to  the  bare  bone 
Behinde  ther  backe  whan  thei  ben  gone, 
And  foule  abatin  folkis  prife  : 
Full  many'  a  worthie  man  and  wife 
Han  hindrid  and  idoen  to  die 
Thefe  Ioiin°;eour3  with  ther  flatt'eric, 
And  makith  folke    ull  ftraung^  be 
There  as  'hem  ought  to  ben  prive  •; 
Weil  evill  mot  •  thei  thrive, 
And  eviil  arived  mote  thei  be, 
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Thefe  lofingeours  full  of  envie ; 
No  gode  man  loveth  ther  companie. 

Richefle  a  robe  of  purple'  on  had, 
'Ne  trowe  not  that  I  lie  or  mad, 
tor  in  this  world  is  none  it  liche, 
Ne  by  a  thoufande  dele  fo  riche, 
Ne  none  fo  faire,  for  it  full  wele 
With  orfreis.  laied  was  every  dele, 
And  purtraied  in  the  ribaninges 
Of  dukis  ftories  and  of  kinges, 
And  with  a  bend  of  golde  tafliled, 
And  knoppis  fine  of  golde  amiled  : 
About  her  necke  of  gentle'  entaile 
Was  fhet  the  riche  chevefaile, 
In  whiche  there  was  full  grete  plente 
Of  ftonis  clere  and  faire  to  fe, 

Richefle  a  girdle  had  upon, 
The  bokill  of  it  was  of  fton 
Of  vertue  grete  and  mokil  might, 
For  who  fo  bare  the  ftone  fo  bright 
Of  venim  durft  him  nothing  doubt 
While  he  the  ftone  had  him  about ; 
That  ftone  was  gretely  for  to  love, 
And  till  a  riche  mann'is  behove 
Worth  all  the  golde  in  Rome  and  Frife ; 
The  mourdaunt,  wrought  in  noble  gife, 
Was  of  a  ftone  full  precious, 
That  was  fo  fine  and  vertuous 
That  whole  a  man  it  couth  ymake 
Of  palfie  and  of  the  tothe  ake, 
And  yet  the  ftone  had  foche  a  grace 
That  he  was  fikre'  in  every  place 
All  thilke  daie  not  blinde  to  ben 
That  fafting  might  that  ftone  fene  ; 
The  barris  were  of  gold  full  fine, 
Upon  a  tiffue  of  fatin  ; 
Full  hevie,  grete,  and  nothing  light, 
In  everiche  was  a  befaunt  wight. 

Upon  the  trellis  of  Richefle 
Was  fet  a  circle  of  noblefle 
Of  brende  golde,  that  ful  light  yfhone, 
So  faire  trowe  I  was  nevir  none  : 
But  he  were  konning  for  the  nones 
That  could  devifin  all  the  ftones 
That  in  that  circle  fhewin  clere  ; 
It  is  a  wondir  thing  to  here, 
For  no  man  could  or  preife  or  gefle 
Of  'hem  the  value  or  richefle  : 
Rubies  there  were,  faphirs,  ragounces, 
And  emeraudes,  more  than  two  unces, 
But  all  before  full  fubtilly 
A  fine  carboncle  fet  fawe  I, 
The  ftone  fo  clere  was  and  fo  bright, 
That  all  fo  fone  as  it  was  night 
Men  mightin  fene  to  go  for  nede 
A  mile  or  two  in  length  and  brede  ; 
Soche  light  yfprang  out  of  the  ftone 
That  Richeffe  wondir  bright  yftione 
Bothe  on  her  hedde  and  all  her  face, 
And  eke  about  her  all  the  place. 

Dame  Richefle  on  her  honde  gan  lede 
A  yong  man  ful  of  fernelyhede 
That  Ihe  beft  loved  of  any  thing  ; 
His  luft  was  luoche  in  houfholdmg  ; 


In  clothing  was  he  full  fetife, 
And  loved  well  to  have  hors  of  prife  j 
He  wende  to  have  reprovidbe 
Of  theft  or  murder  if  that  he 
Had  in  his  ftable  an  hackenaie, 
And  therfore  he  delirid  aie 
To  ben  aqueintid  with  Richefie, 
For  all  his  purpofe,  as  I  gefle, 
Was  for  to  makin  grete  difpence 
Withoutin  warning  or  defence. 
And  Richefle  might  it  well  fuftain, 
And  her  difpences  wele  maintain, 
And  him  alwaie  foche  plentie  fende 
Of  golde  and  filvir  for  to  fpende 
Withoutin  lacking  or  daungere 
As  it  were  pourde  in  a  garnere. 

And  aftir  on  the  daunce  went 
Largefle,  that  fet  all  her  entent 
For  to  ben  honourable'  and  fre  : 
Of  Alexander's  kinne  was  ftie ; 
Her  mofte  joie  it  was  i-wis 
Whan  that  ftie  yafe,  and  faied,  Have  this  t 
Not  Avarice,  the  foule  caitife, 
Was  halfe  to  gripe  fo  ententife 
As  Largefle  is  to  yeve  and  fpende, 
And  God  alwaie  inowe  her  fende  ! 
So  that  the  more  fhe  yave  awaie 
The  more  i-wis  ftie  had  alwaie. 
Grete  loos  hatu  Largeffe,  and  grete  prifc» 
For  bothe  the  wife  folke  and  unwife 
Were  wholy  to  her  bandon  brought, 
So  well  with  yeftis  hath  fhe  wrought. 

And  if  fhe  had  an  enemie 
I  trowe  that  fhe  couth  craftily 
Make  him  full  fone  her  frende  to  be, 
So  large  of  yeftes  and  wife  was  fhe ; 
Therfore  fhe  ftode  in  love  and  grace 
Of  riche  and  pore  in  every  place. 

A  full  grete  fole  is  he  i-wis 
That  riche,  and  pore,  and  nigard  is. 
A  lorde  maie  have  no  manir  vice 
That  grevith  more  than  avarice  ; 
For  nigarde  ner  with  ftrength  of  hande 
Maie  winne  him  grete  lordfhipe  or  landej 
For  frendis  all  to  fewe  hath  he 
To  doen  his  will  performid  be ; 
And  whofo  woll  have  frendis  here 
He  maie  not  holde  his  trefour  dere ; 
For  by  enfample  tell  I  this, 
Right  as  an  adamant  i-wis 
Can  drawin  to  him  fubtilly 
The  iron  that  is  laied  therby, 
So  drawith  folkis  hertes  i-wis 
Silvir  and  golde  that  yevin  is. 

Largefle  had  on  a  robe  frefhe 
Of  riche  purpure  farlinifhe  : 
Well  formid  was  her  face  and  clere, 
And  opened  had  fhe  her  colere, 
For  fhe  right  there  had  in  prefent 
Unto  a  lady  made  prefent 
Of  a  gold  broche  ful  wel  ywrought, 
And  certis  it  miflate  her  nought, 
For  throughher  fmocke  ywrought  with  filke 
The  flefhe  wps  fene  as  white  as  milke. 
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Largeffe,  that  worthy  was  and  wife, 
Helde  by  the  honcle  a  knight  of  prife 
Was  fibbe  to  Arthour  of  Breteigne, 
And  that  was  he  that  bafe  the'  enicigne 
Of  worfiiip  and  the  genlarvnoun  ; 
And  yet  he  is  of  fuche  renown 
That  menne  of  him  fay  faire  thinges 
Before  barons,  and  -erles,  and  kinges. 

This  knight  was  comin  al  newly 
Fro  tourneying  tkere  fafte  by, 
Where  he  had  done  grete  chivalry 
Through  his  vertee  and  his  marftrie, 
And  for  the  love  of  his  lemman 
He  caile  doune  many  a  doughty  man. 

And  next  him  dauccid  Dame  Franchife, 
Arayid  in  ful  noble  gife  : 
She  n'as  not  bronne  nc  donne  of  hewe, 
But  white  as  fnowe  -irallin  newe  ; 
Her  nofe  was  wrought  at  point  devife, 
For  it  was  gentill  and  tretife ; 
With  eyin  glad,  and  brovris  bent ; 
Her  here  doune  -to;her  helis  went ; 
And  fhe  was  fimpk"  as  dove  on  tre  ; 
Ful  debonaire  of  hert  was  fhe. 
She  durfte. neither  'fay  ne  do 
But  that  that  hir  'bekmgith  to  ; 
And  if  a  manne  were  in  diftreffe, 
And  for  her  love  in  hevinefle, 
Her  heat  -would  have  full  grete  pite, 
She  was  fo  amiable  and  fre  ; 
For  were  a  manne  iar  her  beftadde 
She  woulde  -ben  -right  fore  a  dradde 
That  fhe  did  ovir  gret  outrage  ; 
But  fhe  him  holpe  '-his  harme  t'afwage 
Her  thought 'it  all  a  vilanie  : 
And  fhe  had  on  a  fuckiny 
That  not  of  hempe  -herdis  was, 
So  faire  was  non  in  all  Arras  ; 
Lorde  !  it  was  riddeled  fetifly ; 
There  ne  was-not  a  point  truely 
That  it  n'as  in  hrs  -right  affife  : 
Ful  wel  iclothid  was  -Fraunchife, 
For  there  n'is  no  clothe  Titteth  bette 
On  damofeU  than  doth  rokette; 
A  woman  wel  more  fetife  is 
In  rokette  than  in  cote  i-wis; 
The  white  rokette  riddilid  faire 
Betokenith  that  full  debonaire 
And  fwete  was  fhe  that  it  ybere. 

By  her  dauncid  a  bachelere, 
I  can  not  tell  you  what  he  hight, 
But  faire  he  was  and  of  gode  hight, 
Al  had  he  ben,  I  faie  no  more, 
The  lord'is  fonne  of  Windefore- 

And  next  that  -dauncid  Curtify, 
That  preifed  was  of  lowe  and'hie, 
For  nethir  proude  ne  fole  was  fhe  ; 
She  for  to  daunce  callid  me; 
I  praie  God  give  to  her  gode  grace  ! 
For  whan  I  conic  firft  to  the  place 
She  n'as  not  nice  ne  outrageous, 
Eut  wife  and  ware, and  vertuous, 
Of  faire  fpeche,  and  of  faire  anfwere ; 
Wa,s  nevir  wight  miffaide  of  here  j> 


She  bare  no  rancour  to  no  wight ; 
Clere  broune  fhe  was,  and  therto  bright 
Of  face,  and  body  avenaunt ; 
I  wotte  no  lady  fo  plefaunt  : 
She  werin  worthy  for  to  bene 
An  emperefle  or  crounid  quene. 

And  by  her  went  a  knight  dauncing 
That  worthy,  was  and  wel  fpeking, 
And  ful  wel  coude  he  don  honour  : 
The  knight  was  faire  and  fiiffe  in  flour, 
And  in  armure  a  femely  man, 
And  wel  beloved  of  his  lemman. 

Faire  Jdilnefle  than  nexte  fairgh  I, 
That  alway  was  me  fafte  by  : 
Of  her  have  I  withoutm  faile 
Tofde  you  the  fhape  and  appareile, 
For,  (as  I  faid)  lo !  that  was  .fhe 
That  did  to  me  fo  grete  bounte  ; 
She  me  the  gate  of  that  gardin 
Undid,  and  let  me  paffin  in, 
And  aftir  dauncid,  as  I  gefle. 

And  fhe  fulfilled  of  luftinefie 
That  n'as  not  yet  twelve  yere  of  age, 
With  herte  wilde  and  thought  volage  : 
Nice  fhe  ywas,  but  fhe  ne  mente 
None  harme  ne  fleight  in  her  entente, 
But  onely  lufte  and  jolite, 
(For  yonge  folke,  wel  wetin  ye, 
Have  litill  thought  but  on  ther  play  :) 
Her  lemman  was  befide  alway 
In  fuche  a  gife  that  he  her  kifte 
At  alls  timis  that  him  lifte, 
That  al  the  daunce  might  it  fe  ; 
They  make  no  force  of  privite, 
For  who  fpake  of  ?hem  ill  or  wele 
Thei  were  afhamid  nere  a  dele, 
But  men  might  fene  'hem  kifle  there 
As  though  it  two  yonge  dovis  were  ; 
For  yonge  was  thilke  bachilere, 
Of  beute  wot  I  non  his  pere, 
And  he  was  right  of  fuche  an  age 
As  youthe  his  lefe,  and  fuche  corage. 

The  lufty  folke  that  dauncid  there, 
And  alfo'  othir  that  with  'hem  were, 
That  werin  all  of  ther  meine, 
Ful  hende  folke,  both  wife  and  fre, 
And  folke  of  faire  porte  truely, 
There  werin  alls  cominly. 

Whan  I  had  fene  the  countenaunces 
Of  them  that  laddin  thus  thefe  daunces, 
Than  had  I  will  to  go  and  fe 
The  gardin  that  fo  likid  me, 
And  lokin  en  thefe  faire  laureres, 
On  pine  trees,  cedres,  oliveres. 
The  dauncis  than  endid  ywere, 
For  many'  of  'hem  that  dauncid  there 
Were  with  ther  lovis  went  away, 
Undir  the  trees  to  have  ther  play. 


A  lorde  thei  livid  luflily  ! 
A  grete  fole  were  he  fikirly 
That  n'olde  his  thankes  fuche  life 
For  this  dare  I  faine  out  of  drede, 
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That  who  fo  might  fo  well  yfare 
For  bettir  life  durft  him  not  care, 
For  there  n'is  fo  gode  paradife 
As  to'  have  a  love  at  his  devife. 
Out  of  that  place  went  I  tho, 
And  in  that  gardin  gan  I  go, 
Playing  along  full  merily. 

The  god  of  Love  full  haftily 
Unto  him  Svvete  Loking  yclept; 
No  lengir  wduld  he  that  fhe  kept 
His  bov/e  of  gold  that  fhone  fo  bright  i 
He  haddin  him  bent  anon  right, 
And  he  full  fone  fet  an  ende, 
And  at  a  braide  he  gari  it  bende, 
And  toke  him  of  his  afowes  five 
Ful  iharpe  and  redy  for  to  drive. 

Now  God  that  fitteth  in  majefte 
Fro  dedly  ^oundis  Ire  kepe  me 
If  fo  be  that  he  had  me  mete, 
For  if  I  with  his  arbwe  mete 
It  had  me  grevid  fdfe  i-wis  ; 
But  I,  that  nothing  wift  of  this, 
Went  up  and  doime  ful  many'  a  waie> 
And  he  me  folowed  faft  alwaie  ; 
ifiut  no  where  would  I  re$£  me 
Til'  I  had  in  all  the  gardin  be. 


The  gardin  was  by  mefuring 
jpjlight  even'  and  fquare  in  comparing  ; 

It  as  longe  was  as  it  was  large ; 

Of  fruite  had  every  tre  his  charge 

But  it  were  any  hidous  tre, 

Of  whiche  there  wefifi  t'\Vo  or  thre. 

There  were  (and  that  wote  I  full  wcfe) 
'Of  pomgranetts  a  full  grete  dele, 


. 


That  is  a  frute  ful  wel  to  like, 
'Namely  to  folke  \\han  th'ci  ben  fike 
And  trees  there  we'nfl  grete  foifon 
•That  berin  nuttes  in  the*  fefon, 
Suche  as  menne  Nutemiggis  ycall, 
That  fote  of  favour  ben  withall, 
And  of  almandris  grete  plente, 
Figgis,  and  many  a  date  tre, 
There  werin,  if  that  merine  had  nede, 
Through  the  gardin  in  length  and  hredfc. 
*    There  was  eke  v.  exing  many'  a  fpiec, 
As  clowe,  gilcfre,  and  licorice, 
Gingiber,  and  grein  de  Paris, 
Canell,  and  fetewale  of 'pris, 
And  many'  a  fpice  dclltable 
PTo  etin  whan  men  rife  fro  table. 

And  many  homely  trees  there  were 
That  peches,  coines,  and  apples,  bere, 
Medlers,  plommis,  peris,  chefteinis, 
Cherife,  of  whiche  many  one  faine  is, 
Notis,  and  akis,  and  bolas, 
That  for  to  fene  it  was  folas, 
With  many  high  laurer  and  pine, 
Was  rengid  clene  all  that  gardine 
With  cipris,  and  with  oliveris, 
Of  which  that  nigh  no  plenty  here  is. 
Ther  werin  elmi*  grete  and  ftrongt 
r-1:-  afte.oke.  "        '     '   ' 


Fine  ewe,  popler,  and  lindis  fair?, 
And  othir  trees  full  many'  a  paire. 

What  mould  I  tell  you  more  of  it  ? 
There  werin  fo  many  trees  yef. 
That  1  fhould  al  encombrid  be 
Er  I  had  rekenid  every  tre.      . 

Thefe  trees  were  fet,  that  I  devife, 
One  from  an  othir  in  affife 
Five  fadome  or  fixe,  f  trowe  fo; 
But  they  were  hie  and  gret  alfo, 
And  for  to  kepe  out  wel  the  funne 
The  croppis  were  fo  thicke  ironne, 
And  every  braunche  is  othir  knitte, 
And  ful  of  grene  levis  fitte. 
That  funne  might  there  none  difcende 
Left  that  the  tendir  grams  fhende. 
There  might  men  does  and  roe's  ife, 
And  of  fquirels  ful  gtete  plente 
From  bow  ta  bow  aiwaie  leping ; 
Connis  there  were  alfo  playing, 
That  comin  out  of  ther  clapers, 
Of  fondry  colours  and  maners, 
And  madin  many"  a  toirrncying' 
"Upon  the  frefhfc  graffc  {bringing. 

In  placis  fawe  I  welfe  there 
in  whiche  there  no  froggis  were, 
And  faire  in  fhadowe  T/as  eche  wel '; 
But  I  ne  can  the  rrorjibre  tel 
Of  flremis  fmal  that  by  devife 
Mirth  had  done  come  thorough  condifc^ 
'Of  whiche  the  watir  in  renning 
Gan  makin  a  ncife  ful  liking. 


About  the  brinkirof ,  thefe  wellis, 
And  by  the  ftremes  ovh-  al  ellis, 
Sprange  up  the  gfaffe,  as  thicke  tfet 
And  foft  eke  as.  any  velvet, 
On  which  men  might  his  lemmen  lay, 
As  on  a  fethirbed  to  ptey^ 
Tor  the  erth  was  ful  fofte  and  fwete  V 
Thorough  the  moifture  of  the  wei  \vete- 
Sprong  up  the  fot^  grene  gras 
As  faire,  as  thicke,  as  mifter  was  ; 
DBut  moche  amended  it  the  place 
That  the  erth  was  of  fuche  a  .gfacc 
That  it  of  fiouris'hath  plente 
That  both  in  fomre'a  nd  win.thr  be. 

There  fprange;the  violet  al'?. ewe, 
And  frefhe  pervink:  riche  of  ;hewe, 
And  flouris  yelowe,  white,  and  rede - 
Suche  plente  grewe  there  nrr  in  mede  : ' 
Ful  gaie  was  al  the  grounde  and  queint, 
And  poudrid  as  men  had  it  peint, 
With  many'  a  frefhe  and  fondry  floure. 
That  caftin  up  fnlgode  favour. - 

I  wol  not  longe  hold  you  in  fable 
Of  al  this  gardin  dileftable ; 
I  mote  my  tonge  flinten  nede, 
For  I  ne  muie  withoutin  drede 
Naught  tellin  you  the  beutie  all, 
Ne  halfe  the  bpunte,  there  withalf, 

I  went  on  right  honde  and  on  lefte 
About  the  place  ;  it  wus  not  lefte 
Till  I  had  all  the  gardin  bene 
In  the  eftris  that  men  might-lene> 


THE  ROMAUNT  OF   THE   ROSE. 


And  thus  while  I  went  in  my  playe 
The  god  of  Love  me  folowed  aye, 
Righ't  as  an  hunter  can  abide 
The  belle  till  he  feith  his  tide 
To  fliote  at  godeneffe  to  the  dere, 
"Whan  that  him  nedith  go  no  nere. 

And  fo  befil  I  reftid  me 
Befides  a  wel  undir  a  tre, 
Whiche  tre  in  Fraunce  men  cal  a  Pine, 
But  fince  the  time  of  King  Pepine 
He  grewe  there  tre  in  mann'is  light 
So  faire,  ne  fo  wel  woxe  in  hight ; 
In  all  that  yarde  fo  high  was  none  j 
And  fpringing  in  a  marble  ftone 
Had  nature  fet,  the  fothe  to  tell, 
Under  that  pine  tre  a  well, 
And  on  the  bordir  al  without 
Was  written  in  the  ftone  about 
Lietteris  fmal,  that  faidin  thus, 
Here  whilome  ftarfe  faire  Narciffus. 
1    Narciffus  was  a  bachilere 
That  Love  had  caught  in  his  daungere, 
And  in  his  nette  gan  him  fo  ftraine, 
And  did  him  fo  to  wepe  and  plaine, 
That  nede  h?m  muft  his  life  forgo 
For  a  fair  lady  hight  Echo 
Him  loved  over  any  creture, 
And  gan  for  him  fuche  paine  endure, 
That  on  a  time  fhe  him  tolde 
That  if  he  her  ne  lovin  wolde 
That  her  behovid  nedis  die j. 
There  laie  none  othir  remedie. 

But  natheleffe  for  hisbeaute 
So  feirs  and  dangerous  was  he, 
That  he  n'olde  grauntin  her  aflcing 
Jfor  wepingne  for  faire  praying. 

And  when  fhe  herde  him  werne  her  fo 
She  had  in  hert  fo  grete  wo, 
And  toke  it  in  fo  grete  difpite, 
That  (he  withoutin  more  refpite 
Was  dede  anon  ;  but  ere  fhe  diedc 
Ful  piteoufly  to  God  fhe  preide 
That  the  proude  hertid  Narciffus, 
That  was  in  love  fo  daungerous, 
Might  on  a  day  ben  hampered  fo 
For  love,  and  bene  fo  hotc  for  wo, 
That  ner  he  might  to  joie  attaine, 
Than  fhould  he  fele  in  every  vainc 
What  forow  true  loveris  maken 
That  ben  villainoufly  forfaken. 


This  prsyir  was  but  refouable, 
Therfore  God  helde  it  ferme  and  ftable, 
For  Narciffus,  fhortly  to  tell, 
By  a,venture  came  to  that  well 
To  reft  him  in  the  fhadowing 
O  day  when  he  came  from  hunting. 
This  Narciffus  had  fuffrid  paines, 
For  renning  all  day  in  the  plaines, 
And  was  for  thurft  in  greate  diftreffe 
Of  herte,  and  of  his  werineffe, 
That  had  hisbrethe  almoft  benomen. 
"Whan  he  was  to  tjiat  wel  icouien, 


That  fhadowed  was  with  braunchis  grcnc, 
He  thought  of  thilk^  watir  fhene 
To  drinke,  and  frefhe  him  wele  withall, 
And  doune  on  knees  he  gan  to  fall, 
And  forth  his  necke  and  hed  outftraught,' 
To  drinkin  of  that  well  a  draught ; 
And  in  the  watre'  anohe  was  fene 
His  nofe,  his  mouthe,  his  eyin,  fhcne, 
And  he  therof  was  all  abafhed, 
His  owne  fhadowe  had  him  betrafhed^ 
For  wel  wende  he  the  forme  to  fe 
Of  a  childe  of  full  grete  beaute  : 
Full  well  couth  Love  him  wreke  tho 
'Of  daungir  and  of  pride  alfo 
That  Narciffus  fomtime  him  here ; 
He  quite  him  well  his  guerdon  therej 
For  he  mufid  fo  in  the  well 
That  fhortily,  the  fothe  to  tell, 
He  lovid  his  owne  fhadowe  fo 
That  at  the  laft  he  ftarfe  for  wo ; 
For  whan  he  fawe  that  he  his  will 
Might  in  no  manir  way  fulfill, 
And  that  he  was  fo  fade  caught 
That  he  him  couthe  comfort  naught, 
He  loft  his  witte  right  in  that  place, 
And  deide  within  a  litill  fpace  ; 
And  thus  his  warifon  he  toke 
For  the  lady  that  he  forfoke. 

Ladies,  I  praie  enfample  taketh^ 
Ye  that  ayenft  your  love  miftaketh  j 
If  of  ther  deth  you  be  to  witc 
Good  canful  wel  your  wile  quite. 

Whan  this  letter,  of  whiche  I  tell, 
Had  taught  me  that  it  was  the  welt 
Of  Narciffus  in  his  beaute, 
I  gan  anon  withdrawe  me 
When  it  fell  in  m$  remembraunce 
That  him  betide  faclie  a  mjfchaunce  J 
But  at  the  lafte  than  thoughtin  I 
That  fcatheleffe  full  fickirly 
I  might  unto  the  welle  g;o, 
Wheroffhulllabafhinfo? 
Unto  the  welle  than  went  1  me, 
And  doune  I  loutid  for  to  fe 
The  clere  watir  in  the  ftone, 
And  eke  the  gravel,  whiche  that  fhone 
Dcune  in  th'  botorn  as  filvir  fine, 
For  of  the  welle  this  is  the  fine, 
In  world  is  none  fo  clere  of  hewe, 
The  watre  is  ever  frefh  and  newc, 
That  welmith  up  with  wavis  bright 
The  mountenaunce  of  two  fingir  hight, 
About  it  is  the  graffe  fpringing 
For  moifte  fo  thicke  and  weil  liking 
That  it  ne  may  in  wintir  die 
No  more  than  may  the  fee  be  dfie. 


Doune  at  the  botome  fet  fawe  t 
Two  criftal  ftonis  craftily, 
In  thilke  frefhe  and  faire  well ; 
But  o  thinge  fothly  dare  I  tell 
That  ye  woll  holde  a  grete  rnervailc 
Whan  It  is  tolde  withoutin  fuilc, 
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For  whan  the  funne  clere  in  fight 

Caft  in  that  welle  his  beniis  bright, 

And  that  the  hete  defcendid  is, 

Than  taketh  the  criftall  ftoae  i-wis 

Againe  the  funne  an  hundrid  hewis, 

Blewc,  yelow,  red,  that  frefh  and  new  is, 

Yet  hath  the  mervailous  criftall 

Suchc  ftrength  that  the  place  ovir  all, 

Both  foule  and  trex  and  levis  grene, 

And  all  the  yerdc,  in  it  is  fene  : 

And  for  to  don  you  to'  undirftondc 

To  make  enfample  wol  I  fonde  ; 

Right  as  a  mirrour  opinly 

Shewith  al  thing  that  ftondeth  thereby, 

As  well  the  colour  as  figure, 

Withoutin  any  covirture, 

Right  fo  the  criftall  ftone  fhining, 

Withoutin  any  difceving, 

The  entrees  of  the  yerde  accufeth 

To  him  that  in  the  watir  mufeth, 

For  evir  in  \vhiche  halfe  ye  be 

Ye  may  wele  halfe  the  gardine  fe, 

And  if  ye  turne  ye  may  right  wele 

Sene  the  rermnaunt  every  dele, 

For  there  is  none  fo  litil  thing 

So  hid  ne  clofin  with  fluting 

That  it  n'is  fcne,  as  though  it  were 

Ypainted  in  the  criftall  there. 

This  is  the  mirrour  perillus 

In  whiche  the  proude  Nardffus 

Sey  al  his  fuire  face  fo  bright 

That  made  hyn  fith  to  lie  upright, 

For  who  fo  loke  in  that  mirrour 

There  may  nothing-ben  his  focour 

That  he  ne  fhal  there  fe  fomthing 

That  fhal  him  lede  into  laughing  : 

Ful  many"  a  worthy  man  hath  it 

Yblent,  for  folke  of  gretift  wit 

Ben  fone  ycaughthere  and  y waited  ; 

Withouten  refpite  ben  they,  baited  : 

Here  comith  to  folke  of  newe  rage, 

•Here  chaungith  many  wight  co^age, 

Here  lithe  no  rede  ne  witte  therto, 

For  Venus  fonne,  Dan  Cupido, 

Hath  fowin  there  of  love  the  fede, 

That  helpe  ne  lithe  there  non  ne  rede, 

So  cerclith  it  the  welle  about; 

His  ginnis  hath  he  fet  without, 

Right  for  to  catche  in  his  panters 

Thefe  damofels  and  bachilers ; 

JLove  will  none  othir  birdis  catche 

Though  he  fet  eithir  nette  or  latche  ; 

And  for  the  fede  that  here  was  fowcn. 

This  welle  is  cleped,  as  well  is  knowen, 

The  Welle  of  Love  of  very  right, 

Of  whiche  there  heth  ful  many  wight 

Spokin  in  bokis  diverfely ; 

But  thei  fhul  ner  fo  verily 

Difcripcion  of  the  welle  here, 

Ne  eke  the  fothe  of  this  matere, 

As  ye  fhul  whan  1  have  undo 

The  crafte  that  here  belongith  to. 


Alway  me  likid  for  to  dwell 

To  fcne  the  chriftall  in  the  well, 

That  fhewid  me  ful  opinly 

A  thoufande  thingis  faftc  by  ; 

But  I  may  faie  in  fory  houre 

Stode  I  to  lokin  or  to  poure, 

For  fithin  I  fore  have  yfikid 

That  mirrour  hath  me  now  entrikcd ; 

But  had  I  firft  knowen  in  my  wit. 

The  vertu  and  ftrengthis  of  it, 

I  n'olde  not  have  mufid  there; 

Me  had  bettir  ben  ellis<-where, 

For  in  the  fnare  I  fell  anone    • 

That  had  bitrefhid  many  one. 

In  thilke  mirrour  fawe  I  tho, 
Among  a  thoufande  thingis  mo,   : 
A  rofir  chargid  ful  of  rolls, 
That  with  an  hedge  aboute  encldfed  is; 
Tho  had  I  fuche  luft  and  envie, 
That  for  Paris  ne  for  Pavie 
N'olde  I  have  left  to  gone  and  fe 
There  gretift  hepe  of  rofis  be. 
Whan  I  was  with  this  rage  yhente, 
That  caught  hath  many'  a  man  and  fhentr, 
Towarde  the  rofir  gan  I -go, 


And  whan  I  was  not  ferre  there  fro 
The  favour  of  the  rofis  fote 


. 


Me  fmote  right  to  the  herte  rote, 

As  I  had  all  enbaumid  me ; 

And  if  I  n'ad  endoutid  me 

To  have  ben  hatid  or  aflailed 

My  thankis  wol  I  not  have  failed 

To  pull  a  Rofe  of  al  that  route 

:To  berin  in  mine  honde  aboute, 

;  And  fmellin  to  it  where  I  went ; 

But  er  1  dredde  me  to  repent, 

And  lefte  it  grevid  or  forthought 

The  lorde  that  thilke  gardin  wrought. 

Of  rofis  there  werin  grete  wone, 

So  faire  werin  nevir  in  Rone  ; 

Of  knoppis  clofe  fome  fawe  I  there, 

And  fome  wel  bettir  woxin  were, 

And  fome  there  ben  of  othir  moifon, 

That  drowe  nigh  to  ther  fefon, 

And  fpedde  'hem  fafte  for  to  fpredde  ;' 

I  love  wel  fuche  rofis  redde, 

For  brode  rofis  and  open'  aMb 

Ben  paffid  in  a  daie  or  two, 

But  knoppis  wollin  frefhe  be 

Two  daies  at  left  or  ellis  thre  : 

The  knoppis  gretely  likid.  me, 

For  fairir  maie  there  no  man  fe ; 

Who  fo  might  havin  one  of  all 

It  ought  him  ben  ful  lefe  withall : 

Might  I  garlonde  of  'hem  getten 

For  no  richeffe  I  wolde  it  letten. 

Amonges  the  knoppis  I  chefe  one 
So  faire,  that  of  the  remenaunt  none 
Ne  preife  I  halfe  fo  wel  as  it 
Whan  I  avifin  in  my  wit ; 
It  fo  wel  was  enluminid 
With  colour  red,  as  well  finicl 
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.As  Nature  couth  it  ruukin  faire, 

And  it  hath  levis  \vel  foure  paire, 

That  Kind  halh  fet  through  his  knowing; 

Aboute  the  reude  rofis  fpringing 

The  ftalke  ywas  as  riftu'  right, 

And  theron  ftode  the  knoppe  upright, 

That  it  ne  bowed  upon  no  fide ; 

The  fote  fmell  yfprong  fo  wide 

That  ic  died  al  the  place -aboute  : 

Whan  I  had  fmelled  the  favour  fotc 

No  will  had  I  fro  then-ce  yet  go, 

But  fomdele  nere  it  went  I  tho 

To  take  it,  but  mine  hoade  for  drede 

Ne  durft  I  to  the  Rofe  bede 

For  thifteles  fharpe  of  many  maners, 

Ketlis,  thornis,  and  hokid  briers, 

For  muche  they  diftourhlid  me, 

for  fore  I  dradde  to  haruiid  be. 


The  god  of  Love,  with  bowe  ybent, 

That  al  daie  fet,had  his  talent 

To  purfue  and  to  fpyin  me, 

Was  ftondin  by  a  fig'ge  tre, 

And  whan  he  (awe  Low  that  I 

Had  chofm  fo  ententifely 

The  bothum  more  wnto  my  pay 

Than  any  othir  that  I  fay, 

He  toke  an  arowe  fharpely  whette, 

And  in  his  bowe  when  it  was  fette 

He  flreight  up  to  his  ere  ydrough 

The  ilronge  bowe  that  was  fo  towgb, 

And  fhotte  at  me  fo  wondir  fmerte 

That  through  mine  eye  unto  mine  hcrtc 

The  takil  fmote,  and  depe  it  wente, 

Andtherwith  al  fuch  colde  me  hente 

That  undir  clothis  waroae  and  foftc 

Sin  that  day  1  feave  chivered  ofte. 

Whan  I  was  hurte  thus  in  ftounde 
I  fell  doune  plat  unto  the  grounde, 
Mine  herte  failid  and  faintid  aie, 
And  longe  time  in  fwoune  1  laic ; 
But  whan  I  came  out  of  fwouning,   , 
And  hadde  my  wittc  and  my  feling, 
I  was  all  mate,  and  wende  full  wele 
Of  blode  t'  have  lorne  u  full  grete  dele, 
But  tertes  th'  arowe  that  in  me  ftode 
Of  me  ne  drewe  no  droppe  of  blode ; 
For  why  ?  I  founde  my  woundes  all  drie. 

Than  toke  I  with  mine  ;hondis  tweie 
The  'arowe,  and  full  faft  it  out  plight, 
And  in  the  pulling  fore  I  fight ; 
So  at  the  laft  the  flraft  of  tre 
I  drough  out  with  the  fethirs  thre, 
But  yet  the  hokid  hedde  i-wis, 
The  whiche  Beaute  ycallid  is, 
Gan  fo  depe  in  mine  herte  pace 
That  lit  ne  might  not  arace, 
But  in  mine  herte  ftill  it  ftode, 
All  bledde  I  not  a  droppe  of  blode  : 
I  was  bothe  anguifhous  and  trouble 
For  the  peril!  that  I  fawe  double  ; 
I  ne  wift  what  to  faie  or  doe, 
Ne  get  a  kche  my  woundis  to, 


. 


For  neither  thorough  grafle  ne  rott* 
Ne  had  I  helpc  of  hope  ne  botc, 
But  to  the  bothum  evir'mo 
Mine  herte  drewe,  for  all  my  wo 
My  thought  was  in. none  othir  thing, 
For  had  it  ben  in  my  keping 
It  would  have  brought  my  life,  again. 
For  certis  evenly,  I  dare  fain, 
The  fight  onely  and  the  favour 
Aleggid  moche  of  my  languor. 
Than  gan  I  for  to  drawe  me 
Toward  the  bothum  faire  to  fe, 
And  Love  bad  gctte  him  in  this  throwe 
An  othir  ar  owe  into'  his  bowe, 
And  for  to  ftiotin  gan  him  drefTe  ; 
The  arowes  name  was  Simplenefle  : 
And  whan  that  Love  gan  nigh  me  nere 
He  drowe  it  up  withoutin  were, 
And  ftiote  at  me  with  all  his  might, 
So  that  this  arowe  a  none  right 
Throughout  mine  eigh,  as  it  was  founde. 
Into  mine  herte  hath  made  a  wounde  ; 
Than  I  anone  did  all  my  craft 
For  to  ydrawin  out  the  {haft, 
And  therewithall  I  fighid  eft; 
But  in  mine  hert  the  hedde  was  left, 
Whiche  aie  encrefid  my  defire ; 


Unto  the  bothum  drewe  I  nere, 
And  evirmo  that  me  was  wo 
The  more  defire  had  I  to  go 
Unto  the  rofir,  where 
The  frefhe  bothom  fo  bri 
Bettir  me  were  to'  have 
But  it  behovid  nedis  me 


ightofhewe; 
:lettinbe, 


- 


;To"doen  right  a:r'mine  herte  baddc, 
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For  er  the  body  muft  be  ladde 
Aftir  the  herte  ia  wele  and  wo, 
Of  force  togithir  thei  muft  go  ; 
But  nevir  this  archir  would  fine 
To  fhote  at  me  with  all  his  pine,    "" 
And  for  to  make  me  to  him  mete. 

The  thirde  arowe  he  gan  to  flietc, 
Whan  beft  his  time  he  might  efpie, 
The  whiche  was  naniid  Curtifie, 
Into  mine  herte  he  did  avale  : 
A  fwoune  1  fell  bothe  dedde  and  pale  j 
Long  time  I  laie,  and  ftirid  nought 
Till  I  abraiett-Q.ut  of  my  thought, 
And  fafte  than  \  avifid  me 
To  drawin  out  the  {haft  of  tre  ; 
But  aye  the  hedde  was  lefte  behinde 
For  ought  I  couthe  pull  or'winde  ; 
So  fore  it  {licked  whan  I  was  hit 
That  by  no  crafte  I  might  it  flit, 
But  anguiftious  and  full  of  thought 
I  felt  foche  wo  my  wounde  aie  wrought, 
That  fomoned  me  alwaie  to  go 
Toward  the  Rofe  that  plefed  me  fo ; 
But  I  ne  durft  in  no  manere, 
Becaufe  the  archir  was  fo  nere.  " 

For  evirmore  gladly',  as  Irede, 
Brent  child  of  fire  hath  mochil  drede  i 
And  certis  yet  for  all  my  pein 
Though  that  I  Cgh,  yet  arowis  rein, 
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id  ground  quarelh,  fharpe  of  ftele, 
;  for  no  pain  that  I  might  fele, 
fet  might  I  not  my  felf  with  hold 

ic  faire  rofir  to  behold, 
?or  Love  me  yave  foche  hardiment 
i-'or  to  fulfill  his  commaundement ; 
Jpon  my  fete  I  rofe  up  than 
eble  as  a  forwounded  man, 
ad  forthe  to  gon  my  might  I  fet, 

for  the  archir  n'olde  I  let  : 
Toward  the  rout  faft  I  drowe, 
thornis  fharpe  mo  than  iriow 
jre  were,  and  alfo  thifteles  thicke, 

breris  brimme  for  to  pricke, 
lat  I  ne  might  ygettin  grace 
rough  the  rough  thornis  for  to  pace 
To  fene  the  rofis  frefhe  of  hewe ; 
muft  abide  though  it  me  rewe  : 
ic  hedge  about  fo  thicke  was, 
lat  cloied  the  rofis  in  compas. 
But  o  thing  likid  me  right  wele, 
was  fo  nigh  that  I  might  fele 
'  the  bothom  the  fote  odour, 
Ind  alfo  fe  the  frefhe  coloure, 
Lnd  that  right  gfetely  likid  me 
That  I  fo  nere  mightin  it  fe  ; 
Soche  joie  anon  thereof  had  I 
That  I  forgate  my  malady ; 
To  fene  it  I  had  foche  delite 
Of  woe  and  angre'  I  was  all  quite, 
And  of  my  woundes  that  1  had  there, 
For  nothing  likin  me  might  more 
Than  dwellirt  by  the  fofir  aie, 
And  thens  nevir  to  paffe  awaie  : 
But  whan  a  while  I  had  be  thare 
The  god  of  Love,  whiche  all  to  fhare 
Mine  herte  with  his  arowis  kene, 
'  Cafteth  him  to  yeve  me  woundis  grene  ; 
He  Ihote  at  me  full  haftily 
An  arowe  namid  Companies 
The  whiche  takil  is  full  able 
To  make  thefe  ladies  merciable ; 
Than  I  anon  gan  chaungin  hewe 
For  grevaunce  of  my  wounde  newe, 
That  I  again  fell  in  fwouning, 
And  fighid  fore  in  complaining. 

Sore  I  complained  that  my  fore 
On  me  gan  grevin  more  and  more  j 
I  had  none  hope  of  allegiance, 
So  nigh  I  drowe  to  difperaunce  ; 
I  ne  nought  of  deth  ne  of  life, 
Whethir  that  Love  ywould  me  drife  ; 
If  me  a  martir  wold  he  make 
I  might  his  powir  not  forfake  : 
And  while  for  angir  thus  I  woke 
The  god  of  Love  and  arowe  toke  ; 
Full  fharp  it  was  and  full  poinaunt, 
And  it  was  callid  Faire  Semblaunt, 
The  whiche  in  no  wife  would  confent 
That  any  lover  him  repent 
To  fervc  his  love  with  herte  and  all 
For  any  perill  that  maie  fall  : 
But  though  this  arowe  was  kene  grounds 
As  any  rafor  that  is'  f<?un<Je 
VOL.  I, 


To  cutte  and  kervin  at  the  poin&, 

The  god  of  Love  it  had  anoint 

With  a  full  precious  ointment, 

Some  dele  to  yeve  elegenrlent 

Upon  the  woundis  that  he  hade 

Thorough  the  eye  in  my  herte  made, 

To  helpe  her  foris  and  to  cure, 

And  that  thei  maie  the  bette  indure  ; 

But  yet  this  arowe  without  more 

Made  in  mine  herte  a  large  fore, 

That  in  full  grete  pain  I  abode, 

But  aie  the  ointment  went  abrode  ; 

Throughout  my  woundis  large  and  wide 

It  fprede  about  in  every  fide, 

Thorough  whofe  vertue  and  whofe  might 

Mine  herte  joifull  was  and  light ; 

I  had  ben  dedde  and  all  to  fhent 

But  for  the  precious  ointment. 

The  ihaft  I  drowe  out  of  the  arowe, 

Roking  for  wo  right  wondir  narowe, 

But  the hedde,whiche  that  made  mefmertcy 

I  left  behinde  in  mine  herte 

With  othir  fower,  I  dare  well  faie, 

That  nevir  woll  be  toke  awaie ; 

But  the  ointment  halpe  me  wele, 

And  yet  foche  forowe  did  I  fele, 

That  alle  daie  I  chaungid  hewe 

Of  my  woundis  fo  frefhe  and  newe, 

As  men  might  fe  in  my  vifage  i 

The  arowes  were  fo  full  of  rage, 

So  variaunt  of  diverfite, 

That  men  in  everiche  might  fe 

Both  grete  anoie  and  eke  fwetneffe  ; 

And  joie  ymeint  with  bittirneffe  : 

Now  were  thei  efy  and  now  wode  ; 

In  them  I  felt  bothe  harme  and  gode ; 

Now  fore  without  alleggement, 

Now  foftining  with  the  ointment : 

It  foftenid  here  and  prickid  there  ; 

Thus  efe  and  angir  were  yfere. 


The  god  of  Love  delivirly 

Came  lepande  to  me  haftily, 

And  fayid  to  me  in  grete  jape, 

Yelde  the,  for  thou  niaie  not  efcape1, 

Maie  no  defence  availe  the  here, 

Therfore  I  rede  make  no  daungere  : 

If  thou  wolt  yelde  the  haftily 

Thou  {halt  the  rathir  have  mercie ; 

He  is  a  fole  in  fikerneffe 

That  with  daungir  or  with  ftoutneffe 

Rebellith  there  that  he  fhould  plefe  ; 

In  foche  folie  is  little  efe ; 

Be  meke  where  thou  muft  nedis  bowe 

To  ftrive  ayen  is  not  thy  prowe  : 

Come  at  onis,  and  have  idoe, 

For  I  wolle  that  it  be  fo  ; 

Than  yelde  the  here  debonairly. 

And  I  anfwerid  full  humbly, 

All  gladly,  Sir,  at  your  bidding 

I  woll  me  yelde  in  alle  thing  : 

To  your  fervice  I  woll  me  take, 

For  God  defende  that  I  fhould  make 
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Ayen  your  bidding  refiftence  ; 
I  woll  not  doen  fo  grete  offence, 
For  if  I  did  it  were  no  flail ; 
Ye  maie  do  with  me  what  ye  will, 
Or  fave  or  fpill,  and  alfo  flo- ; 
Fro  you  in  no  wife  may  I  go  ; 
My  life,  mv  deth,  is  in  your  honde, 
j  maie  not  lafte  out  of  your  bonde  ; 
Plaine  at  your  lifte  I  yeld£  me, 
Hoping  in  hert  that  fomtime  ye 
Comforts  and  efe  flmld  to  me  fendc, 
Or  els  fhortly,  this  is  the  ende, 
Withoutin  helth  I  mote  aie  dure  ] 
But  if  ye  take  me  to  your  cure  : 
Comforts  or  helth  how  fhuld  I  have", 
Sithe  ye  me  hurte,  but  ye  may  fave  ? 
The  helth  of  Love  mote  be  yfounde 
"Where  as  thei  tokin  firft  the  wounde  ; 
And  if  ye  lifte  of  me  to-  make 
Your  prifoner,  I  woll  it  take 
Of  herte,and  will  fully  at  gre  : 
"Wholy  and  plaine  I  yelde  me 
"Withoutin  feining  or  feintife. 
To  be  governed  by  you  emprife  : 
Of  you  I  here  fo  mochil  prife 
I  \vol  ben  whole  at  your  devife 
For  to  fulfill  all  your  liking, 
And  to  repentin  for  nothing, 
Hoping  to  have  yet  in  fome  tide 
Mercy  of  that  that  I  abide  : 
And  with  that  covenaunt  yelde  I  me, 
Anon  doune  knelingon  my  kne, 
Profiring  for  to  kifle  his  fete, 
But  for  noth'n^  he  woul.1  m;  lete  ; 

And  faid,  I  love  the  both  and  preife, 
Sens  that  thine  anfwere  doth  me  efe, 
For  thou  anfwered  fo  curtiily; 
For  nowe  I  wote  well  uttiily 
That  thou  art  gentil  by  thy  fpeche, 
For  though  a  man  ferre  woulde  feche, 
He  fhould  not  findin  in  certaine 
No  fuche  anfwere  of  no  vilaine, 
For  fuch  a  worde  ne  might.',  nought 
Iffue  out  of  a  vilaines  thought  : 
Thou  fhalt  not  fefin  of  thy  fpeche, 
For  thy  helping  willin  I  eche 
And  eke  encrefm  that  I  maie  ; 
But  firft  I  wolt  that  thou  obaie 
Fully  for  thine  own  avauntage 
Anone  to  do  me  here  homage, 
And  fithin  kifle  thou  {halt  my  mouthe, 
Whiche  to  no  vilaine  was  ner  couthe 
For  to'  aproche  it  ne  for  to  touche  j 
For  faufe  of  cherlis  I  ne  vouche 
That  thei  fhal  nevir  neigh  it  nere  ? 
For  curteis  and  of  faire  manere, 
"Wei  taught  and  ful  of  gentilnefie, 
He  muft  yben  that  {hall  me  kifle, 
And  alfo  of  ful  highe  fraunchife 
That  ftial  atteirte  to  that  emprife. 

And  firft  of  o  thing  warne  I  the, 
That  paine  and  gret  adverfite 
He  mote  endure,  and  eke  travaile, 
That  fhal  me  ferve  withoutin  failej 
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But  there  againft  the  to  comfu*ie> 
And  with  thy  fervice  to  difporte, 
Thou  maift  ful  glad  and  joylull  be 

50  gode  a  maifter  to'  have  as  me, 
And  lorde  of  fo  high  renoun ; 

I  here  of  Love  the  gonfenoun, 
And  of  Curtifie  the  bancre, 
For  I  am  of  felfe  the  manere, 
Gentill  and  curteis,  meke  and  fre, 
That  who  evir  ententife  be> 
Me  to  honour,  re-doute,  and  ferver 
And  alfo  that  he  him  obferve 
Fro  trefpace  and  fro  villanie, 
And  him  governe  in  c.  rtific, 
With  will  and  with  entenciott  J 
For  when  he  firft  in  nry  prifon 
Is  caught,  than  muft  be  uttirly 
Fro  thennis-forth  ful  befily 
Ycaft  him  gentill  for  to  be, 
Yf  he  defire  helpe  of  me. 

Anone  withotitin  more  delaie, 
Withoutin  daungir  or  affraie, 
I  become  his  vaffal  anone, 
And  gave  him  thankes  many  a  one. 
And  knelid  doune  with  hondfs  joint, 
And  made  it  in  my  porte  iull  queint  y 
The  joye  went  to  my  hert'is  rote 
Whan  I  had  kifled  his  mouthe  fo  fote; 
I  had  fuche  mirth  and  fuch  liking 
It  curid  me  of  languiflting. 
He  aficed  of  me  than  hoftages  ; 
I  have  takin  fele  homages 
Of  one  and  othir  where  F  have  bene, 
Diftreinid  ofte  withoutin  wene  : 
Thefe  felons  ful  of  falfite 
Have  many  fithes  begilid  me, 
And  through  falflied  ther  luft  achived, 
Wherof  I  repent  and  am  greved  : 
And  I  'hem  gettee  in  my  daungere 
Ther  falflieed  ftml  thei  bie  ful  dere; 
But  for  I  love  the'  I  faie  the  plaine 
I  woll  of  the  be  more  certaine, 
For  the  fore  I  will  now  ybinde 
That  thou  away  ne  {halt  not  winde 
For  to  denien  thy  covenant 
Or  done  that  is  not  avenaunt : 
That  thou  were  falfe  it  wer  grete  ruth, 
Sithe  thou  femift  fo  ful  of  truth. 

Sir,  if  the  lifte  to  underftaunde 
I  merveile  the'  afking  this  demaunde  : 
For  why  or  wherfore  ftioulde  ye 
Hoftage  or  borowes  alke  of  me, 
Or  any  othir  fikirneffe, 

51  thin  ye  wote  in  fothfaftnefle 
That  ye  me  have  furprifid  fo, 

And  whole  mine  herte  takin  me  fro, 

That  it  woll  doe  for  me  nothing 

But  if  it  be  at  your  bidding  ? 

Mine  hert  isyoiirs,  and  mine  right  nought,. 

As  it  behoveth,  in  dede  and  thought, 

Redy  in  all  to  worche  your  will, 

Whethir  fo  tourne  to  gode  o--  ill; 

So  fore  it  luftith  you  to  plefe 

No  man  thcrof  maie  you  difcfc 


THE   ROMAtfNT    OF    THE    ROSE. 


291 


Ye  have  theron  fet  foche  juftice 
That  it'is  werried  in  many  wife  ; 
And  if  ye  doubt  in  n'olde  obaie 
Ye  maie  therof  do  make  a  kaie 
And  hold  it  with  you  for  hoftage, 
Now,  certis,  this  is  none  outrage, 
(Quod  Love)  and  fully  I  accorde, 
For  of  the  bwdy"  he  is  full  lorde 
That  hath  the  hci  te  in  his  treforej 
Outrage  it  were  to  afkin  more. 


Than  of  his  aumener  he  drough 
A  little  keie  fetife  inough, 
Whichc  was  of  gold  poliihed  clere, 
And  faied  to  me,  With  this  keie  here 
Thine  herte  to  me  now  woll  I  fhet, 
For  all  thy  joifull  loke  and  knet 
I  binde  undir  this  little  keie, 
That  no  wight  maie  cary  awaie. 
This  keie  is  full  of  grete  pofte, 
With  whiche  anone  he  touchid  me 
Undir  the  fide  full  foftily, 
That  he  mine  herte  fodainly 
Without  any  doute  hath  fo  fpered 

'That  yet  right  nought  it  hath  me  dered. 

Whan  he  had  doin  his  will  all  out, 
And  I  had  put  him  out  of  dout, 

"Sir,  I  faied,  I  have  right  grete  will 
Your  luft  and  plefure  to  fulfill, 

'  JLoke  ye  my  fervice  take  at  gre 
By  thilkt  faith  ye  owe  to  me ; 
I  faie  nought  for  recreaundife. 
For  I  nought  doubt  of  your  fervice. 

But  this  fervaunt  travaileth  in  vain 
That  for  the  fervin  doeth  his  pain 
Unto  that  lorde  which  in  no  wife 
Conne  him  no  thanke  for  his  fervice. 


L,ove  fayid  tho,  Difmaie  the  nought ;' 
Sithe  thou  for  fuccour  haft  me  fought 
In  thanke  thy  fervice  woll  1  take, 
And  high  of  degre  woll  the  mak 
If  Wickednefle  fle  hindir  the, 
But  (as  I  hope)  it  (hail  nought  be ; 
To  worfhip  no  wight  by'  aventure 
Maie  come  but  that  he  pain  endure. 

Abide  and  fuffre  thy  diftrefle 
That  hurtith  now ;  it  fhall  be  lefle  : 
1  wote  my.felf  what  maie  the  fave, 
What  medicine  thou  wouldift  have. 

And  if  thy  truth  to  me  thou  kepe 
1  fhall  unto  thine  helping  eke, 
To  cure  thy  woundes  and  make 'hem  clene, 
Where  fb  that  thei  be  old  or  grene; 
Thou  fhalt  be  holpen',  at  wordis  few, 
For  certainly  thou  ihalt  well  fhewe 

^here  that  thou  fervift  with  gode  will, 
For  to  acomplifhe  and  fulfill 

ly  commaundementis  daie  and  night, 
Whiche  I  to  lovirs  yeve  of  right. 


Ah  Sir !  for  Godd'is  love  (faied  1) 
Er  ye  pafie  hens  ententifely 
Your  commaundementes  to  me  faie, 
And  I  fhall  kepe  'hem  if  1  maie, 
For  them  to  kepen'is  all  my  thought  ; 
And  if  fo  be  1  wote'hem  nought 
Than  maie  I  erre  unwittingly ; 
Wherefor  I  praie  you  entirly 
With  all  mine  herte  me  for  to  lere, 
That  I  trefpace  in  no  manere. 

The  god  of  Love  than  chargid  me 
Anon,  as  ye  fhall  here  and  fe 
Word<?  by  worde,  by  fight  emprife, 
So  as  The  Roma'unt  fhall  devife. 

The  maiftir  lefith  time  to  lere  0 

Whan  the  difciple  woll  not  here  ; 
It  is  but  vain  on  him  to  fwinke 
That  on  his  lerning  woll  not  thinke  : 
Who  fo  luft  love  let  him  intende, 
Fornow  The  Romance  ginneth  to'  amende* 

Now  is  gode  to  herin  in  faie, 
If  any  be  that  can  it  faie,       » 
And  poindt  it  as  the  refon  is 
Yfet,  for  othir  gate  i-wis 
It  fhall  nat  well  in  alle  thing 
Be  brought  to  gode  underftanding; 
For  a  reder  that  poinctith  ill 
A  gode  fentence  maie  o'tin  fj  ill. 
The  boke  is  gode  at  the  endingj 
Ymade  of  newe  and  luftie  thing, 
For  who  fo  woll  the  ending  here 
The  craft  of  Love  he  fhall  now  lere., 
If  that  he  woll  fo  long  abide 
Till  I  this  Romaunce  maie  unhide, 
And  undoe  the  fignifiaurice 
Of  this  dreme  into  Romaunce  : 
The  fothfaftnefle  that  now  is  hid 
Without  coverture  fhall  be  kid 
Whan  I  undoen  have  this  dreming, 
Wherein  no  words  is  of  lefing. 


Villanie  at  the  beginning 
I  woll,  faied  Love,  ovir  all  thing 
Thou  leve,  if  that  thou  wolt  ybe 
Falfe,  and  trefpace  ayenift  me  : 
I  curfe  and  blame  generally 
All  them  that  lovm  villanie, 
For  villanie  makith  villaine, 
And  by  his  dedes  a  chorle  is  feine* 

Thefe  villains  arne  without  pite, 
Frendfhip  and  love,  and  allbounte  i 
I  n'ill  receive  to  my  fervice 
Them  that  ben  vilains  of  emprife. 

But  undirftonde  in  thine  entent 
That  this  is  not  mine  entendement 
To  clepin  no  wight  in  no  age 
Onely  gentill  for  his  linage, 
But  who  fo  that  is  vertuous, 
And  in  his  port  not  outragious  J 
Whan  foche  one  thou  feeft  the  befonft, 
Though  he  be  not  gentill  yborne, 

Tij 
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Thou  mayift  Weil  feine  this  in  foth 
That  he  is  gentill,  bicaufe  he  doth 
As  longith  to  a  gentil  man  ; 
Of  them  none  othir  deme  I  can, 
For  certainly  withouten  drede 
A  chorle  is  demid  by  his  dede 
Or  hie  or  lowe,  as  ye  maie  fe, 
Or  of  what  kinrid  that  he  be  ; 
Ne  faie  nought  for  non  evill  will 
Thing  which  that  is  to  holdin  ftill  : 
It  is  no  worfliip  to  mifTcie, 
Thou  maieft  enfample  take  of  Keie, 
-That  was  fomthne  for  miflaying 
Yhatid  bothe  of  old  and  yong  : 
As  ferre  as  Gawein  the  worthie 
Was  praifid  for  his  curtifie 
Kaie  was  hatid,  fpr  he  was  fcllr 
Of  worde  difpitous  and  cruell ; 
Wherefore  be  wife  and  aqueintable, 
Godelie  of  worde,  and  refonable, 
Bothe  to  leffe  and  eke  to  mare  : 
And  whan  thou  comift  there  men  are 
Loke  that  thou  have  in  cuftome  aie 
Firft  to  falue  'hem  if  thou  maie; 
And  if  it  fall  that  of  'hem  fomme 
Salue  the  firft,  be  thou  not  domme, 
But  quite  him  curtifly  anon, 
Without  abiding,  er  thei  gon. 

For  nothing  eke  thy  tong  applie 
To  fpekin  wordes  of  ribaudrie  : 
To  vilaine  fpeche  in  no  degre 
Late  not  thy  lippe-  unboundin  be, 
For  I  nought  holde  him  in  gode  faith 
Curteis  that  foule  wordis  faith 
And  alle  women  ferve  and  preife, 
And  to  thy  power" there  honour  reife ; 
And  if  that  any  miffayrre 
Difpife  women  that  thou  maift  here, 
Blame  him,  andbiddehim  holde  him  ftill; 
And  fette  thy  might  and  al  thy  will 
Women  and  ladies  for  to  plefe, 
And  to  do  thing  that  may'hem  efe, 
That  thei  evir  fpeke  gode  of  the, 
For  fo  thou  maift  beft  praifid  be. 

Loke  that  fro  pride  thou  kepe  the  wele, 
For  thou  maift  both  perceive  and  fele 
That  pride  is  both  foly  and  finne ; 
And  he  that  pride  hath  him  within 
Ne  may  his  herte  in  no  wife 
Mekin,  nc  fouplin  to  fervice, 
For  pride  is  founde  in  every  parte, 
Contrarie  unto  Lov'is  arte  ; 
And  he  that  lovith  truily 
Should  him  conteine  jolily 
Withouten  pride  in  ibndry  wife, 
And  him  difguifin  in  queintice  ; 
For  queinte  aray,  withoutin  drede, 
Is  nothin  proude,  who  takith  hede, 
For  Frefhe  aray,  as  men  may  fe, 
Withouten  pride  may  oftin  be. 

Maintaine  thy  felfe  aftir  thy  rent 
Of  robe  and  eke  of  garment, 
For  many  a  fithe  faire  clothing 
A  man  amendith  iu  »iuch.g  Uiijige. 


And  loke  alway  that  thei  be  fhape 
(What  garment  that  thou  flialt  the  make) 
Of  him  that  can  the  beft  ydo, 
With  al  that  parteihith  therto, 
Pointis  and  fleves  be  wel  fittande 
Ful  right  and  ftreight  upon  the  hande  : 
Of  ftione  and  botis  newe  and  faire 
Loke  at  the  left  thou  have  a  paire, 
And  that  thei  fitte  fo  fetoufly 
That  thefe  rude  men  may  uttirly 
Mervaile,  fith  that  thei  fitte  fo  plaine, 
How  thei  come  on  or  of  againe  : 
Were  ftreighte  glovis,  with  aumere 
Of  filke  :  and  alway  with  gode  chere 
Thou  yeve,  if  that  thou  have  richefle, 
And  if  thou  have  nought  fpende  theleffc  : 
Alway  be  mery  if  thou  maie, 
But  wafte  not  thy  god  alwaie ; 
Have  hatte  of  flouris  frefhe  as  May, 
Chapelet  of  rofis  of  Whitfondaie. 
For  foche  araie  coftnith  but  lite ; 
Thine  hondiswafhe,  thy  tethe  make  whiter 
And  let  no  filthe  upon  the  be  : 
Thy  nails  blacke  if  thou  maieft  fe 
Voide  it  awaie  deliviry ; 
And  kembe  thine  hedde  right  jolily: 
Farce  not  thy  vifage  in  no  wife, 
For  that  of  Love  is  nat  th'  emprife, 
For  Love  doeth  hatin,  as  I  finde, 
A  beautie  that  cometh  nat  of  kinde  : 
Alwaie  in  herte  I  rede  the 
Ful  glad  and  mery  for  to  be, 
And  be  as  joyfull  as  thou  can  ; 
Love  hath  no  joie  of  forowfull  man, 
That  ill  is  full  of  curtifie, 
That  knowith  in  his  maladie 
For  evir  of  love  the  fickeneffe 
Is  meint  with  fwete  and  bittirnefle, 
The  fore  of  love  is  mervailous, 
For  now  the  lovir  is  joious, 
Now  can  he  plain,  now  can  he  grorre, 
Now  can  he  finge,  now  rmkin  mone  ; 
To  daie  he  plaineth  for  hevineffe, 
To  morue'  he  plaineth  for  jolinefle. 
The  life  of  love  is  full  contrarie, 
Whiche  ftounde  mele  can  oftin  varie  ; 
But  if  thou  canift  mirthis  make 
That  men  in  gre  woll  gladly  take 
Do  it  godely,  I  commaUnde  the  ; 
For  men  fhuld,  where  fo  er  thei  be, 
Doe  thing  that  'hem  befitting  is, 
For  therof  cometh  gode  loos  and  pris  ; 
Whereof  that  thou  be  vertuous 
Ne  be  nat  ftraunge  ne  daungerous  ; 
For  if  that  thou  gode  ridir  be 
Prickle  glady  that  men  maie  the  fe  : 
In  armis  alfo  ifthouconne 
Purfue  till  thou  a  name  haft  \vonne  : 
And  if  thy  voice,  he  faire  and  clere 
Thou  malt  makin  no  grete  daungere  ; 
Whan  the  to  fing  thei  godely  praic 
It  is  thy  worfliip  for  to'  obaie  : 
Alfo  to  you  it  longith  aie 
To  harpe  and  gitcrne,  daunce  and  plaie; 
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For  if  he  can  well  fote  and  daunce 

It  maie  him  gretely  doe  avaunce, 

Emong  eke  for  thy  ladie  fake 

Songis  and  complaintes  that  thou  make, 

For  that  woll  mevin  in  her  herte 

Whan  that  thei  redin  of  thy  fmerte  : 

Jjoke  that  no  man  for  fcarce  the  holde, 

For  that  maie  greve  the  manifolde ; 

Refon  woll  that  a  lovir  be 

In  his  yefti's  more  large  and  fre 

Than  chorles  that  berj  not  of  loving ; 

For  who  therof  can  any  thing 

He  fhall  be  lefe  aie  for  to  yeve, 

In  londis  lore  who  fo  would  leve, 

For  he  that  through  a  fodain  fight, 

Or  for  a  killing  anon  right, 

Yave  whole  his  herte  in  will  and  thought/ 

And  to  himfelf  kepith  right  nought, 

Aftir  this  fwift  gift  'tis  but  reafon 


He  give  his  gode  too  in  a  bandon. 


Now  woll  I  fhortly  here  reherce 

Of  that  I  have  yfaied  in  verce 

Alle  the  fentence  by  and  by 

In  wordis  fewe  compendioufly, 

That  thou  the  bet  maieft  on  'hem  thinke 

Wher  fo  it  be  thou  wake  or  winke, 

For  the  wordis  do  little  greve 

A  man  to  kepe  whan  thei  be  breve. 

Who  fo  with  Love  woll  gon  or  ride 
He  mote  be  curteis,  voide  of  pride, 
Merie,  and  full  of  jolite, 
And  of  largeffe  a  lofid  be. 

Firft  I  joigne  the  here  in  penaunce 
That  evir  without  repentaunce 
Thou  fet  thy  thought  in  thy  loving 
To  laft  withoutin  repenting, 
And  think  upon  thy  mirthis  fwete 
That  fhall  folue'  aftir  whan  ye  mete. 

And  for  thou  true  to  Love  fhalt  be 
I  will  and  eke  commaunde  the 
That  in  one  place  thou  fet  all  whole 
Thine  herte,  withoutin  halfin  dole, 
For  trecherie  and  fikirneffe, 
For  I  loved  nevir  doubleneffe. 
To  many*  his  herte  that  woll  depart 
Everiche  (hall  have  but  little  part, 
But  of  him  drede  I  me  right  nought 
That  in  one  place  fettith  his  thought ; 
Therefore  in  o  place  thou  it  fet, 
And  let  it  nevir  thennis  flet, 
For  if  thou  ycveft  it  in  lening 
I  holde  it  but  a  wretchid  thing; 
Therfore  yevith  it  whole  and  quite, 
And  thou  fhalt  have  the  more  merite  : 
If  it  be  lent  than  aftir  foen 
The  bounte  and  the  thanke  is  doen  ; 
But  in  love  a  fre  yevin  thing 
Requirith  a  grete  guerdoning. 

Yeve  it  in  yeft  all  quite  fully, 
And  make  thy  gift  debonairly, 
For  men  that  yeft  holdin  more  dere 
That  yevin  is  with  gladfome  chere. 


That  giftx-  nought  to  praifm  is 
That  a  man  gevith  mal  gre  his. 
Whan  thou  haft  yeven  thine  hert  (as  I 
rlave  faid  the  here  all  opinly) 
Than  aventuris  fliull  the  fall 
Whiche  hard  and  hevy  ben  with  all; 

'or  ofte  whan  thou  bethinkeft  the 
3f  thy  loving,  where  fo  thou  be, 
Fro  folke  thou  muft  depart  in  hie, 
That  none  perceive  thy  maladie, 
But  hide  thine  harme  thou  muft  alone 
And  go  forth  fole  and  make  thy  mone, 
Thou  fhalt  no  while  be  in  o  ftate, 
But  whilom  colde  and  whilom  hate, 
Mow  red  as  rofe,  now  yejowe'  and  fade  : 
Such  forow  I  trow  thou  ner  had ; 

otidien  ne  the  quarteine 
It  is  not  half  fo  full  of  peine ; 
For  oftin  timis  it  fha,l  fal 
In  love,  among  thy  painis  al, 
That  thou  thy  felfin  all  wholly 
Foryettin  fhalt  fo  uttirly 
That  many  timis  thou  fhalt  be 
Still  as  an  image  made  of  tre, 
Domme  as  a  ftone,  without  ftering 
Of  fote  or  honde,  without  fpeking. 
And  than  fone  aftir  al  thy  paine 
To  memo'rie  fhalt  thou  come  againe, 
A  man  abafhid  wondir  fore, 
And  aftir  fighin  more  and  more  ; 
For  wit  thou  wele  withoatin  wene 
In  fuche  a  ftate  ful  ofte  have  bene 
That  have  the'  evill  of  love  affaide, 
Where  thorough  thou  art  fo  difmaide. 


Aftir  a  thought  fhal  take  the  fo 
That  thy  love  is  to  ferre  the  fro, 
Thou  fhalt  fa  (God)  what  may  this  be 
That  I  ne  may  my  lady  fe  ? 
Mine  hert  alone  is  to  her  go, 
And  I  abide  al  fole  in  wo, 
Departid  fro  mine  owne  thought, 
And  with  mine  eyin  fe  right  nought, 

Alas !  mine  eien  fene  I  ne  may 
My  carefull  herte  to  convay  ; 
Mine  hert'is  guide  but  thei  be 
I  praife  nothing  what  er  thei  fe ; 
Shul  thei  abidin  than  ?  why,  nay, 
But  gone  and  fe  without  delay 
That  whiche  mine  hert  defirith  fo, 
For  certainly  but  if  thei  go 
I  fole  my  felfe  I  may  well  holde 
Whan  I  ne  fe  what  mine  hert  woldc 
Wherfore  I  wol  gone  her  to  fene, 
Or  efid  fhall  I  nevir  bene 
But  that  I  have  fome  tokining. 

Than  goft  thou  forth  without  dwelling 
But  ofte  thou  faileft  of  thy  defire 
Er  thou  maieft  come  her  any  nere, 
And  waiftift  in  vaine  thy  paflage ; 
Than  falift  thou  in  a  newe  rage ; 
For  want  of  fight  thou  ginnjft  murne, 
And  honuvarde  penfife  doft  f eturne, 
Tiij- 
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In  grete  mifchefe  than  fhalt  thou  be, 
For  than  againe  fhal  come  to  the 
Sighis  and  phintis,  with  newe  wo, 
That  no  itching  prickith  the  fo  ; 
Who  wote  it  nought  he  maie  go  lere 
Of  them  that  buyin  love  fo  dere. 

No  thing  thine  hert  appefm  maie, 
That  oft  thou  wolt  gone  and  affaie 
If  thou  maift  fene  by  aventure 
Thy  liv'is  joye,  thine  hert 'is  cure  ; 
So  that  by  grace  if  that  thou  might 
Attaine  of  her  to  have  a  fight 
Than  {halt  thou  done  non  othirdede 
But  with  that  fight  thine  eyin  fede. 
That  faire  freftiewhan  thou  maift  fe 
Thine  hert  fhal  fo  ravifhid  be 
That  ner  thou  woldeft  thy  thankis  lete, 
Ne  remove  fpr  to  fe  that  fwete  : 
The  more  thou  feeft,  in  fothfaftneffe, 
The  more  thou  coviteft  that  fwetenefle ; 
The  more  thine  herte  brennith  in  fire 
The  jriore  thine  herte  is  in  defire, 
For  who  confidrith  every  dele, 
It  may  be  likened  wondir  welc 
The  paine  of  love  unto  a  fere, 
For  evirmore  thou  neighift  nere 
In  thought,  or  how  fo  that  it  be, 
(For  very  fothe  I  tel  it  the) 
The  hotter  evir  fhalt  thou  brenne, 
As  experience  {hall  the  kenne  ; 
Where  fo  comift  in  any  cofte 
\Vho  is  next  fire  he  brennith  mofte  : 
And  yet  forfothe  for  al  thine  hete, 
Though  thou  for  love  fwelte  and  fwete, 
Ne  for  no  thing  thou  felin  may, 
Thou  fhalt  not  wille  to  paffe  away; 
And  though  thou  go,  yet  muft  the  nedc 
Thinkin  al  day  on  her  faire  hede 
Whom  thou  behejde  with  fp  gode  will, 
And  holde  thy  felfe  bcgilid  ill 
That  thou  ne  haddeft  none  hardiment 
To  fhewe  her  aught  of  thine  entent ; 
Thine  hert  ful  fore  thou  wolt  difpife, 
And  eke  repreve  of  cowardife, 
That  thou  io  dull  in  every  thing 
Were  domme  for  drede  without  fpeking. 
Thou  fhalt  eke  thinke  thou  diddeft  foly 
That  thou  were  her  fo  fafte  bie 
A.nd  durft  not  venture  the  to  fay 
Some  thing  er  that  thou  came  away, 
For  thou  haddift  no  more  wonne 
To  fpeke  of  her  whan  thou  begonne  ; 
But  yet  if  fne  would  for  thy  fake 
In  armis  godely  the  have  take, 
It  fhould  have  be  more  worthe  to  the 
Than  of  trefour  a  grete  plente. 

Thusfhaltthoumorne  and  eke  complaine, 
And  get  enchefon  t'o  gon  againe 
Unto  thy  walke  or  to  thy  place 
Where  thou  beheldc  her  ffefhly  face  j 
And  n'ere  for  falfe  fufpedtion 
Thou  woldift  finde  occafion 
For  to  gone  in  unto  her  houfe  j 
Thou  arne  than  fo  defirpus 


A  fight  of  her  bat  for  to  have, 
If  thou  thine  honour  mightift  favc, 
Or  any  erande  mightift  make, 
Thidir  for  thy  lov'is  fake, 
Ful  faine  thou  woldift,  but  for  drede 
Thou  goeft  not,  left  that  men  take  hede  ; 
Wherfore  I  rede  in  thy  going, 
And  alfo'  in  thine  again  coniming, 
Thou  be  wel  ware  that  men  ne  wit ; 
Feine  the  othir  caufe  than  it 
To  go  that  waie,  or  fafte'bie; 
To  helin  wel  is  no  folie ; 
And  if  fo  be  it  happe*  the 
That  thou  thy  love  there  maiftie  yfe, 
In  fikir  wife  thou  her  falewe, 
Wherwith  thy  coloure  well  tranfmewe, 
And  eke  thy  bloud  fhal  al  to  quake, 
Thy  hewe  eke  chaungin  for  her  fake, 
But  worde  and  wit,  with  chere  ful  pale, 
Shul  want  for  to  tellin  thy  tale  ; 
And  if  thou  maift  fo  ferforth  winne 
That  thou  to  refon  durft  beginne, 
And  woldift  faine  thre  thinges  or  mo, 
vFhou  fhalt  ful  fcarfly  faine  the  two  ; 
Though  thou  bethinke  the  ner  fo  welc 
Thou  fhalt  foryetin  yet  fomdele. 


But  if  thou  dele  with  trechery, 
For  falfe  lovirs  mowe  all  fully 
Sain  what  'hem  luft  withoutin  dred, 
Thei  be  fo  double'  in  ther  falfhed, 
For  thei  in  hert  can  thinke  o  thing 
And  faine  an  othre'  in  ther  fpeking  ; 
And  whan  thy  fpeche  is  endid  all 
Right  thus  to  the  it  fhal  befall ; 
If  any  worde  than  come  to  minde 
That  thou  to  fay  haft  left  behinde, 
Than  thou  fhalt  brenne  in  grete  martire, 
For  thou  fhalt  brenne  as  any  fire  : 
This  is  the  ftrife  and  eke  the'  affraie, 
And  the  batill,  that  laftith  aie  : 
This  bargaine  ende  may  nevir  take 
But  if  that  fhe  thy  pece  wil  make. 

And  whan  the  night  is  come  anon 
A  thoufande  angres  fhal  come  on  : 
To  bed  as  faft  thou  woke  the  dight, 
Where  thou  fhalt  have  but  fmal  delight, 
For  whan  thou  wenift  for  to  flepe 
So  ful  of  paine  fhalt  thou  crepe, 
Sterte  in  thy  bed  about  ful  wide, 
And  turne  ful  ofte  on  every  fide, 
Now  dounward  groufe,  and  now  upright, 
And  walow  in  wo  the  long  night : 
Thine  armis  fhalt  thou  fprede  a  bredc 
As  man  in  vvarre  were  forwerede ; 
Than  fhal  the  come  a  remembraunce 
Of  her  fhape  and  of  her  femblaunce, 
Wherto  none  othir  may  be  pere  : 
And  wete  thou  wel  withoutin  were 
That  the  fhal  fe  fomtime  that  night 
That  thou  haft  her  that  is  fo  bright 
Nakid  bitwene  thine  armis  there, 
Al  fothfaftnefTe  as  though  it  were  : 
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Thou  {halt  make  cartels  than  in  Spaine, 
And  dreme  of  joy  al  but  in  vaine, 
And  the  delitin  of  right  nought 
While  thou  fo  flombrift  in  that  thought 
That  is  fo  fwete  and  delitable, 
The  whiche  in  fothe  n'is  but  a  fable, 
For  it  ne  fhall  no  while  laft  : 
Than  {halt  thou  fighe  and  wepe  faft, 
And  fay,  Dere  God  1  what  thing  is  this  ? 
My  dreme  is  turnid  al  anvs 
Whiche  was  ful  fwete  and  apparent, 
But  now  I  wake  it  is  al  fhent  -. 
Now  yede  this  mery  thought  away  ; 
Twenty  timis  upon  a  day 
I  would  this  thought  would  come  againc, 
For  it  alegith  wel  my  paine  ; 
Jt  maketh  me  ful  of  joyfull  thought ; 
It  fleeth  me  that  it  laftith  nought  : 
Ah  Lorde  !  whi  n'il  ye  me  focoure  ? 
The  joye  I  trowe  that  I  langoure, 
The  deth  I  would  me  fhouldo  flo 
While  I  lie  in  her  armis  two  : 
Mine  harme  is  harde  withoutin  wene, 
My  gret  unefe  ful  ofte  I  mene. 


But  woulde  Love  do  fo  I  might 
Have  fully  joye  of  her  fo  bright 
My  paine  were  quitte  me  richily. 
Alas  !  to  gret  a  thing  alke  I ; 
It  is  but  foly'  and  wrong  wening 
To  afke  fo  outrageous  a  thing, 
And  who  fo  aflcith  folily 
He  mote  be  warnid  haitily ; 
And  I  ne  wote  what  I  may  fay, 
1  am  fo  ferre  out  of  the  way, 
For  I  would  have  ful  grete  liking 
And  ful  grete  joy  of  laffe  thing  ; 
For  would  fhe  of  her  gentilneffe 
Withoutin  more  me  onis  keffe, 
It  were  to  me  a  grete  guerdon, 
Relefe  of  all  my  paffion  : 
But  it  is  harde  to  come  therto ; 
Al  is  but  foly  that  I  do  ; 
So  highe  I  have  mine  herte  fette 
Where  that  I  may  no  comfort  gette : 
I  n'ote  wher  I  fay  well  or  nought, 
But  this  I  wote  well  in  my  thought, 
That  it  were  bette  of  her  alone 
For  to  ftintin  my  wo  and  mone  : 
A  loke  on  her  1  caft  godely 
Than  for  to  have  al  uttirly 
Of  an  othir  al  whole  the  play. 
Ah  Lord !  where  I  fhal  hide  the  day 
That  ere  fhe  fhal  my  lady  be  ? 
He  is  ful  cured  that  may  her  fe. 
Ah  God !  whan  fhal  the  dauning  fpringe  ? 
To  Hggin  thus  is  angry  thing ; 
~  have  no  joy  thus  here  to  lie 
Whan  that  my  love  is  not  me  bie  ; 
A  man  to  lien  hath  grete  difefe 
Which  maie  not  flepe  ne  reft  in  efe  : 
I  would  it  dawed  and  were  now  day, 
id  that  the  night  were  went  away, 


For  were  it  daye  I  would  up  rife : 
Ah  flow-  fonne  !  fhewe  thine  enprife  j 
Spede  the  to  fprede  thy  bemis  bright, 
And  chace  the  derkneffe  of  the  night, 
To  put  away  the  ftoundis  ftrong 
Whiche  in  me  laftin  al  to  long. 

The  night  fhalt  thou  continue  fo 
Withoutin  reft,  in  paine  and  wo  ; 
If  er  thou  knew  of  love  diftreffe 
Thou  mo  we  lerne  it  in  that  fikenefle  ; 
And  thus  enduring  fhalt  thou  lie, 
And  rife  on  morow  up  erly 
Out  of  thy  bed,  and  harneis  the 
Er  evir  dawning  thou  maift  fe  : 
Al  privily  than  fha.lt  thou  gone, 
What  wethre'  it  be,  thy  felfe  alone, 
For  reine  or  haile,  for  fnowe  for  flettf, 
Thidir  fhe  dwelleth  that  is  fo  fwete, 
The  whiche  maie  fal  a  flepe  be, 
And  thinkith  but  lite  upon  the  : 
Than  fhak  thou  go,  ful  foule  aferde, 
Loke  if  the  gate*  be  unfperde, 
And  waite  without  in  woe  and  paine, 
Full  ill  a  colde  in  winds  and  raine : 
Than  fhalt  thou  go  the  dore  before, 
If  thou  maifte  findin  any  fhore, 
Or  hole,  or  jefte,  what  ere  it  were ; 
Than  fhalt  thou  ftoupe  and  lay  to  ere 
If  they  within  a  flepe  be, 
I  mene  al  fave  thy  lady  fre, 
Whom  waking  if  thou  maift  afpi$ 
Go  put  thy  felfe  in  jupardie, 
'J  'o  alkin  grace  and  the  bimene, 
That  fhe  maie  wete  withoutin  wene 
That  thou  all  night  no  reft  haft  hadf 
So  fore  for  her  thou  were  beftad. 

Women  wel  ought  pite  to  take 
Of  them  that  forowen  for  ther  fake  ; 
And  loke  for  love  of  that  relike 
That  thou  think^  none  othir  like, 
For  whan  thou  haft  fo  gret  anney 
Shall  kiffe  the  er  thou  go  awey, 
And  hold  that  in  ful  grete  deinte  : 
And  for  that  no  man  ihal  the  fe 
Before  the  houfe  ne  in  the  way, 
Loke  thou  be  gon  againe  er  day  : 
Suche  comming  and  fuche  going, 
Suche  hevineffe  and  fuche  walking, 
Makith  lovirs  withoutin  wene 
Undir  ther  clothis  pale  and  lene. 
Love  ne  leveth  coloure  ne  clereneffe  ; 
Who  lovith  trewe  hath  no  fatneffe. 
Thou  fhalt  wel  by  thy  felfin  fe 
That  thou  muft  nedes  affavid  be, 
For  men  that  fhape  'hem  othir  way 
Falfely  ther  ladies  to  betray 
No  wondir  is  though  thei  be  fatte, 
With  falfe  othis  ther  loves  thei  gatte, 
For  ofte  I  fe  fuche  lofingeours 
Fattir  than  abottes  or  priours, 

Yit  with  o  thing  I  wolle  the  charge, 
That  is  to  fay,  that  thou  be  large 
Unto  the  maide  that  her  doth  ferve; 
So  beft  her  thanke  thou  fhalte  deferyci 
Tiiij 
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Yeve  her  gefds.and  get  her  grace, 
For  fo  thou  may  thanke  purchace, 
That  fhe  the  worthy  holde  and  fre. 
The  lady*  and  al  that  may  the  fe  : 
Alfo  her  fervauntes  worfhip  aie, 
And  plefm  as  muche  a§  thou  male ; 
Crete  gode  through  them  may  come  to  the, 
Bicaufe  with  her  thei  ben  prive  ; 
The!  fhal  her  tell  how  thei  the  fandc 
Curteis  and  wife,  and  wel  doande, 
And  fhe  fhal  preife  the  wel  the  more  : 
JLok«  out  of  londe  thou  be  not  fore, 
And  if  fuche  caufe  thou  have  that  the 
Behoveth  to  gone  out  of  countre, 
Leave  wnolely  thine  hert  in  hoftage 
Til  thou  againe  make  thy  paflage  : 
Thinke  longe  to  fe  the  fwete  thing 
That  hath  thine  hert  in  her  keping. 
Now  have  I  told  the  in  what  wife 
A  lovir  fhal  do  me  fervice ; 
Do  it  than  if  that  thou  wolt  have 
The  mede  that  thou  dofl  aftir  crave. 


Whan  Love  al  this  had  bodin  me 

I  faid  tym,  Sir,  how  may  it  be 

That  lovirs  may  in  fuche  maaere 

Endure  the  paine  ye  have  faid  here  ? 

I  marvaillin  me  wondir  fafte 

How  any  man  may  live  or  lafle 

In  fuche  paine  and  in  fuch  brenning, 

In  forue'  and  thought,  and  fuche  fighing, 

Ale  unrelefid  wo  to  make 

Wher  fo  it  be  thei  flepe  or  wake, 

In  fuche  anoy  continuelly  ; 

As  helpe  me  God  this  mervaile  I 

How  man,  but  he  were  made  of  flele, 

Might  live  a  monthe  fuch  paines  to  fele. 


The  god  of  Love  than  faid  to  me, 
Frende,  by  the  feith  I  owe  to  the 
!May  no  man  have  gode  but  he'  it  bie  : 
A  man  lovith  more  tendirlie 
The  thing  that  he  hath  bought  moft  dere 
For  wete  thou  well  withoutin  were 
In  thanke  that  thing  is  takin  more 
For  which  a  man  hath  fufFrid  fore  : 
Certis  no  wo  ne  may  attaine 
Unto  the  fore  of  lov'is  paine, 
None  evil  therto  may  amounte, 
'No  more  than  a  man  may  count? 
The  droppes  that  of  the  watir  be, 
For  drie  as  wel  the  grete  fe 
Thou  mightjft  as  the  harmis  tell 
Of  all  them  that  with  Love  ydwell 
In  fervice,  for  peine  them  fleeth, 
And  that  eghe  woulde  fie  the  deeth,  * 
And  trewe  thei  fhould  nevir  efcape, 
Ne  were  that  hope  ycouth  'hem  make 
Glad  as  a  man  in  prifon  fete 
And  maie  not  gettin  for  to  etc 
But  barlie  bred  and  watir  pure, 
And  lieth  in  vermin  and  ordure  : 


With  alle  this  yet  can  he  live. 

Gode  hope  fuche  comfort  hath  him  yeve, 

Whiche  makith  wene  that  he  fhal  be 

Relefed  and  come  to  liberte  : 

In  Fortune  is  fully  his  truft 

Although  he  h'e  in  flrawe  or  duft  ; 

In  hope  is  al  his  fuftaining  : 

So  fare  lovirs  in  ther  wenning 

Whiche  Love  hath  fhitte  in  his  prifoun, 

Gode  hope  is  ther  falvacioun  ; 

Gode  hope  (how  fore  that  thei  fmerte) 

Yevith  'hem  bothe  will  and  herte 

T'  offre  ther  body  to  martyre, 

For  hope  fo  fore  doth  'hem  defire 

To  fuffre'  eche  harme  that  men  devife 

For  joye  that  aftirwarde  {hall  rife. 


Hope  in  defire  catche  victory, 
In  hope  of  Love'  is  al  the  glory, 
For  hope  is  all  that  Love  maie  yeve  ; 
N'ere  hope  there  mould  no  lengir  live  : 
Bleflid  be  hope!  whiche  with  defire 
Avaunceth  lovirs  in  fuch  manire. 
Gode  hope  is  curteife  for  to  plefe, 
To  kepe  lovirs  from  all  difefe  : 
Hope  kepeth  his  londe,  and  woll  abide 
For  any  peril  maie  betide, 
For  hope  to  lovirs,  as  moft  chefe, 
Doth  'hem  endurin  all  mifchefe  ; 
Hope  is  ther  helpe  whan  miftir  is; 
And  I  fhal  yeve  the  eke  i-wis 
Thre  othir  thinges  that  gret  folace 
Doth  to  them  that  be  in  my  lace. 

The  firft  gode  that  may  be  yfounde 
To  them  that  in  my  lace  be  bounde 
Is  fwete  thought,  for  to  recorde 
Thinge  wherwith  thou  canft  accorde 
Beft  in  thine  herte,  whethir  fhe  be 
Thinking  in  abfence  gode  to  the. 
Whan  any  lovir  doth  complaine, 
And  livith  in  diftreffe  and  paine, 
Than  fwete  thought  fhal  come  as  blive 
Awaie  his  angre  for  to  drive  ; 
It  makith  lovirs  have  remembraunce 
Of  comforte  and  of  highe  plefaunce 
That  hope  hath  hight  him  for  to  winne 
For  thought  anone  than  fhall  beginne, 
As  ferre  God  wote  as  he  can  finde, 
To  make  a  minour  of  his  minde^ 
For  to  beholde  he  wol  not  let, 
Her  perfon  he  fhal  force  him  fet, 
Her  laughing  eyen  perfaunt  and  clere, 
Her  fhape,  her  forme,  her  godely  chere, 
Her  mouthe,  that  is  fo  gracious, 
So  fwete,  and  eke  fo  favirous, 
Of  al  her  fetirs  fhal  take  hede, 
His  eyen  with  all  her  limmisfede. 

Thus  fwete  thinking  fhal  afwage 
The  paine  of  lovirs  and  ther  rage  ; 
Thy  joye  fhal  double  without  gefle 
Whan  thou  thinkift  on  her  femelinefTe, 
Or  of  her  laughing  or  her  chere, 
That  to  the  made  thy  lady  dere  : 
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This  comfort  wpl  I  that  thou  take, 
And  if  the  nexte  thou  wolt  forfake, 
Whiche  is  not  leff£  favirous, 
Thou  fhouldeft  not  ben  to  daungirous. 


The  fecond  fhal  be  fwete  fpeche, 
That  hath  to  many  one  be  leche, 
To  bring  'hem  out  of  wo  and  were, 
And  helpe  many  a  bachilere, 
And  many'  a  lady  fent  focour, 
That  had  ylovid  paramour, 
'  Thorough  fpeking  (whan  thi-i  might  here) 
Of  their  lovirs  to  them  fo  dere  ; 
To  me  it  voidith  al  ther  fmerte 
The  whiche  is  clofid  in  ther  herte  ; 
In  hert  it  maketh  'hem  glad  and  light, 
Speche,  whan  thei  mowe  not  havin  fight ; 
And  therfore  nowe  it  cometh  to  minde 
In  olde  dawis,  as  I  finde, 
That  clerkis  written  that  her  knewe 
There  was  a  lady  frefhe  of  hewe 
Whiche  of  her  love  madin  a  fong, 
On  him  for  to  remembre'  among, 
In  whiche  me  faid,  Whan  that  I  here 
Spekin  of  him  that  is  fo  dere 
To  me  it  vpidith  alle  fmerte  ; 
Iwis  he  fittith  fo  nere  myn  herte, 
To  fpek  of  him  at  eve  or  morowe 
It  curith  me  of  al  my  forowe  ; 
To  me  is  none  fo  high  plefaunce 
As  of  his  perfon  daliaunce. 
She  wift  ful  wele  that  fwete  fpekioe 
Comfortith  in  ful  mochil  thing ; 
Her  love  me  had  full  well  affaide, 
Of  him  fhe  was  fulwel  apaide; 
To  fpeke  of  him  her  joye  was  fet  : 
Therefore  I  rede  the  that  thou  get 
A  felowe  that  can  wel  concele 
And  kepe  thy   counfaile,  and  welle  hele, 
To  whom  go  fhewe  wholly  thine  herte, 
Both  wele  and  woe,  and  joye  and  fmerte  : 
To  get  comforte  to  him  thou  go. 
And  privily  bitwene  you  two 
Ye  fhal  fpeke  of  that  godely  thing 
That  hath  thine  hert  in  her  keping, 
Of  her  beaute  and  her  femblaunce, 
And  of  her  godely  continuance  ; 
Of  al  thy  ftate  thou  (halt  him  faie, 
And  aflce  him  couniaile  how  thow  male 
Do  any  thing  that  maie  her  plefe, 
For  it  to  the  flial  do  gret  efe, 
That  he  maie  wete  thou  truft  him  fo 
Both  of  thy  wele  and  of  thy  wo ; 
And  if  his  herte  to  love  be  fette 
His  companie  is  moche  the  bette, 
For  refon  wol  he  fhewe  to  the 
Al  uttirly  his  privite, 
And  what  fhe  is  he  lovith  fo 
To  the  plainly  he  flial  undo, 
Withoutin  drede  of  anyfhame 
Both  tell  her  renome  and  her  name ; 
Than  fhall  he  forthir  ferre  and  nere. 
And  i^mely  to  thy  lady  dere 


In  fikir  wife  ye  every  other 

Shal  helpin  as  his  owne  brother 

In  trouthe  withoutin  doublenelfe, 

And.kepin  clofe  in  fikirneffe  ; 

For  it  is  noble  thing  in  fay 

To  have  a  man  thou  darfte  fay 

Thy  privy  counfaile  every  dele, 

For  that  woll  comforte  the  right  wele  ; 

And  thou  malt  holde  the  wel  apaied 

Whan  fuche  a  frende  thou  haft  alfaied. 


The  thirde  gode  of  grete  comfort, 
That  yevith  lovirs  moft  difport, 
Comith  of  fight  and  beholding. 
That  is"  yclepid  Swete  Loking, 
The  whiche  may  none  efe  ydo 
Whan  thou  art  ferre  thy  Jady  fro, 
Whcrfore  thou  plefe  ahvay  to  be 
In  place  where  thou  maift  her  fe, 
For  it  is  thing  moft  amirous 
Mofte  delitable'  and  favirous, 
For  to  afiwage  a  mann'is  forow 
To  fene  his  lady  by  the  morow ; 
For  it  is  a  ful  noble  thing 
Whan  that  thine  eyin  have  meting 
With  that  relike  fo  precious 
Whereof  thei  be  fo  defirous., 

But  al  daie  aftir  fothe  it  is 
Thei  have  no  drede  to  faren  amis  ; 
Thei  dredin  neither  winde  ne  raine, 
Ne  non  othir  manir  of  paine ; 
For  whan  thine  eyen  were  thus  in  blifle 
Yet  of  ther  curtifie  iwife 
Alone  thei  can  not  have  ther  joye, 
But  to  the  herte  thei  convoye 
Parte  of  ther  bliffe,  to  him  thou  fende 
Of  all  this  harme  to  make  amende, 

The  eye  is  a  gode  meffangere, 
Which  can  to  the'  hert  in  fuch  manere 
Tidingis  fende,  that  he  hath  fene 
To  voide  him  of  his  painis  clene, 
Wherof  the  hert  rejoyfith  fo 
That  a  grete  partie  of  his  wo 
Is  voided,  and  put  away  to  flight; 
Right  as  the  derkenefle  of  the  night 
Is  chafed  with  clerenefle  of  the  mone, 
Right  fo  is  al  his  wo  ful  fone 
Devoidid  clene  whan  that  the  fight 
Beholdin  may  that  frefhe  wight 
Whiche  that  the  hert  defirith  fo, 
That  al  his  derkeneffe  is  ago, 
For  than  the  herte  is  all  at  efe 
When  thei  fene  that  that  maie  'hem  plefe. 

Now  have  I  declared  the  al  out 
Of  that  thou  were  in  drede  and  doute, 
For  I  have  tolde  the  faithfully 
What  the  may  curin  uttirly, 
And  all  lovirs  that  wollin  be 
Faithful  and  of  ftabilite ; 
Gode  Hope  alway  kepe  by  thy  fide, 
And  Swete  Thought  make  eke  abide, 
Swete  Loking  and  Swete  Speche, 
Of  al  thine  harraes  thei  flial  be  leche  : 
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Of  bale  thou  {halt  have  grete  plefaunce 
Yf  thou  canft  bide  in  fuffiraunce, 
And  fervin  wele  without  feintife ; 
Thou  (halt  be  quite  of  thine  emprife 
With  more  guerdoun  if  that  thou  live, 
But  al  this  time  this  I  the  yeve. 


The  god  of  Love,  whan  al  the  day 
He*  had  taught  me  as  ye  have  herd  fay, 
And  enformid  compendioufly, 
He  vanifhed  al  fodainly, 
And  I  alone  ylefte  al  fole, 
So  full  of  complaint  and  of  dole, 
For  I  fawe  no  man  there  me  by. 
My  woundes  me  grevid  wondirfly ; 
3Vte  for  to  cure  nothing  I  knewe 
Save  the  bothum  fo  bright  of  hewe, 
Whcron  was  fette  wholly  my  thought ; 
Of  othir  comfofte  knewe  I  nought, 
But  it  were  through  the  god  of  Love ; 
I  knew  nat  elfe  to  my  behove 
That  might  me  efe  or  comfort  gette 
But  if  he  would  him  entermette. 

The  rofir  was  withoutin  doute 
Yclofid  with  an  hedge  without, 
As  ye  to  forne  have  herde  me  faine, 
And  faft  I  befied  and  would  faine 
Have  paflid  the  hay,  if  I  might 
Have  gettin  in  by  any  fleight, 
To  the  bothum  fo  faire  to  fe, 
But  evir  I  dradde  blamed  to  be 
Yf  men  would  have  fufpedtion 
That  I  would  of  entencion 
Have  ftole  the  rofis  that  there  were, 
Therefore  to  entre'  I  was  in  fere ; 
But  at  the  lafte,  as  I  bethought 
Whethir  I  ftiulde  paffe  or  nought, 
I  fawe  come,  with  a  gladde  chere, 
To  me  a  lufty  bachilere 
Of  gode  ftature  and  of  gode  height, 
And  Bialacoil  forfoth  he  height ; 
Sonne  he  was  to  Curtifie, 
And  he  me  grauntid  ful  gladlie 
The  paffage  of  the  uttir  hay, 
And  faide,  Sir,  how  that  ye  may 
Paffe,  if  that  it  your  wille  ybe, 
The  frefhe  rofir  for  to  fe, 
And  ye  the  fwete  favour  fele, 
Your  warrant  I  may  be  right  wele; 
So  thou  the  kepin  fro  folie 
Shal  no  man  do  the  vilanie ; 
Yf  I  mai  helpin  you  in  ought 
I  fhall  not  faine,  dredith  right  nought, 
For  I  am  bounde  to  your  fervice 
Fully  devoide  of  all  feintife. 
Than  unto  Bialacoil  faide  I, 
|  thank  you,  Sir,  ful  hertily, 
And  your  beheft  I  take  at  gre 
That  ye  fo  godely  profir  me  ; 
To  you  it  cometh  of  grete  fraurichif 
That  ye  me  profir  your  fervife. 

Than  aftir  ful  delivirly 
Through  the  breris anane  went} 


Wherof  encombrid  was  the  haie  j 
I  was  well  plefed,  the  fothe  to  faie, 
To  fe  the  bothum  faire  and  fote 
So  frefhe  yfprung  oute  of  the  rote. 


And  Bialacoil  me  fervid  wele 
Whan  I  fo  nigh  me  mightin  fele 
Of  the  bothum  the  fwete  odoure, 
And  fo  lufty  hewed  of  coloure  ; 
But  than  a  chorle,  foule  him  betide  ! 
Befide  the  rofis  gan  him  hide, 
To  kepe  the  rofis  of  that  rofere, 
Of  whom  the  name  was  Daungere. 
This  chorle  was  hid  there  in  the  greve*, 
Ycovirid  with  grafle  and  leves, 
To  fpie  and  take  whom  that  he  fonde 
Unto  that  rofir  put  an  honde. 

He  was  not  fole,  for  there  was  mo, 
For  with  him  werin  othir  two 
Of  wickid  manirs  and  ill  fame ; 
That  one  was  clepid  by  his  name 
Wickid  Tonge,  God  yeve  him  forowe ! 
For  neither  at  eve  ne  at  morowe 
He  can  of  no  man  gode  yfpeke ; 
On  many'  a  jufte  man  doth  he  wreke. 

There  was  a  woman  that  eke  hight 
Shame,  that  who  can  rekin  right 
Trefpace  ywasher  fathir's  name, 
Her  mothir  Refon ;  thus  was  Shame 
Ybrought  forth  of  thefe  ilke  two, 
And  yet  had  Trefpace  nere  adoe 
With  Refon^ne  nerc  leie  her  by, 
He  was  hidous  2nd  fo  ugly ; 
I  mene  this,  that  Trefpace  hight, 
But  Refon  conceveth  of  a  fight 
That  Shame  of  which  I  fpake  aforne  : 
And  whan  that  Shame  was  thus  yborne 
It  was  ordained  that  Chaftite 
Should  of  the  rofir  lady  be, 
Whiche  of  the  bothums  more  and  las 
With  fondrie  folke  aflailid  was, 
That  {he  ne  wifte  what  to  doe, 
For  Venus  her  aflailith  fo 
That  night  and  daie  fro  her  fhc  ftall 
Bothoms  and  rofis  ovir  all : 
To  Refon  than  praieth  Chaftite, 
Whom  Venus  hath  flemed  ore  the  fe, 
That  {he  her  doughter  would  her  lenc 
To  kepe  the  rofir  frefhe  and  grene. 

Anon  Refon  to  Chaftite 
Is  fully'  affentid  that  it  be, 
And  grauntid  her  at  her  requeft 
That  Shame,  bicaufe  {he  is  honeft, 
Shall  kepir  of  the  rofir  be  ; 
And  thus  to  kepe  it  there  were  thre, 
That  none  {hould  hardie  be  ne  bolde 
(Were  he  yonge  or  were  he  olde) 
Again  her  will  awaie  to  here 
Bothoms  ne  rofis  that  there  were. 
I  had  well  fped  had  I  nat  ben 
Awaitid  with  thefe  thre  and  fene, 
For  Bialacoil,  that  wag  fo  fairet 
So  gracious  and  debonaire, 
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/Quittc  him  to  me  ful  curtifiy, 
And  me  to  plcfin  badde  that  I 
Should  drawe  to  the  bothom  nere  ; 
Frefe  in  to  touchin  the  rofere 
Whiche  bare  the  rofe  he  yafe  me  leve  ; 
1'his  graimt  ne  might  but  litill  greve  j 
And  for  he  fawe  it  likid  me 
Right  nigh  the  bothom  pullid  he 
A  iefe  all  grene,  and  yave  me  that, 
The  whiche  full  nigh  the  bothom  fat : 
f.  madin  Gf  that  Iefe  full  queint, 
And  whan  I  felt  I  was  aeueinte 
With  Bialacoil,  and  fo  prK*, 
I  wende  all  my.  will  had  ybe, 
Than  wext  I  hardie  for  to  tell 
To  Bialacoil  how  me  befell 
Of  Love  that  toke  and  woundid  me, 
And  fayid,  Sir,  fo  mote  I  the, 
I  maie  no  joie  have  in  no  wife 
Upon  np  fide,  but  it  arife 
For  fithe  (if  I  fhall  not  faine) 
In  herte  I  have  had  fo  grete  paine, 
So  grete  anoie,  and  foche  affraie, 
That  I  ne  wotte  what  I  fhall  faie  ; 
I  drede  your  wrothe  to  deferve  ; 
Levir  me  were  that  knivis  kerve 
JAy  bodie  fhould  in  pecis  frnall 
Than  in  any  wife  it  fhould  fall 
That  ye  wrothid  fhould  ben  with  me. 

Sale  boldily  thy  will,  (quod  he) 
I  n'iii  be  wrothe,  if  that  1  maie, 
For  nought  that  thou  fhalt  to  me  faie. 


Than  faied  I,  Sir,  not  you  difplefe 

To  knowin  of  my  grete  unefe, 

In  which  only  Love  hath  me  brought, 

For  painis  grete,  difefe,  and  thought, 

Fro  daie  to  daie  it  doeth  me  drie ; 

Suppofith  not,  Sir,  that  I  lie  ; 

In  me  five  woundis  did  he  make, 

The  fore  of  whiche  fhall  nevir  flake 

But  ye  the  bothom  graunte  me 

Whiche  is  moft  pauffaunt  of  beaute, 

My  life,  my  deth,  arid  my  martyre, 

And  trefonr  that  I  mofte  defire. 

Than  Bialacoil,  affmyid  all, 

Sayid,  Sir,  it  maie  not  befall 

That  ye  defire  ;  it  maie  not  rife; 

What !  would  ye  fhende  me  in  this  wife  ? 

A  mokill  fole  than  I  were 

If  1  fuffrid  you'  awaie  to  here 

The  frefhe  bothom  fo  faire  of  fight, 

For  it  were  neithir  fkill  ne  right 

Of  the  rofir  ye  broke  the  rinde, 

Or  take  the  Rofe  aforne  his  kinde  : 

Ye  are  not  curteis  to  aflce  it  j 

Let  it  ftill  on  the  rofir  fit ; 

Let  it  gro\ve  till  it'  amendid  be, 

And  perfidy  come  to  beaute  ; 

I  n'olde  not  that  it  pullid  were 

Fro  the  rofir  that  doth  it  here, 

To  me  it  is  fo  Iefe  and  dere. 

JVith  thut  aao«  ftert  out  Daungere 


Out  of  the  place  where  he  was  hidde  ; 
His  malice  in  his  chere  was  kidde  : 
Full  grete  he  was,  and  blacke  of  hewe, 
Sturdie  and  hidous,  who  fo'  him  knewe  ; 
Like  fharpe  urchons  his  here  was  growe, 
His  eyes  red-fparcling  as  fire  glowe  ; 
His  nofe  frouncid  full  kirkid  ftode ; 
He  come  criande  as  he  were  wode, 
And  faied,  Bialacoil,  tel  me  why 
Thou  bringift  hidir  fo  boldely 
Him  that  fo  nigh  to  the  rofere  ? 
Thou  worchift  in  a  wrong  manere; 
He  thinkith  to  difhonour  the; 
Thou  art  well  worthy  to  'have  malgre 
To  let  him  of  the  rofere  witte  : 
Who  fervith  Fellone  is  ill  quitte. 

Thou  woldift  have  doen  grete  botmte, 
And  he  with  fhame  would  quits  the. 
Flie  hens,  felovre  ;  I  rede  the  go ; 
It  wantith  lite  he  wol  the  flo, 
For  Bialacoil  ne  knewe  the  nought 
Whan  the  to  ferve  he  fet  his  thought, 
For  thou  wolt  fhame  him  if  thou  might 
Bothe  again  refon  and  "gainft  right  : 
I  woll  no  more  in  the  afiie 
That  comeft  fo  flightly  for  t'  efpie, 
For  it  provith  wondirly  wele 
Thy  fleight  and  trefoil  evrry  dele. 

I  durft  no  more  make  there  abode 
For  the  chorle,  he  was  fo  wode  : 
So  gan  he  threttin  and  manace, 
And  through  the  haie  he  did  me  chace, 
For  fere  of  him  I  trembled  and  quoke, 
So  chorlifhely  his  hedde  he  fhoke, 
And  faied,  If  eft  he  might  me  take 
I  fhould  nat  from  his  hondis  fcape, 
Than  Bialacoil  is  fled  and  mate, 
And  I  all  fole  difconfolate 
Was  left  alone  in  pain  and  thought ; 
Fro  fhame  to  deth  I  was  nigh  brought : 
Than  thought  I  on  my  high  folie, 
How  that  my  bodie  uttirlie 
Was  yeve  to  paine  and  to  martire, 
Ard  therto  had  I  fo  grete  ire, 
That  I  ne  durft  the  hayis  paffe  ; 
There  was  no  hope,  there  was  no  grace  : 
I  trowe  nevir  man  wifte  of  pain 
But  he  were  laced  in  Lov'is  chain, 
Ne  no  man  wift,  (and  foth  it  is) 
But  if  he  love,  what  angir  is. 
Love  holdeth,his  hefte  to  me  right  wele ; 
Whan  pain  (he  fayid)  I  fhould  fele 
No  herte  maie  thinke  no  tongd  fain 
A  quartir  of  my  wo  and  pain  ; 
I  might  not  with  the  angir  laft; 
Mine  herte  in  poin6t  was  for  to  braft 
Whan  I  thought  on  the  Rofe,  that  fo 
Was  thorough  Daunglr  caft  me  fro. 
A  long  while  ftode  I  in  that  ftate, 
Till  that  me  fawe  fo  macule  and  mate 
The  ladie  of  the  highe  ward, 
Whiche  from  her  toure  lokid  thidirward, 

Refon  men  clepin  that  lady, 
Whiche  from  her  toure  dclivirly 
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Came  doune  to  me  withoutin  more; 
But  fhe  was  neither  yong  ne  hore, 
Ne  high  ne  lowe,  ne  fatte  ne  lent, 
But  beft,  as  it  were  in  a  mene  : 
Her  eyin  two  were  clere  and  light 
As  a  candill  that  hrennith  bright ; 
And  on  hei  hedde  fhe  had  a  croune  ; 
Her  femid  well  an  high  perfoune, 
For  round  environ  her  crounet 
Was  full  of  riche  ftonis  afret ; 
Her  godely  femblaunt  by  devife 
1  trowe  was  made  in  Paradife, 
For  Nature  had  nevir  foche  grace 
To  forge  a  worke  of  foche  compace ; 
I*or  certain,  but  if  the'  lettir  lie, 
Crete  God  himfelf,  that  is  fo  hie, 
Formid  her  aftir  his  image, 
And  yafe  her  fithe  foche  avauntage 
That  fhe  hath  might  and  feignorie 
To  kepe  men  from  all  folie  : 
"Who  fo  woll  trowe  wele  her  lore 
Ne  male  offendin  neyirmore. 

And  wjiile  I  ftode  thus  derke  and  pale 
Refon  began  to  me  her  tale  : 
She  faied,  Al  haile,  my  fwete  frende  I 
Folie  and  childhod.woll  the  fhende, 
Whiche  the  have  put  in  grete  afraie ; 
Thou  haft  bought  dere  the  time  of  Male, 
That  made  thin  herte  merie  to  be  ; 
In  evill  time  thou  wenteft  to  fe 
The  gardin  whereof  IdilnefTe 
Ybare  the  keie  and  was  maiftreffe, 
Whan  that  thou  yedift  in  the  daunce 
With  her,  and  haddin  acquaintaunce; 
Her  acquaintaunce  is  perillous, 
Firft  foft,  and  aftir  full  noious ; 
She  hath  the  trafhid  without  wene ; 
The  god  of  Love  had  the  nat  fene, 
Ne  had  Idilnefle  the  conveide 
Within  the  verge  where  Mirthe  himpkide ; 
If  Foiie  have  furprifid  the 
Doe  fo  that  it  recovered  be, 
And  be  well  ware  to  take  no  more 
Counfaile  that  grevith  aftir  fore  : 
He*  is  wife  that  woll  himfelf  chaftife. 

Though  a  yong  man  in  any  wife 
TrefpafTe  emong  end  doe  folie, 
JLet  him  nat  dwellc,  but  haftilie 
Let  him  amende  what  fo  be  mis ; 
And  eke  I  counfaile  the  i-wis 
The  god  of  Love  wholly  foryete, 
That  hath  the  in  foche  pain  yfete, 
And  the  in  herte  tourmentid  fo ; 
I  can  not  fene  how  thou  maieft  go 
Othir  waies  the  to  garifoun, 
For  Daungere,  that  is  fo  feloun, 
Fellie  purpofeth  the  to  werreie, 
Whiche  is  fulle  cruill,  fothe  to  feie. 


And  yet  of  Daungere  cometh  no  blame ; 
In  reward  of  my  daughtir  Shame, 
Whiche  hath  the  rofis  in  her  warde, 
As  fhe  jhat  male  be  no  mufarde, 


Ano  Wickid  Tong  is  with  thefe  two, 

That  fuffrith  no  man  thidir  go, 

For  er  a  thing  be  doe  he  fhall, 

Where  that  he  comith  ovir  all, 

In  fourtie  placis,  if  it  be  fought, 

Saie  thing  that  nere  was  don  ne  wrought, 

So  moche  traifon  is  in  his  male, 

Of  falfeneffe  for  to  faine  a  tale. 

Thou  deleft  with  angrie  folke  i-wis, 

Wherefore  to  the  bettir  is 

From  thefe  folkis  awaie  to  fare, 

For  thei  woll  make  the  live  in  care ; 

This  is  the  ill  that  Love  thei  call, 

Wherein  there  is  but  folie  all, 

For  love  is  folie  every  dell ; 

Who  loveth  in  no  wife  male  doe  well, 

Ne  fet  his  thought  on  no  gode  werke ; 

His  fchole  he  lefeth  if  he  be  clerke, 

Or  othir  craft  if  that  he  be 

He  fhall  not  thrive  therein,  for  he 

In  love  fhal  have  more  paflioun 

Than  monke,  or  hermite,  or  chanoun. 

This  pain  is  herd  out  of  mefure  ; 

The  joie  maie  no  while  endure  ; 

And  eke  in  the  poffeflion 

Is  mochil  tribulacioun ; 

The  joie  it  is  fo  fhort  lafting, 

And  but  in  hape  is  the  getting  ; 

I  fe  there  many  in  travaile 

That  at  the  laft  fhall  fouly  faile ; 

I  was  nothing  thy  counfailer, 

Whan  thou  were  made  the  homager 

Of  god  of  Love  to  haftily, 

Where  was  no  wifedome  but  folie  ; 

Thine  harte  was  jolic  but  not  fage 

Whan  thou  were  brought  in  foche  a  rage 

To  yelde  the  up  fo  redily 

To  Love  of  his  grete  maiftiry. 


I  rede  the  Love  awaie  to  drive, 
That  maketh  the  reche  not  of  thy  live  ; 
The  folie  more  fro  dai  to  dale 
Shall  growe  but  thou  it  put  awaie  ; 
Take  with  thy  tethe  the  bridill  fafte 
To  daunt  thy  herte,  and  eke  the  cafte. 
If  that  thou  maieft ,  to  get  defence 
For  to  redrefle  thy  firft  offence  ; 
Who  fo  his  herte  alwaie  woll  leve 
Shall  finde  emong  that  fhall  him  greve( 

Whan  I  her  herd  thus  me  chaftife 
I  anfwerde  in  full  angrie  wife, 
I  prayid  her  ceffe  of  her  fpeche 
Eithir  to  chaftife  me  or  teche, 
To  bidde  me  my  thought  refrein, 
Whiche  Love  hath  caught  in  his  domain 
What  wenin  ye  Love  woll  confent 
(That  me  affeyith  with  bowe  bent) 
To  drawe  mine  herte  out  of  his  honde, 
Whiche  is  fo  quickly  in  his  bonds  i 
That  ye  counfaile  maie  nevir  be, 
For  whan  he  firft  areftid  me 
He  toke  mine  herte  fo  fore  him  till 
That  jt  is  nothing  at  my  will ; 


THE    ROMAUNT    OF    THE    ROSE. 


He  taught  it  fo  him  for  to*  obeie 

That  he  it  fparrid  with  a  keje. 

I  praie  you  let  me  be  all  ftill, 

For  ye  maie  well,  if  that  ye  will, 

Your  wordis  wafte  in  idilneffe, 

For  uttirly,  withoutin  geffe, 

All  that  ye  faine  is  but  in  vain  ; 

Me  were  levir  die  in  the  pain  , 

Than  Love  to  meward  fhould  arette, 

Falfhede  or  trefon  on  me  fette  : 

I  woll  me  gettin  pris  or  blame, 

And  love  true  for  to  fave  my  name  : 

Who  me  chaftiftth  I  him  hate. 

With  that  worde  Refon  went  her  gate, 

Whan  fhe  fawe  for  no  fermoning 

She  might  me  fro  my  folie  bring  : 

Than  difmayid  I  left  all  fole, 

For-werie,  for-wandred,  as  a  tole, 

For  I  ne  knewe  no  cherifaunce  : 

Than  fell  into  my  remembraunce 

How  Love  ybadde  me  to  purveie 

A  fclawe  to  whom  I  might  feie 

My  counfaile  and  my  privite, 

For  that  fhould  moche  availin  me. 
With  that  bethought  I  me  that  I 

Yhad  a  felaw  fafte  by 

True  and  fikir,  curteis  and  hende, 

And  he  called  was  by  name  a  Frende ; 

A  truer  Felawe  was  no  where  none. 

In  hafte  to  him  I  went  anone, 

And  to  him  all  my  wo  I  told, 

Fro  him  right  nought  I  would  withold, 

I  tolde  him  all  withoutin  were, 

And  made  my  compleint  on  Dalmgere, 

How  for  to  feie  he  was  hidous, 

And  to  meward  contrarious, 

The  which-  through  his  cruilte 

Was  in  poinft  to  have  meimid  me, 

With  Bialacoil  whan  he  me  feie 

Within  the  gardin  walke  and  pleie 

Fro  me  he  made  him  for  to  go, 

And  I  be  left  alone  in  wo ; 

I  durtt  no  lengir  with  him  fpeke, 

Fcr  Daungir  faied  he  would  be  wreke 

Whan  that  he  fawe  how  that  I  went 

The  frefhe  bothomforto  hent, 

If  I  were  hardie  to  come  nere 

Bitwrne  the  haie  and  the  rofere. 

This  frende,  whan  he  wift  of  my  thought, 

He  difcomfortid  me  right  nought ! 

But  faied,  Felawe,  be  nat  fo  madde, 

Ne  fo  abafhid  nor  beftadde  ; 

M'-  fjfe  I  knowe  full  well  Daungere, 

And  how  that  he  is  fiers  of  chere, 

At  prime  temps,  Love  to  manace ; 
,,Tull  oft  I  have  ben  in  his  cafe  ; 
[:A  felon  firft  though  that  he  be, 

Aftir  thou  fhalt  him  fouple  fe  : 

Of  long  paffid  I  knewe  him  wele ; 

Ungodelie  firft  though  men  him  felc 

He  \vol!  meke  aftre'  in  his  bering 

Ben  for  fervice  and  obeifing  : 

I  ft>      the  tell  what  thou  fhalt  doo ; 

Mekely  I  rede  thou  go  him  to, 


Of  herte  praie  him  fpecially 
Of  thy  trefpace  to  have  mercie, 
And  hotin  him  well  here  to  plefe, 
That  thou  fhalt  ner  more  him  difplefe  : 
Who  can  beft  ferve  of  flatiry 
Shall  plefe  Daungir  moft  uttirly. 

My  frende  hath  faied  to  me  fo  wele 
That  he  me  efid  hath  fomedele, 
And  eke  allegged  of  my  tourment, 
For  through  him  had  I  hardiment 
Again  to  Daungir  for  to  go, 
To  preve  if  I  might  make  him  fo. 


To  Daungir  cam  I  all  afhamed, 

The  whiche  aforne  me  had  yblamed, 

Defiring  for  t'  apefe  my  wo, 

But  over  hedge  durft  I  nat  go, 

For  he  forbode  me  the  paflage  : 

I  founde  him  cruill  in  his  rage, 

And  in  his  honde  a  grete  bourdoun  : 

To  him  1  knelid  lowe  adoun, 

Full  meke  of  port  and  fimple'  of  cherc, 

And  faied,  Sir,  I  am  comin  here 

Only  to  afk  of  you  mercie ; 

It  grevith  me  full  gretily 

That  evir  I  have  wrathid  you, 

But  for  to'  amende  I  am  come  now, 

With  all  my  might  bothe  loude  and  ftill 

To  doin  right  at  your  own  will, 

For  Love  madin  me  for  to  do 

That  I  have  trefpafled  hidirto, 

Fro  whome  I  ne  maie  drawe  fhine  herte, 

Yet  fhall  I  nere  for  joie  ne  fmerte 

(What  fo  befall  me,,  gode  or  ill)' 

Offendin  more  again  your  will ; 

Levir  I  have  endure  difefe 

Than  doe  that  whiche  mould  you  difplefe. 


I  you  require  and  praie  that  ye 
Of  me  have  mercie  and  pite, 
To  ftint  your  ire  that  grevith  fo, 
That  I  woll  fwere  for  evirmo 
To  be  redrefled  at  your  liking 
If  I  trefpace  in  any  thing, 
Save  that  (I  praie  the)  graunte  me 
A  thing  that  maie  nat  warnid  be, 
That  I  maie  love  ell  oniiy, 
None  othir  thing  of  you  afke  I ; 
I  fhall  doin  all  wele  i-wis, 
If  of  your  grace  you  graunt  me  this, 
And  that  ye  maie  nat  lettin  me, 
For  well  wote  ye  that  love  is  fre, 
And  I    fhall  loven  foche  that  I  will, 
Who  evir  like  it  well  or  ill, 
And  yet  ne  would  I  for  all  Fraunce 
Doe  thing  to  doe  you  difplefaunce. 
Than  Daungir  fill  in  his  entent 
For  to  foryeve  his  male  talent, 
But  all  his  wrathe  yet  at  the  laft. 
He  hath  relefed,  I  praied  fo  faft. 
Shortly,  (he  fayid)  thy  requelt 
Is  nat  to  mokill  dilhoneft, 
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l>$e  I  woll  nat  wernin  it  the, 

For  yet  nothing  engrevith  me  ; 

For  though  thou  love  thus  evirmore 

To  me  is  neithir  foft  ne  fore  : 

Love  where  the  lift,  what  rechith  me  ? 

So  ferre  thou  fro  my  rofis  be ; 

Truft  not  on  me  for  none  affaie 

In  any  time  to  paffe  the  haie. 

Thus  hath  he  grauntid  my  praiere  : 
Than  went  I  forthe  withoutin  were 
Unto  my  frende,  and  told  him  all 
Whiche  was  right  joifull  of  my  tale. 
(He  faied)  Now  goeth  well  thine  affaire, 
He  fhall  to  the  be  debonaire  ; 
Though  he  aforne  was  difpitous 
He  fhall  hereaftir  be  gracious ; 
If  he  were  touched  on  fotae  gode  vein 
He  fhould  yet  rewin  on  thy  pein  : 
Suffir,  I  rede,  and  no  bofte  make 
Till  thou  at  gode  mes  maieft  him  take. 

By  fuffraunce  and  by  wordis  foft 
A  man  maie  ovircomin  oft 
.Him  that  aforne  he  had  in  drede, 
In  bokis  fothly  as  I  rede. 
Thus  hath  my  frende  with  grete  comfort 
Avauncid  me  with  high  difport, 
Whiche  would  me  gode  as  moche  as  I ; 
And  than  anon  full  fodainly 
I  tokc  my  leve,  and  ftreight  I  went 
Unto  the  haie,  for  grete  talent 
1  had  to  fene  the  frefhe  bothom 
Wherein  laie  my  falvacion, 
And  Daungir  toke  kepe  if  that  I 
Kepe  him  covinaunt  truily  : 
So  fore  I  drede  his  manafing 
I  durft  not  brekin  his  bidding, 
For  left  that  I  were  of  him  fhcnt 
I  brake  not  his  commaundiment, 
For  to  purchafm  his  gode  will 
It  was  for  to  comin  there  till ; 
His  mercie  was  to  ferre  behinde 
Ykept,  for  I  ne  might  it  finde  : 
I  complainid  and  fighid  fore, 
And  languifhid  evir  the  more, 
For  I  ne  durft  nat  ovir  go 
Unto  the  Rofe  I  lovid  fo, 
Throughout  my  deming  uttirly 
That  he  had  knowlege  certainly  r 
Than  Love  me  ladde  in  foche  wife 
That  in  me  there  was  no  feintife 
Ne  falfhedde,  ne  no  trecherie, 
And  yet  he  full  of  villanie, 
And  of  difdaine  and  cruilte, 
On  me  ne  would  have  no  pite 
His  cruill  will  for  to  refrain, 
Tho  I  wept  aie  and  me  complain. 


And  while  I  was  in  this  turment 
Were  come  of  grace,  by  Gad  yfent,  1 
Dame  Fraunchife,  and  with  her  Pite, 
Fulfilde  the  bothom  of  bounte  : 
Thei  go  to  Daungir  anon  tight 
To  ferthir  me  with  all  ther  might, 


And  helpe  me  in  worde  and  in  de  Je7 
For  well  thei  fawe  that  it  was  nede. 
Firft  of  her  grace  Dame  Fraunchife 
Ytakin  hath  of  .this  emprife  ; 
She  faied  Daungir,  grete  wrong  ye  doe 
To  worch  this  man  fo  mochil  woe, 
Or  pinin  him  fo  angirlle, 
It  is  to  you  grete  vilanie  ; 
I  can  not  fe  n»  why  ne  how 
That  he  hath  trefpaffed  again  you, 
Save  that  he  loveth,  wherefore  ye  {hold 
The  more  in  charite'  of  him  hold  : 
The  force  of  Love  maketh  him  do  this  j 
Who  would  him  blame  he  did  amis  : 
He  levith  more  than  he  maie  doe; 
His  pain  is  harde  ye  maie  fe  lo  ! 
And  Love  in  no  wife  would  confent 
That  he  have  powir  to  repent, 
For  though  that  quicke  ye  would  him  flo 
Fro  Love  his  herte  ne  maie  nat  go. 

Now,  fvvete  Sir,  it  is  your  efe 
Him  for  to  angir  or  difefe. 
Alas  !  what  may  it  you  avaunce 
To  doen  to  him  fo  grete  grevaunce  ? 
What  worfhip  is'  it  again  him  take, 
Or  on  your  man  a  werre  make, 
Sithe  he  fo  lowlie  every  wife 
Is  redy  as  ye  lufte  devife  ? 
If  Love  have  caught  him  in  his  lace. 
You  for  t*  obaie  in  every  cace, 
And  ben  your  fubjed  at  your  will, 
Should  ye  therfore  willin  him  ill  ? 
Ye  fhould  him  fparin  more  all  out 
Than  him  that  is  bothe  proude  and  ftout  J 
Curtefie  would  that  ye  fuccoure 
Them  that  ben  meke  undir  your  cure  : 
His  herte  is  lard  that  in  til  not  tnekc 
Wban  men  of  mekenejje  him  befekc* 


This  is  certain,  fayid  Pite, 
We  fe  oft  that  humilite 
Bothe  ire  and  alfo  felonie 
Venquifh'eth,  and  alfo'  melancollc, 
To  ftondin  forthe  in  foche  dureffe 
This  cruilte  and  wickedneffe  ; 
Wherefore  I  praie  you,  Sir  Daungerey 
For  to  maintein  no  lengir  here 
Soche  cruill  werre  again  your  man, 
As  wholly  your's  as  er  he  can, 
Nor  that  ye  worchin  no  more  wo 
On  this  caitife  languifning  fo, 
Whiche  woll  no  more  to  you  trefpace,- 
But  put  him  wholly  in  your  grace  • 
And  his  offence  ne  was  but  lite  ; 
The  god  of  Love  it  was  to  wite 
That  he  your  thrall  fo  gretely  is  : 
If  ye  him  harme  ye  doen  amis, 
For  he  hath  had  full  hard  penaunce 
Sith  that  ye  reft  him  th'  aquaintauncc 
Of  Bialacoil,  his  moft •>  joie, 
Whiche  all  his  pains  might  acoie  : 
He  was  before  anoyid  fore, 
But  than  ye'doublid  him  well  more, 
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For  he  of  blifle  hath  ben  ful  bare 
Sith  Bialacoil  was  fro  him  fare  : 
Love  hath  to  him  done  grete  diftreJTe, 
He  hath  no  nede  of  more  dureffe  : 
Voidith  from  him  your  ire  I  rede  ; 
Ye  maie  not  winnin  in  this  dede  : 
Maketh  Bialacoil  repaire  again 
And  havith  pile  on  his  pain, 
For  Fraunchife  woll,  and  I  Pite, 
That  mercifull  to  him  ye  be ; 
And  fithe  that  ihe  and  I  accordc 
Have  upon  him  mifericorde, 
For  I  you  praie,  and  eke  monefte, 
Nought  to  refufin  our  requefte, 
For  he  is  hard  and  fell  of  thought, 
That  for  us  two  woll  doe  right  nought. 
Daungir  ne  might  no  more  -ndure, 
He  mekid  him  unto  mefure. 

I  woll  in  no  wife,  faieth  Daungcre, 
Denie  that  ye  have  aikid  here, 
It  were  to  grete  uncurtifie  ; 
I  woll  ye  have  the  companie 
Of  Bialacoil,  as  ye  devife  ; 
I  woll  him  lettin  in  no  wife. 
To  Bialacqil  than  went  in  hie 
Fraunchife,  and  faied  full  curtiflie, 
Ye  have  to  long  yben  deignoua 
Unto  this  lovir  and  daunge'rous, 
Fro  him  to  withdrawe  your  prefence, 
Whiche  hath  doe  to  him  grete  offence, 
That  ye  not  would  upon  him  fe, 
Wherfore  a  forowfull  man  is  he  : 
Shape  ye  to  paie  him  and  to  plefe, 
Of  my  love  if  ye  woll  have  efe  : 
Fulfill  his  will :  fith  that  ye  knowe 
Daungir  is  dauntid  and  brought  lowe 
Through  helpe  of  me  and  of  Pite 
You  dare  no  more  aferde  to  be. 

I  fhall  doin  right  as  ye  will, 
Saieth  Bialacoil,  for  it  is  {kill, 
Sith  Daungir  woll  that  it  fo  be  ; 
Than  Fraunchife  hath  him  fent  to  me. 


Bialacoil  at  the  beginning 

Saluid  me  in  his  comming ; 

No  ftraungeneffe  was  in  him  fene 

No  more  than  he  ne'  had  wrathid  ben; 

As  faire  femblaunt  than  {hewed  he  me, 

And  godely,  as  aforne  did  he, 

And  by  the  honde  withoutin  doubt 

Within  the  haie  right  all  about 

He  lad  me  with  a  right  gode  chere, 

All  environ  on  the  vergere 

That  Daungere  had  me  chaCd  fro. 

Now  have  1  leve  ovre'  all  to  go, 

Now  am  I  raifed  at  my  devife 

Fro  hejl  up  unto  paradife. 

Thus  Bialacoil  of  gentilneffe 

With  all  his  pain  and  buCnefie 

Hath  {hewid  me  onely  of  grace 

The  eftirs  of  the  lote  place. 

I  fawe  the  Rofe,  whan  I  was  nigh, 
Was  gretir  woxin  and  more  high, 


Freihe  and  roddy,  and  faire  of  hewe, 

Of  colour  evir  illiche  newe  : 

And  whan  I  had  it  longe  fene 

I  fawe  that  through  the  levis  grene 

The  Rofe  fpred  to  fpanniihing, 

To  fene  it  was  a  godely  thing, 

But  it  ne  was  fo  fprede  on  brede 

That  men  within  might  knowe  the  fede, 

For  it  covert  ywas  and  clofe 

Bothe  with  the  leves  and  with  the  Rofe  ; 

The  ftalke  was  even*  and  grenc  upright, 

It  was  thereon  a  godely  fight, 

And  well  the  bettir  without  wene 

For  that  the  fede  was  not  yfene  : 

Full  faire  it  fprad,  the  god  of  Bleffe, 

For  foche  an  othir  as  I  geffe 

Aforne  ne  was,  ne  more  vermaile  ; 

T  was  abawed  for  marveile, 

For  er  the  fairir  that  it  was 

The  more  I'am  boundin  in  Love's  teas* 

Long  I  abode  there,  fothe  to  faie, 

Til  Bialacoil  I  gan  to  praie, 

Whan  that  I  fawe  him  in  no  wife 

To  me  to  warnin  his  fervice, 

That  he  to  me  would  graunt  a  thing' 

Whiche  to  remembre'  is  well  fitting, 

This  is  to  faine,  that  of  his  grace 

He  would  me  yeye  leifar  and  fpace, 

To  me  that  was  fo  defi'  ous 

To  have  a  kiffing  precious 

Of  the  fo  godely  frefhe  rofe 

That  fo  fwetely  fmelleth  in  my  nofe, 

For  if  it  you  difplefid  nought 

I  woll  gladly,  as  I  have  fought, 

Havin  a  kiffe  therof  frely 

Of  your  yefte',  for  certainly 

I  woll  none  have  but  by  your  leve, 

So  lothe  me  werre  you  for  to  greve. 


He  fayid,  Frende,  fo  God  me  fpede, 
Of  Chaftite  I  have  foche  drede, 
Thou  fhouldeft  not  warnid  be  for  me, 
But  I  dare  not  for  Chaftite ; 
Again  her  dare  J  not  mifdoe, 
For  alwaie  biddith  {he  me  fo 
To  yeve  no  lovir  levc  to  kiffe, 
For  who  thereto  may  winnen,  i-w«(Tc 
He  of  the  furplus  of  the  praie 
May  live  in  hope  to  get  fomc  dale  5 
For  who  fo  kiffing  maie  attain 
Of  lov'is  pain  ha:h  (foth  to  fain) 
The  beft  and  the  mofte  avinaunt, 
And  erneft  of  the  reminaunt. 
Of  his  anfwere  I  fighid  fore, 
I  durfte  «.ffaie  him  tho  no  more, 
I  had  fuche  drcde  to  greve  him  aie  i 
A  man  fhould  not  to  muche  afiaie 
To  chafe  his  frende  out  of  mefure, 
Nor  put  his  life  in  avinture ; 
For  no  man  at  the  firft  ftroke 
Ne  may  not  fel  adoune  an  oke, 
Nor  of  the  reifins  have  the  wine 
Till  grapes  be  ripe  and 
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Be  fore  emprefled,  I  you  enfure, 

And  drawin  out  of  the  preffure  : 

But  I,  forpeinid  wondir  flrong, 

Thoughte  that  I  abode  right  long 

Aftir  the  kifle  in  paine  and  wo, 

Sjith  I  to  kifle  defirid  fo  ; 

Till  that  rewing  on  my  diftrefle 

There  comin  Venus  the  goddeffe, 

(Whiche  aie  weryith  Chaftite) 

Came  of  her  grace  to  focour  me, 

Whofe  might  is  knowin  ferre  and  wide, 

For  fhe  is  mothir  of  Cupide, 

The  god  of  Love,  as  blinde  as  ftone, 

That  helpith  lovirs  many  one. 

This  lady  brought  in  her  right  h«nde 

Of  brenning  fire  a  blaiing  bronde, 

Whereof  the  flame  and  hote  fire 

Hath  many'  a  lady  in  defire 

Of  love  ybrought,  and  fore  yhette, 

And  in  her  fervice  her  herte  fette. 

This  lady  was  of  gode  entaile, 

Right  wondirful  of  apparaile  ; 

By  her  atire  fo  bright  and  fhene 

Men  might  perceivin  well  and  fene 

She  was  not  of  religioun ; 

Nor  I  n'il  makin  mencioun 

Nor  of  her  robe  nor  of  trefour, 

Of  broche  ne  of  her  riche  attour, 

Ne  of  her  girdle'  about  her  fide, 

For  that  I  n'il  not  long  abide ; 

But  knowith  well  that  certainly 

She  was  arrayid  richily ; 

Devoide  of  pride  certaine  fhe  was; 

To  Bialacoil  fhe  went  a  paas, 

And  to  him  fhortely  in  a  claufe 

She  fayid,  Sir,  what  is  the  caufe 

Ye  ben  of  porte  fo  daungirous 

Unto  this  lovir  and  dainous, 

To  graunt  him  nothing  but  a  kiffe  ? 

To  warne  it  him  ye  done  amifle, 

Sithe  well  ye  wotin  how  that  he 

Is  Love's  fervaunt,  as  ye  may  fe, 

And  hath  beaute,  wher  through  he  is 

Worthy  of  love  to  have  the  blis. 

How  he'  is  femely  beholde  and  fe, 

How  he  is  faire,  how  he  is  fre, 

How  he  is  fote  and  debonaire, 

Of  age  yonge,  lufty  and  faire  : 

There  is  no  lady  fo  hauteine, 

Ducheffe,  countefle,  ne  chaftelaine, 

That  I  n'olde  her  ungodely 

For  to  refufe  him  uttirly. 

His  brethe  is  alfo  gode  and  fwete, 
And  his  lippes  roddy ;  are  thei  mete 
Only  to  plaine  and  not  to  kiffe  ? 
Graunt  him  a  kiffe  of  gentilneffe. 

His  teth  arne  alfo  white  and  clene ; 
Me  thinkith  wrong  withoutin  wen& 
If  ye  now  warne  him,  truftith  me, 
To  graunte'  that  a  kiffe  have  he  ; 
The  laffe  ye  helpe  him  that  ye  hafte, 
And  the  more  time  fhul  ye  wafte. 

Whan  the  flame  of  the  very  bronde 
That  Venus  brought  in  her  right  hon.de 


Had  Bialacoil  with  his  hete  fmete 
Anone  he  bade  me  without  lete, 
And  grauntid  me  the  Rofe  to  kifle, 
Than  of  my  paine  I  ganne  to  lifle, 
And  to  the  Rofe  anon  went  I, 
And  kiflid  it  ful  faithfully. 
Nede  no  man  aflce  if  I  was  blith 
Whan  the  favour  fo  fofte  and  lith 
Stroke  to  mine  hert  withoutin  more, 
And  me  alleggid  of  my  fore, 
So  was  I  ful  of  joye  and  blifle ; 
It  is  faire  fuche  a  floure  to  kiffe  ; 
It  was  fo  fote  and  favirous 
I  might  not  be  fo  anguifhous 
That  I  mote  glad  and  joly  be  ; 
Whan  that  I"  do  remembre  me 
Yet  evre'  among  (fothly  to  faint) 
I  fuffre  noie  and  mochii  paine. 


The  fe  may  nevir  be  fo  flill 
But  with  a  litill  winde  at  will 
May  ovirwhelme  and  tourne  alfo 
As  it  were  wode  in  wawis  go  ; 
Aftir  the  calme  the  trouble  fone 
Mote  folow,  and  chaunge  as  the  mone. 

Right  fo  fareth  Love,  that  felde  in  one 
Holdeth  his  ancre,  for  right  anbue 
Whan  thei  in  efe  wene  beft  to  live 
They  ben  with  tempeft  all  fordrive. 
Who  fervith  Love  can  tell  of  wo 
The  ftoundmele  joye  mote  ovirgo ; 
Now  he  hurtith  and  now  he  cureth, 
For  felde  in  o  pointe  Love  endureth. 

Now  it  is  right  me  to  precede 
How  Shame  gan  medle  and  take  hede, 
Through  whom  fel  angirs  1  have  hade, 
And  how  the  ftronge  wall  was  made, 
And  the  caftell  of  brede  and  length, 
That  god  of  Love  wan  with  his  ftrength : 
Al  this  in  Romaunce  will  I  fet, 
And  for  no  thing  ne  will  I  let, 
So  that  it  liking  to  her  be 
That  is  the  floure  of  all  beaute, 
For  fhe  may  beft  my  labour  quite 
That  I  for  her  love  fhal  endite. 

Wickid  Tonge,  whiche  that  the  covinc 
Of  every  Ixrvir  can  devine 
Worfte,  and  aie  addith  more  fomdele, 
(For  wickid  tonge  faith  nevir  wele) 
To  mewarde  bare  he  right  grete  hate, 
Efpying  me  erly  and  late, 
Til  he  hath  fene  the  grete  chere 
Of  Bialacoil  and  me  ifere  : 
He  ne  might  not  his  tonge  withftonde 
Worfe  to  reportin  than  he  fonde, 
He  was  fo  ful  of  curfid  rage  : 
It  fat  him  wele  of  his  linage, 
For  him  an  Irifhe  woman  bare  : 
His  tonge  was  filid  fharpe  and  fqnare, 
And  right  poignaunt,  and  right  kerving, 
And  wondir  bittir  in  fpeking  ; 
For  whan  that  he  me  gan  efpie 
He  fwore  (affirming  fikirly) 
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Jiitwene  Bialacoiland  me 

Was  ill  aquaintaunce  and  prive  : 

•He  fpake  therof  To  folilic 

That  he  awakid  Jelo'ufie, 

Whiche  all  afraied  in  his  riling1. 

Whan  that  he  herde  the  jangling., 

He  ran  anon  as  he  were  wode 

To  Bialacoil  there  that  he  ftode, 

Whiche  had  levir  in  this  cas 

Have  ben  at  Reines  or  Amiaa 

For  fote-hote  in  his  felonie 

To  him  thus  faide  Jeloufie ; 

"  Why  haft  thou  ben  fo  negligent 

"  To  kepin,  whan  I  was  abftnt, 

"This  vergir  here  lelte  in  thy  warde  ? 

*'  To  me  tliou  haddift  no  regarde 

"  To  truft  (to  thy  confufion) 

*'  Him  thus,  to  whom  fufpecLion 

"  I  have  right  gretej  for  it  :s  nede, 

"  It  is  well  fhewid  by  the  dec  '  : 

"  Crete  faute  in  the  now  have  I  founde ; 

"  By  God  anon  thou  fhalt  be  b'ounde, 

**  And  fafte  lockin  in  a  toure, 

"  Withoutin  refuite  or  focoure; 


For  Shame  to  long  hath  be  the  fro  j. 

Ovir  lone  fhe  was  ago ; 

Whan  thou  haft  loft  both  drede  and  fere 

It  femid  well  fhe  was  not  here, 

For  fhe  was  befy  in  rfo  wife 

To  kepiu  the  and  to  chaftice, 

And  for  to  helpin  Chaftite 

To  kepe  the  ro'fir,  as  thinketh  me, 

For  than  this  boie  knave  fo  boldly 

Ne  fhouldi  nat  have  be  hardy, 

Ne  in  this  vergir  had  fuche  game, 

Which  now  me  tournith  to  grete  ftiame,* 


Bialacoil  n'is  what  to  faie, 

JFul  faine  he  would  have  fled  aware, 

For  fere  have  hyidj  ne'ere  that  he 

All  fodainly  toke  him  with  me  5 

And  whan  I  fawc  that  he  had  fo 

This  Jeloufie  takin  us  two, 

I  was  aftoned,  and  knewe  no  rede, 

But  fledde  away  for  very  drede. 

Than  Shame  came  forth  ful  fimpilly ; 
She  wende  have  trefpaced  ful  gretely, 
Humble'  of  her  porte,  and  made  it.fmiple, 
Wering  a  vaile  in  ftede  of  wimple, 
As  nonnis  done  in  ther  abbey  : 
Bicaufe  her  hert  was  in  affray 
She  gan  to  fpfeke  within  a  throwe 
To  Jeloufie  right  wondir  lowe.  ' 

Firft  of  his  grace  fhe  him  befought, 
And  fayid,  Sir,  ne  levith  nought 
Wickid  Tongc,  that  i'alfe  efpie, 
Which  is  fo  glad  to  faine  and  lie  ; 
He  hath  you  made  through  flatiring 
On  Bialacoil  a  falfe  lefing ; 
His  falfnefle  is  net  nowe  a  newe, 
It  is  to  bno-e  that  he  him  kflewe  5 
Voi,  I, 


.!' 


This  ne  is  not  the  firfte  dale, 
For  Wickid  Tonge  hath  cuftome  ak 
The  yonge  folkis  to  bewrie, 
And  falfe  lefmgis  on  'hem  lie. 

Yet  nere-thelefle  I  fe  among 
That  the  foigne  it  is  fo  long 
Of  Bialacoil,  herds  to  lure 
In  I>ov*is  fervicc  for  to'  endure, 
Ydravying  fuchO  folke  him  to 
That  he  hath  nothing  with  to  do, 
But  in  fothneffe  I  trowe  nought 
That  Bialacoil  had  er  in  thought 
To  do  trefpace  or  vilanie, 
But  for  his  mbthir  Curtifie 
Hath  taught  him  evir  for  to  be 
Gode  of  aqueintaunce  and  prive, 
For  he  lovith  none  hevineffe, 
But  mirth  and  play,  and  all  gladnciTc; 
He  hatith  eke  alle  trechours, 
And  foleine  folke  and  envious, 
For  ye  wele  wetiri  how  that  he 
Wol  evir  glad  and^  joyful  be 
Honeflly  with  folke  to  plcy  : 
I  have  be  negligent  in  fey 
To  chaftife  him,'  thferfore  now  I 
Of  herte  ycrie  you  here  mercy, 
That  I  have  ben  fo-rechilts 
To  taniin  him  wjthoiaten  lees; 
Of  my  foly  I  me  repent ; 
Now  wol  I  whole  fet  mine  entent 
To  kepin  bothe"  low  and  ftill 
Bialacoil  to  do  yoUr  will. 

O  Shame  !  o  Shame  !  faide  Jeloufie, 
To  be  bitrafaed  grete  drede  have  I ; 
Lecherie  hath  yclonibe  fo  hie, 
That  almoft  blend  is  mine  eie  : 
No  wondir  is  if  drede  have  I, 
Ovir  all  reignith  Lech^fy, 
Whofe  might  ygrewith  night  and  dey 
But  in  cloiftre  and  m  abbey  ; 
Chaftite'  is  werried  ovir  all, 
Therefore  I  woll  with  fikir  wall 
Clofe  both  the  rolls  and  rofere; 
I  have  to  long  in  this  manero 
Lefte  'hem  unclofid  wilfully, 
Wherfore  I  am  right  inwardly 
Sorowfuil,  and  repente  me  ; 
But  now  thei  fhall  no  lengir  be 
Unclofid  ;  and  yet  I  drede  fore 
I  fhall  repente  ferthirmore, 
For  the  game  goith  all  amis  ; 
Counfaile  I  mufte  newe  i-wis  ; 
I  have  to  long  ytruftid  the, 
But  now  it  fhal  no  lengir  be, 
For  he  may  beft  in  every  cofte 
Decevin  that  men  truftin  mofte  ; 
I'  fe  well  that  I  am  nigh  fhent 
But  if  I  fet  my  full  entent 
Some  remedie  for  to  purveie, 
Wherfore  clofin  I  fhall  the  wey 
From  them  that  woll  the  Rofc.  efpk  ; 
And  come  to  waite  me  vilonie ; 
For  now  in  gode  faith  and  hi  trouth 
I  wol  not  i« » tin  f°r  n°  ^outh, 
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To  live  the  more  in  fikerncfle, 

Do  make  anon  a  fortireiTe, 

Than  clofe  the  rofis  of  gode  favour  J 

ki  midctis  fhal  I  make  a  tour 

To  put  Bialacoil  in  prifon, 

For  evir  I  drede  me  of  trefon  : 

1  trow  f  fhal  him  kepe  fo 

That  he  fhal  have  no  might  to  go 

About  to  makin  companie 

To  them:  that  thinke  of  vilanie, 

Ne  to  no  fuche  as  hath  ben  here 

Aforne,  and  found  in  him  gode  chere r 

Whiche  hart  afiailid  him  to  fhende, 

And  wit&ther  towandife  to  blende  : 

A  folfe  'a  eith  to  begile  ; 

But  may  I  live  a  litil  while 

He  fhal  for  thinke  his  faire  femblaunt ; 

And  with,  that  worde  came  Drede  Avaunt,. 
Which  was  abafhed,  and  in  gr.ete  fere 
Whan  he  wift  Jeloufie  was  there  ;. 
He  wa*  for  drede  in  fuche  affray 
That  not  a  worde  durfte  he  fay,. 
But  quaking  flode  fulfill  alone, 
(Til  Jeloufie  his  way  was  gone) 
Save  Shame,  that  him  not  forfoke  j 
Both  Drede  and  fhe  ful  fore  qiioke,. 
That  at  the  lafie  Drede  abraide, 
And  to  his  cofin  Shame  faide  i 

Shame,  (he  faid)  in  fothfaftnefie 
To  me  it  is  gret  hevinefle 
That  the  noife  is  fo  ferae  ygo, 
And  eke  the  fclaundir,  of  us  two  ;„ 
But  fithin  that.it  is  befall* 
We  maie  it  not  againe  call 
Whan  onis  fprongin  is  a  fame  't 
I?or  manyr  a  yerc  withoutin  blame 
We  have  ben,  and  many  a  day, 
For  many*  an  Aprill,  many.'  a  May  y 
We  han  ypaffid.  nothing  fhamed, 
Til  Jeloufie  hath  us  yblamed. 
Of  miflruft  and  fufpe<5Hon 
Caufeleffe,.withouti,6nchefon  : 
Go  we  to  Duungir  haftily, 
And  let  us  fhe  we  him  opinly 
That  he-hath  not  aright  ywrought 
Whan  that- he  fette  not  his  thought 
To  kepin  bettir  the  purprife  ; 
Ib  his  doing  he  is  not  wife  ; 
Me  hath  to- us  do  grete  wrong, 
That  hath  futfirid  now  fo  long_ 
Bialacoil  to  have  his  will 
Alle  his.  luftis  to  fulfill  i 
He  muft  amende  ituttirly, 
€)r  els  fhal he  vilainoufly 
Exilid  be  eut  of  this  londe  j 
For  he  the  werre  maie  not  withftoncfe 
Of  Jtloulle,  nor  bere  the.grefe, 
Sithe  Bialacoile  is  at  mifxhefe.. 


To  Daungir,. Shame  and  Drede  anon 
The  righte  way  ben  both  ygon  ; 
The  chorle  thei  foundin  'hem  aforne 
lagging  undir  an  hawetfaorne  ; 


Undir  his  hede  no  pilowe  was 

But  in  the  ftede  a  trufle  of  gras ; 

He  flombrid,  and  a  knappe  he  toke, 

Til  Shame  pitoufly  him  fhoke, 

And  grete  manace  on  him  gan  make. 

Why  flepift  thou  whan  thou  fhould  wake  ? 

(Quod  Shame)  thou  doeft  us  vilanie 

Who  truftith  the  he  doth  folie 

To  kepc  rofis  or  bothoms 

Whan  thei  ben  faire  in  ther  fefons  : 

Thou  arte  woxe  to  familiere 

Wher  thou  fhould  be  ftraunge  of  chere 

Stoute  of  thy  porte,  redy  to-  greve  : 

Thou  doeft  gret  folie  for  to  leve 

Bialacoil  hers  iafle  to  call 

The  yongir  man  to  fhenden  us  all  : 

Though  that  thou  flepe  we  mowin  hese 

Of  Jeloufie  grete  noife  here  i 

Art  thou  now  late  ?  rife  up  an  hie, 

And  ftoppe  fone  and  delivirly 

Alle  the  gappis  of  the  hay  ; 

Do  no  favour  I  do  the  pray : 

It  fallith  nothing  to  thy  name 

To' make  fay  re  femblaunt  where  thou  mayftcWanae, 


If  Bialacoil  be  fwete  and  fre, 

Doggid  and  fel  thou  fhouldifl  be, 

Forward  and  outragious  i-wis  ; 

A  chorle  chaungith  that  curteis  is  : 

This  have  I  herde  oft  in  faying, 

That  man  ne  maie  for  no  daunting 

Make  a  fperhauke  of  a  bofarde  : 

Al  men  wol  hold  the  for  mufarde 

That  debonaire  have  foundin  the  : 

It  fitteth  the  nought  curteis  to  be  ; 

To  do  men  plefaunce  or  fervife 

In  the  Lt  is  recreaundife  : 

Let  thy  werkis  ferr   and  nere 

Be  like  thy  name,  whiche  is  Daungere. 

Than  als  abafhid  in  fhewing 
Anon  fpake  Drede,.  right  thus  faying, 
And  fayid,  Daungir,  I  drede  me 
That  thou  ne  wolte  befy  be 
To  kepin  that  thou  haft  to  kepe  : 
Whan  thou  fhouldeft  wake  thau  art  a-flepe 
Thou  fhalt  be  grevid  certainly 
If  the  afpyin  Jeloufie, 
Or  if  he  findc  the  in  blame  ; 
He  hath  to  day  affailid  Shame, 
And  chafed  away  with  grete  manace 
Bialacoil  out  of  this  place, 
And  fwerith  fhortly  that  he  fhall 
Enclofe  him  in  a  flurdy  wall ; 
And  al  is  for  thy  wickidneffe,     •          ^ 
For  that  the  failith  ftraungcnefle  ; 
Thine  hert  I  trowe  be  failid  all; 
Thou  fhalt  repent  in  fpeciall, 
If  Jeloufie  the  fothe  knewe, 
Thou  fhalt  forthinke  and  fore  rewe. 

With  that  the  chorle  his  clubbe  gon  fhake;, 
Frowning  his  eyin  gan  to  make, 
And  hidous  chere,  as  man  in  rage  j 
For  yre  he  brent  in  bis  vifage  ; 
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Whan  that  he  herde  him  blamid  fo 
He  faid,  Out  of  my  wit  I  go, 
To  be  difcomfite  I'  hare  grete  wrong  j 
Certis  I  have  now  lived  to  long 
Sithe  I  may  nbt  this  clofir  kepe  : 
Al  quicke  I  would  de  dolvin  depe 
Yf  any  man  fhall  more  repayre 
This  gardin  for  foule  or  fayre ; 
Mine  hert  for  ire  goith  a-fere 
That  I  let  any  entre  here  : 
i  have  do  foly  now  I  fe, 
But  now  it  Ihal  amended  Be  : 
Who  fettith  fote  here  any  more 
Truly  he  fhall  repent  it  fore, 
For  no  man  more  into  this  place 
Of  me  to  entre  fhall  have  grace  j 
Levir  I  had  with  fwerdis  twaine 
Throughout  mine  hert  in  every  vaine, 
Percid  to  be  with  many'  a  wounde 
Than  flouthe  fhould  in  n.°,  be  founde  ; 
from  hennisforth  by  night  >r  dey 
1  (hall  defende  it  if  I  may 
"Withoutin  any  excepcioh 
Of  eche  manlr  condicion, 
And  if  I  it  any  man  graiihte 
There  holdith  me  for  recreaunte; 


Than  Daungir  on  his  Fete  gah  ftbnde 

And  hent  a  burdon  in  his  honde ; 

Wroth  in  his  ire  ne  left  he  nought; 

But  through  the  vergir  he  hath  fought 

If  he  might  firtdin  hole  or  trace 

Where  through  that  memotefbrthbypacej 

Or  any  gappe,'he  did  it  cldfe; 

That  no  man  might  touchin  a  Rofc 

Of  the  rofir  allc  about, 

He  fhittith  every  man  without, 

Thus  day  by  day  Daungir  is  wersi 
iMore  wondirfull  and  more  divers, 
And  fellir  eke  than1  evre'  he  was, 
Tor  him  ful  oft  I  finge  alas! 
For  I  ne  may  nought  through  his  ire 
Recovir  that  I  mofte  defire } 
Mine  hert,  alas !  Wol  breft  a-twfy 
For  Biaiaeoil  I  wrathid  fo; 
For  certainly  in  every  membre 
I  quake  whan  that  I  me  remembre 
Of  the  bothbm  whiche  that  I  wolde 
Ful  oft  a  day  fene  and  beholde ; 
And  when  I  thinke  upon  the  kiffe, 
And  how  much  joie  and  how  muchblifle, 
I  hadde  through  the  favour  fwete^ 
For  want  of  it  I  girone  and  grete  : 
Me  thinketh  I  fele  yet  in  my  no'fe 
The  fot,'-  favour  of  the  Rofc, 
And  now  I  wote  that  I  mote  go 

ferre  the  freftic  flouris  fro. 
To  me  ful  welcdme  were  the  dethe, 
^bfence  therof  (alas  !  me  flethe  ; 
"or  whilom  with  thisRbfe,  alas  ! 
I  touch'id  nofe,  and  mouthe,  and  face,- 
But  now  the  deth  I  rriuft  abide  : 
But  Love  confent  an  othir  tide 


That  onis  I  louche  maie  and  kilTc 

I  trow  my  paine  fhal  hevir  lifle  ; 

Theron  is  all  my  covetife, 

Whiche  brent  my  hart  in  any  wife  ; 

Now  fhal  repaire  againe  fighing, 

Long  watche  on  nightes,  and  no  flepingj 

yhought  in  wifhing,  turment,  and  wo, 

With  many'  a  tourning  to  and  fro, 

That  halfe  my  paine  I  cannot  tell, 

For  I  am  fallin  imo  hell 

From  paradife  and  welthe  ;  the  more 

My  turment  grevith,  more  and  more 

Anoyith  now  the  bittirneffe 

That  I  to  forne  have  felte  fwetneffe  : 

And  Wickid  Tonge  thrpughe  his  falfhede 

Ycaufith  all  my  wo  and  drede  ; 

On  me  he  licth  a  pitous  charge, 

Bicaufe  his  tonge  was  to  large. 

Now  is  it  time  fhortly  that  I 
Tel  youfomthihg  of  Jeloufy, 
That  was  in  grete  fufpectiont 
About  him  lefte  he  no  rhafori 
That  ftone  could  laie,  ne  no  querrouf? 
He  hirid  'hem  to  make  a  tour  ; 
And  firft  the  rofis  for  to  kepe 
About  hem  mede  he  a  diche  depe, 
Right  wondir  large,  and  alfo  brode* 
Upon  the  whichS  alfo  ftode 
Of  fquarid  ftbne  a  fturdy  wall, 
Whiche  on  a  cragge  was  foundin  all< 
And  right  grete  thickneffe  eke  it  bare  j 
About  it  was  yfoundid  fquare 
An  hundrid  fadome'  on  every  fide ; 
It  was  al  liche  both  long  aiid  wide  : 
Left  any  time  it  were  affailed 
Ful  wel  about  it  was  batailed, 
And  rounde  envirbri  eke  were  fefc 
Ful  many  a  riche  and  faire  tburnet  i 
At  every  cor nir  of  this  wall 
Was  fet  a  tour  full  principal!, 
And  everiche  had  without  fable 
A  portcolife  defenfable, 
To  kepe  of  en'emies,  and  to  grev^ 
That  there  ther  force  would  yprave. 

And  eke  amidde  this  purpirife 
Was  made  a  totor  of  grete  maiftrife, 
A  fairir  faugh  no  min  with  fight^ 
Large  and  wide^  and  of  grate  might  i 
Thei  dradde  nought  ndne  affau£ 
Of  ginn  or  gonn,  nor  of  fkaffaut : 
Th'e  tempereure  of  the  mortere 
Was  made  of  lycour'e  wondir  dere. 
Of  quicklime  perfailnt  and  egre, 
Which  temprid  was  with  vinegre. 
The  ftone  was  harde  of  adamaunt 
Wherof  thei  made  the  fourid^maiint  ^ 
The  tour  was  rounde  made  in  conipus  j 
In  al  this  world  no  richir  was, 
Ne  bettir  ordained  therewithall : 
About  the  tour  was  made  a  wall, 
So  that  betwixt  that  and  the  toure 
Rofis  were  fet  of  fwete  favpiire, 
With  many  rofis  that  fhei  bere  : 
And  eke  within  the  caftil  werei 
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Springoldis,  gonnes,  bowes,  and  archers, 

And  eke  about  at  the  corners    ,« 

Men  feinin  ovir  the  wall  ftonde 

Gret  engins,  which  ywere  nere  honde, 

And  in  the  ke*rnils  here  and  there 

Of  arblaftirs  grete  plentie  were ; 

None  armour  mighte  ther  ftroke  withftonde, 

It  were  foly  to  prefe  to  honde  ; 

Without  the  dkhe  were  liftis  made 

With  wal  batailid  large  and  brade, 

For  men  and  horfe  fhould  not  attaine" 

To  nigh  the  diche  ovir  the  plaine. 

Thus  Jelofie  hath  environ 

Yfett  about  his  garnifon 

With  wallis  rounde  and  dicl;e  depe, 

Onelv  the  rofir  for  to  kepe, 

And  Daungir  bothe  erly  and  late 

The  keys  kept  of  the  uttir  gate, 

The  whiche  opened  towarde  the  eft, 

And  he  had  with  him  at  the  left 

Thurty  fervauntes  echone  by  name. 

That  othir  gate  was  kept  by  Shame, 
Whiche  opinid,  as  it  was  couthe, 
Towardis  the  parte  of  the  fouthe, 
Servcauntes  affignid  were  here  to 
Full  many,  her  will  for  to  do  : 
Than  Drede  had  in  her  baillie 
The  keping  of  the  conftable'rie 
Towarde  the  north  I  underftonde, 
That  opened  upon  the  lefte  honde, 
The  whiche  for  nothing  may  be  fure 
But  if  fhe  do  her  befy  cure 
Erly  on  mor'we', and  alfo  late, 
Strongly  to  fhette  and  barre'the  gate. 
Of  every  thing  that  fhe  may  fe 
Drede  is  aferde  where  fo  fhe  be, 
For  with  a  puffe  of  litill  winde 
Drede  is  aftoriied  in  her  minde, 
Therfore  for  fteling  of  the  Rofe 
I  rede  her  nat  the  yate  unclofe  : 
A  foul'is  flight  would  make  her  fle, 
And  eke  a  fhadowe,  if  fhe'  it  fe. 


Than  Wickid  Tonge,  full  of  envy, 

With  foudiers  of  Normandy, 

As  he  that  caufith  all  debate, 

Was  kepir  of  the  fourthe  gate, 

And  alfo  to  the  tothir  thre 

He  went  ful  oft    for  tofe. 

Whan  his  lotte  was  to  walke  a  night 

His  inftrumentis  would  be  dight 

For  to  blowin  and  makin  foune 

Oftir  than  he  hath  enchefoune, 

And  walkin  oft  upon  the  wall, 

Cornirs  and  wickittes  ovir  all 

Ful  narowe  ferchin  and  efpie  : 

Though  he  nought  fonde  yet  would  he  lie 

Difcordaunt  er  fro  armonie, 

And  diflbnid  fro  melodic  ; 

Controvehe  wo'uld,  and  foule  failc 

With  hornpipis  of  Cornewaile ; 


In  floitis  made  he  difcordaunce, 

And  in  his  mufike,  with  mifchauncei  ; 

He  woulde  feine  with  notis  newe 

That  he  ne  fonde  no  woman  trewe, 

Ne  that  he  fawe  nere  in  his  life 

Unto  her  hilfbonde  a  trewe  wife, 

Ne  none  fo  ful  of  honeftc 

That  fhe  n'il  laugh  and  mery  be 

Whan  that  fhe  hereth  or  may  efpie 

A,man  fpekin  of  lecherie  ; 

Everiche  of  'hem  hath  fame  vice  ; 

One  is  difhoneft,  t'other  nice  ; 

Yf  one  be  ful  of  vilanie, 

An  othir  hath  a  lico'rous  eie'; 

If  one  be  ful  of  wantoneffe, 

Anothir  is  a  chidireffe. 

Thus  Wickid  Tong'e,  God  yeve  him  fliamc! 
Can  put  'hem  everkhone  in  blame 
Without  defert,  and  caufileffe  : 
He  lieth  though  thei  ben  giltileffe  : 
I  have  pity  to  fene  the  forowc 
That  wakith  bothe  evin  and  morowc 
To  innocentes  doth  fuche  grevaunce, 
I  pray  God  yeve  him  evil  chaunce  ! 
That  he  evir  fo  befy  is 
Of  any  woman  to'  feine  amis. 

Eke  Jeloufie  may  God  confounde  ! 
That  hath  makid  a  toure  fo  rounder 
And  made  about  a  garifon, 
To  fette  Bialacoil  in  prifon, 
The  whiche  is  fhette  there  in  the  tour, 
Ful  long  to'holdc  ther  fojour, 
There  for  to  livin  in  penaunce ; 
And  for'to  do  him  more  grcvauncc, 
Whiche  hath  ordainid  Jeloufie, 
An  olde  veckc  for  to  efpie 
The  manir  of  his  governaunce, 
The  whiche  devil  in  her  infauncc 
Had  lernid  all  of  Lov'is  arte,        , 
And  of  his  pie  y is  take  her  parte  : 
She  was  expert  in  his  fervife  ; 
She  knewe  eche.  wrenche  and  every  g:f>. 
Of  Love,  and  every  fecrct  wile  ; 
It  was  right  harde  her  to  begilc. 

Of  Bialacoil  fh&  toke  aie  hedc, 
That  er  he  liveth  in  wo  and  drede 
He  kepte  him  coye  and  eke  p1  rive, 
Left  that  in  him  fhe  haddc  fe 
Any  lite  foly  countinauncc, 
For  fhe  knew  all  the  olde  daunce. 

And  aftir  this  whan  Jeloufie 
Had  Bialacoil  in  his  baiilie, 
And  fhette  him  up  that  was  fo  fre§ 
For  fure  of  him  he  would  ybe, 
He  truftith  fore  in  his  caftell- 
The  ftronge  werke  him  likith  well ; 
He  dradde  nat  that  no  glotons 
Should  ftelc  his  rofis  or  bothoms ; 
The  rofis  wer'en  affurid  all, 
Defencid  with  the  ftronge'wall  : 
Now  Jeloufie  full  well  may  be 
Ofdrcde  deVbidc  inlibcrte; 
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Whether  that  he  or  flepe  or  wake 
Of  his  rofis  may  none  be  take. 


But  I  (alas  !)  now  morne  fhall 

Bicaufe  I  was  without  the  wall  : 

Ful  mochil  dole  and  mone  I  made  ; 

Who  fo  had  vvift  what  wo  I  had 

I  trowe  he  would  have  had  pite  ; 

Love  all  to  dere  had  folde  me  ; 

The  gode  that  of  his  love  had  I 

I  went  about  it  al  queintly, 

But  noive  through  dubling  of  my  paine 

1  fe  he  woll  it  feft  again, 

And  me  a  newe  bargain  lere, 

The  whiche  all  out  the  more  is  dere 


For  the  folace 


lorne 


Than  I  had  it  nevir  aforne  : 
Certain  I  am  full  like  in  dude 
To  him  that  cafttrin  yerth  his  fedc, 
And  hath  joie  of  the  newe  fpringing 
Whan  it  grenith  in  the  ginning, 
And  is  fo  faire  and  frefhe  of  flourej 
Luftie  to  fene,  fote  of  odoure^ 
But  er  he  it  in  flievis  (here 
IVlaie  fall  wethir  that  fhall  it  dere, 
And  makin  it  to  fade  and  fall 
The  fralke,  the  greine,  and  flouris  all, 
That  to  the  tiller  is  fordoen, 
The  hope  he  had  conceved  to  fone. 
I  drede  certaine  that  fo  fare  I, 
For  hope  and  travaile  fikirly 
Ben  me  birafte  all  with  a  ftorme  : 
The  floure  n'ill  fedin  of  my  corne, 
For  Love  hath  fo  avauncid  me, 
Whan  I  began  my  privite 
To  Bialacoil  all  for  to  tell, 
Whom  I  ne  founde  froward  ne  fell, 
But  toke  agre  all  whole  my  plaie ; 
But  Love  is  of  fo  harde  affaie, 
That  all  at  ones  he  revid  me 
Whan  I  wened  beft  above  to'  have  he. 
It  is  of  Love  as  of  Fortune, 
That  chaungith  oft,  and  n'ill  contune, 
Whiche  whilom  will  on  folk*!  fmile, 
And  glombe  on  'hem  an  othir  while ; 
Nowfrendenow  foe  thou  (halt  her.fele, 
For  a  twincling  tournith  her  whele. 

She  can  writhin  her  hedde  awaie  ; 

lis  is  the  concourie  of  her  plaie, 
can  areife  that  doith  mourne, 

idwhirle  adoune  and  ovirtourne 

fittith  hieft  but  as  her  lull  : 
A  fole  is  he  that  woll  her  truft, 
For  it  is  I  that  am  come  doune 
Through  charge  and  revolucioun  j 
Sithe  Bialacoil  mote  fro  me  twin, 
Shette  in  her  prifon  yonde  wkhin, 
His  abfence  at  mine  herte  I  fele, 
For  all  my  joie  and  all  mine  hele 
Twas  in  him  and  in  the  Role, 
That  but  you  woll, whiche  him  docth  clofc,. 
Opin,  that  fo  I  maie  him  fe, 
Love  woll  not  that  I  curid  be   • 


Of  the  painis  that  I  endure, 
Nor  of  my  cruill  avinture. 


Ah,  Bialacoil,  mine  own  dere ! 
Though  thou  be  now  a  prifonere, 
Kepith  at  left  thine  herte  to  me; 
Suffir  not  that  it  dauntid  be, 
Ne  let  not  Jeloilfie'  in  his  rage 
futtin  thine  herte  in  no  fervage  : 
Although  lie  chaftice  the  without, 
And  make  thy  bodic  to  him  lout, 
Have  herte  as  harde  as  diamaunt, 
Stedfaft  and  flout,  and  naught  pliaunt : 
In  prifon  though  thy  bodie  be 
At  large  kepe  thine  herte  fre  ; 
A  trewe  hert  ne  will  not  plie 
For  no  manace  that  it  maie  drie : 
If  Jeloufie  doith  the  pain 
Quite  him  his  wile  thus  again, 
To  vengc  the  at  left  in  thought, 
If  othir  waie  thou  mayift  nought, 
And  in  this  wife  full  fubtillie 
Worchin  and  winne  the  maifHry. 
But  yet  I  am  in  grete  affruie 
Left  thou  fholdeft  nat  doe  as  I  faie ; 
I  drede  thou  canft  me  grete  maugre 
That  thou  enprifoned  art  for  me, 
But  yet  right  nought  for  my  trefpas, 
For  through  me  nere  difcovered  was 
Yet  thing  that  ought  to  be  fecre  : 
Well  more  annoie  is  in  me 
Than  is  in  the  of  this  mifchaunce, 
For  I  endure  more  hard  penaunce 
Than  any  man  can  faine  or'  thinke, 
That  for  the  forowe'  almofte  I  fmke  : 
Whan  I  remembir  me'  of  my  wo 
Full  nigh  out  of  my  witte  I  go. 

Inward  mine  herte  I  fele  blede,    • 
For  comfortleffe  the  deth  I  drede  : 
Owe  I  nat  well  to  have  dlftreffe 
Whan  falfe  through  ther  wickidnefiV, 
And  traitours,  that  arne  envious, 
To  noien  me  be  fo  coragious  ?     • 

Ah,  Bialacoil !  full  well  I  fe 
That  thei  'hem  fhape'to  deceve  the, 
To  make  the  buxum  to  ther  lawe, 
And  with  ther  corde  the  to  drawe 
Where  fo  'hem  luft,  right  at  ther  will ; 
T  drede  thei  have  the  brought  there  till  : 
Withoutin  comfort  thought  me  flaeth ; 
This  game  would  bring  me  to  my  deth^ 
For  if  that  I  your  gode  will  lefe 
I  mote  be  dedde,  I  maie  not  chefe, 
And  if  that  thou  foryet£  me 
Mine  herte  fhall  nere  in  liking  bef 
Nor  ellifwhere  findin  folace  : 
If  I  be  put  out  of  your  grace, 
As  it  fhall  nevir  ben  I  hope, 
Than  fhuldin  I  fall  in  wanhope. 

Alas,  in  wanhope  !  naie,  parde, 
For  I  woll  nere  difpeirid  be  : 
If  Hope  me  faile,  than  alle  am  I 
Ungracious  and  unworthy  : 
U  iij 
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In  Hope  I  woll  comfortid  be, 
For  Love,  whan  he  betaught  her  me^ 
Sayid  that  Hope  where  fo  I  go 
Should  aie  be  relefe  to  my  wp. 

But  what  and  fhe  my  balis  bete, 
And  be  to  me  curteis  and  fwete  ? 
She  is  in  nothing  full  certain ; 
JLovirs  fhe  put  in  full  grete  pain, 
And  makith  'hem  with  wo  to  dele  : 
Her  faire  behefte  decevith  fele, 
For  file  woll  behote  fikirly 
And  failin  aftir  uttirly. 

Ah!  that  is  a  full  noicus  thing^ 
For  mony'  a  lovir  in  loving 
Hangeth  upon  her,  and  truftith  faft, 
Whiche  lefe  ther  travaile  at  the  laft. 

Of  thing  to  coqanie  fhe  wote  right  nought^ 
Therefore  if  it  be  wifely  fought 
Hi  r  counfaile  folie  is  to  take  ; 
For  many  times  whan  fhe  woll  make 
A  full  gode  fyllogifme,  I  drede 
That  aftirwarde  there  fhall  in  dede 
Fdlowe  an  ill  cqnclufion  : 
This  put  me  in  confufion, 
For  many  times  I  have  it  fene 
That  many  have  begilid  bene 
For  truft  that  thei  have  fet  in  Hope, 
Whiche  fell  'hem  aftirward  a-flope. 


But  nath  Mefs  yet  gladjy  {he  wo\A 

""That  he  that  wpU  him  with  her  hold. 

Had  all  timis  her  purpofe  clere 

Withoutin  deceipt1  any  where ; 

That  fhe  defirith  fikifly; 

Whan  I  her  blamed  I  did  foly. 

But  what  availith  her  gode  will 

Whan  flie  ne  maie  ftaunche  my  ftp.und  iU  ?. 

That  helpith  li^e  that  fhe  maie  doe, 

Qut  take  behefte  unto  my  wp, 

And  heftc  certain  in  no  wife 

Without  ifete  is  not  to  preifc. 

Wlian  hefte  and  dede  a  fondir  vary 
Thei  doin  a  grete  contrary  : 
Thus  am  I  pqfiid  up  and  doune 
With  dole,  thought,  and  cpnfufioune  ; 
Of  my  difefe  there  is  no  nomber, 
*Daungir  and  Shame  me  encomber, 
Drede  alfo  and  Jelofie, 
And  Wickid  Tong,  full  of  eny^e, 
Of  whiche  the  fharpe  and  cruillife. 
Full  oft  me  put  in  grete  martire  ; 
Thei  have  my  joie  fully  let, 
Sith  Bialacoil  thei  have  befhet 
Fro  me  in  prifon  wick'idly, 
Whom  I  love  fo  entierlyj 
That  it  woljin  my  bane  be 
But  I  the  fonir  maie  him  fe. 

And  yet  moreovir,  worft  of  all. 
There',  is  fet  to  kepe,  foule  her  befall ! 
A  rimpiid  veck'e  ferre  rpnne'in  age, 
Frounirig  and  yel'we'  in  her  vifage3" 


Whiche  in  awaite  lieth  daie  and  night, 
That  none  of  him  maie  have  a  fight. 


Now  mote  my  forowe  enforced  be 
Ful  fothe  it  is  that  Love  yafe  me 
Thre  wondir  yeftis  of  his  grace, 
Whiche  I  have  lorne  now  in  this  place, 
Sithe  thei  ne  maie  withoutin  drede 
Helpin  but  lite  who  takith  hede, 
For  here  availith  no  Swete  Thought, 
And  Swete  Speche  helpith  right  nought, 
The  thirde  was  callid  Swete  Loking, 
That  now  is  lorne  without  lefing. 

Yeftis  were  faire,  but  nat  for  thy 
Thei  helpin  me  but  iimpilly 
But  Bialacoil  lofid  be 
To  gone  at  large  and  to  be  fre ; 
For  him  my  life  lieth  all  in  dout 
But  if  he  come  the  rathir  out. 
Alas  !  I  trowe  it  woll  nat  ben, 

For  how  fhould  I  ere  more  him  fene  ? 

He  maie  nat  out,  and  that  is  wrong, 

Bicaufe  the  tourc  is  fo  ftrong  : 

How  fhould  he'  gut,  or  by  whofe  proweffe^ 

Out  of  fo  ftrong  a  fortireffe  ? 
By  me  certain  it  n'ill  be  doe, 

God  wotte  I  have  no  witte  therto, 

But  well  I  wote  I  was  in  rage 

Whan  I  to  Love  did  my  homage  ; 

Who  was  the  caufe  (in  fothfaftneffe) 

But  her  felf  Dajne  Idilneffe, 

Whiche  me  conveide  through  faire  praiert 

To'  entir  into  that  faire  vergere  ? 

She  was  to  blame1  me  to  leve, 

The  whiche  now  doeth  me  for3  greve  : 

A  fol'is  worde  is  nought  to  trowe, 

Ne  worthe  ah  apple  for  to  lowe ; 

Men  fhould  him  fnibbebittirUe 

At  prime  temps  of  his  folie  : 

I  was  a  fole,  and  fhe  me  leved, 

Through  whom  I  am  right  nought  releved : 

She  accomplifhid  all  my  will 

That  now  me  grevith  wondir  ill. 


Refon  me  fayid,  What  fhould  fall 
A  fole  my  felf  I  maie  well  call, 
That  Love  afide  I  had  not  laied, 
And  trowid  that  Dame  Refon  faied; 
Refon  had  bothe  fkill  and  right 
Whan  fhe  me  blamed  with  all  her  might 
To  medle'  of  Love,  that  hath  me  fhent,, 
But  certain,  now  I  woll  repent. 


And  fhould  I  repent  ?  naje,  parde, 
A  falfe  traitour  than  fhould  I  be  : 
The  devil's  engins  would  me  take 
If  evir  I  Love  would  forfake, 
Or  Biahcoil  falfly  betraie. 
Should  I  at  mifchief  hate  him  ?  na 
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Sithe  he  now  for  his  curtifie 

Is  in  prifon  of  Jeloufie; 

Curtifie  certain  did  he  me 

So  moche  it  maie  not  yoldin  be  :         / 

"Whan  he  the  haie  paifin  me  lete 

To  kiffethe  Rofe  faire  and  fwete 

Should  I  there-fore  conne  him  maugre  ? 

Naie,  certainly,  it  ihall  nat  be, 

For  Love  Ihall  nevir,  fave  gode  will, 

Here  of  me  ne  through  worde  or  will 

Offence  or  complaint  more  or  lefie 

Neithir  of  Hope  nor  Idleneffe ; 

For  certis  it  were  wrong  that  I 

Hatid  'hem  for  ther  curtifie. 

There  is  not  els  but  fuffre'  and  thinke, 

And  waldn  whan  I  fhoulde  winke, 

Abide  in  hope  till  Love  through  chaunce 

Sende  me  foccc-i.  cr  "'legaunce, 

Expedlaunt  aie  till  I  maie  mete 

Tc  gettio  mercie  of  that  fwete. 

Whilom  I  thinke  how  Love  to  me 
Sayid  that  he  would  take  at  gre 
My  fervice  if  unpacience 
Ycaufid  me  to  doen  offence  ; 
He  faieti,  In  thanke  I  Ihall  it  take, 
And  high,  maiftir  eke  they  make, 
If  Wickidneffe  ne  reve  it  the, 
But,  fone,  I  trowe  that  fhall  nat  be. 
Thefe  were  his  wordis  bj  and  by, 
It  femed  he  lovid  me  truely. 

Now  is  there  not  but  ferve  him  wele 
If  that  I  thinke  his  thanke  to  fele  : 
My  gode,  mine  harme,  lithe  whole  in  me, 
In  Love  maie  no  defaute  ybe, 
For  true  Love  ne  failed  nevir  man ; 
Sothly  the  faute  mote  nedis  than, 
As  God  forbide,  be  founde  in  me, 
And  how  it  cometh  I  can  not  fe. 
Now  let  it  gone  as  it  maie  go, 
Wher  Love  woll  foccour  me  or  flo, 
He  maie  do  wholly  on  me  his  will ; 
I  am  fo  fore  ybounde  him  till 
From  his  fervice  I  maie  not  flene, 
For  life  and  deth  withoutin  wene 
Is  in  his  hande ;  I  maie  nat  chefe  ; 
He  maie  me  doe  bothe  winne  and  lefe  : 
And  fithe  fo  fore  he  doeth  me  greve, 
Yet  if  my  luft  he  would  acheve, 
To  Bialacoi]  godely  to  be, 
I  yeve  no  force  what  fell  on  me ; 
For  though  I  die,  as  I  mote  nede, 
I  praie  Love  of  his  godelihede 
To  Bialacoil  doe  gentilnefTe, 
For  whom  I  live' in  foche  diftreffe. 
That  I  mote  dyin  for  penaunce  : 
But  firft  withoutin  repentaunce 
I'  will  me  confefle  in  gode  entent, 
And  make  in  hafte  my  teftarntnt, 
As  lovirs  doin  that  felen  fmerte. 
To  Bialacoil  leve  I  mine  herte 
All  whole,  witlioutin  departing 
Oi  doubleneffe  or  repeating, 


Content  Raifon  vienta  llamani* 
Thus  as  I  madin  my  paffage 
In  complaint  and  in  cruill  rage, 
And  I  n'ot  where  to  find  a  leche 
That  couthe  unto  mine  helping  eche, 
Sodainly  again  comin  doun 
Out  of  her  toure  I  fawe  Rcfou«, 
Difcrete  and  wife,  and  full  pkfaunt, 
And  of  her  porte  full  ave-naunt  : 
The  right  waie  fhe  toke  unto  me, 
"Whiche  ftode  in  grete  perplexite, 
That  was  pofhid  in  every  fide,. 
That  I  n'ift  where  I  might  abide, 
Till  ihe,  demurely  iadde  of  ohere, 
Sayid  to  me  as  fhe  came  nere ; 
Mine  owne  frende,  art  thou  agreved? 
How  is  this  quarell  yet  acheved 
Of  LoVis  fide?  anon  me  tell 
Haft  thou  not  yet  of  love  thy  fill  ? 
Art  thou  nat  wene'  of  thy  fervice 
That  the  hath  grevid  in  foche  wife  ? 

What  joie  hafte  thou  in  thy  loving  J 
Is  it  a  fwete  or  bittir  thing  ? 
Canft  .thou  yet  chefin,  let  «ie  fe, 
What  beft  thy  fucoiur  anigiitin  be  ? 

Thou  fervift  a  full  noble  lorde, 
That  maketh  the  thrall  for  thy  rewarde, 
Whiche  aie  rencwetii  thy  teurment, 
With  folie  fo  he  hath  the  blent : 
Thou  fell  in  mifchief  thilke  daie 
Whan  thou  diddift,  the  fothe  to  faie, 
To  him  obeifaunce  and  homage  : 
Thou  wroughtift  nothing  as  the  fage 
Whan  thou  became  his  liege  man  ; 
Thou  diddift  a  grete  folie  than  : 
Thou  wiftift  nat  what  fell  therto, 
With  what  lorde  thou  haddift  to  doe  t 
If  that  thou  haddift  him  well  fcnewc 
Thou  haddift -nought  be  brought  fo  lowe, 
For  if  that  thou  wifte  what  k  were 
Thou  n'oldift  ferve  him  halfc  a  yere, 
No,  nat  a  weke  nor  Jialfe  a  daie, 
Ne  yet  an  houre  without  delaie  : 
Ne  nevir  I  lovid  paramours, 
His  lordfhip  is  fo  full  of  {hours  ; 
Knowift  him  ought  ?-*— 
L'afvanut,  Ye,  Dame,  parde.— . 
Raifoun.  Naie,  naie. — iSamaunt.  Yes  I4— . 
Raifoun.  Wherefore,  let  fe, — 
L'amannt.     Of  that  he  fayid  I  fhould  be 
Glad  to  have  foche  a  lorde  as  he, 
And  maiftir  of  foche  feignorie. — . 
Raifoun.     Knowift  him  no  more  ? — 
Uamaunt,     Naie,  certis,  I, 
Save  that  he  yaje  rue  rulis  there, 
And  went  his  waie  I  ne  wift  where, 
And  I  abode  bounde  in   balauncc  : 
Lo,  there  a  noble  cognifaunce  ! 

Raifoun. 

But  I  woll  that  thou  knowe  him  now 
Ginning  and  cnde,  iithin  that  thou 
U  iiij 
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Art  fo  anguifiious  and  fo  mate, 

Disfigurid  out  of  aftate, 

There  maie  no  wreche  have  more  of  wo, 

Ne  catife  non  endurin  fo  ; 

It  were  to  every  man  fitting 

Of  his  lorde  to  have  knowleging, 

For  if  thou  knewe  him  out  of  doitt 

Lightly  thou  fhouldift  fcapin  out 

Of  thy  prifon  that  marrith  the. 

L?  amount. 

Ye,  Dame,  fitfyin  my  lorde  is  he, 
And  I  his  man  made  with  mine  honde 

1  woulde  right  faine  undirftonde 
To  knowin  of  what  kinde  he  be, 
If  any  would  enforme  me. 

Ra'jfonn. 

2  would  (fayid  Refon)  the  lere, 
£ithe  thou  to  lerne  haft  foche  defire, 
And  fhewin  the  withoutin  fable 

A  thing  that  is  not  demonftrable. 
Thon  flialt  knowe  withoutin  fcience 
And  w-ithoutin  experience 
The  thing  that  maie  not  knowin  be, 
Ne  wift  ne  {hewed  in  no  degre, 
Thou  maieft  the  fpthe  of  it  not  witten 
Although  in  the  it  were  ywritten ; 
Thou  {halt  not  knowin  therof  more 
^hile  thou  art  rulid  by  his  Ipre, 
But  unto  him  that  Love  will  flie 
The  knotte  maie  unclofid  be 
Whiche  hath  to  the,  as  it  is  founde, 
Solonge  to  knitteandnot  unbounde  : 
Now  fet  well  thine  entencion 
To  here  of  love  the  dcfcripcion. 


Love  it  is  an  Hateful  pefe, 
A  fre'  acquitance  without  relefe, 
And  through  the  fret  full  of  falfhede 
A  fikerneffe  all  fet  in  drede ; 
In  herte  is  a  difpering  hope, 
And  full  of  hope  it  is  wanhope  ; 
A  wife  wpdneffe,  and  void  refou, 
A  fwete  perillin  to  droun, 
And  hevie  bur  thin  light  to  here, 
A  wickid  wavve  awaie  to  were  ; 
It  is  Charybdis  perilous, 
Difagriable  and  gracious ; 
It'  is  difcprdaunce  that  can  acorde, 
And  accordaunce  unto  difcorde  ; 
It  is  conning  without  fcience, 
And  wifedome  without  fapience, 
"Witte  withoutin  difcrecion, 
Havoire  without  poffeffion  ; 
It  is  like  fiele  and  whole  fickeneffe, 
A  truft  drounid  and  dronkineffe, 
And  helth  all  full  pf  nialadie, 
And  charite  full  of  envie, 
And  angre  full  of  aboundaunce, 
And  a  full  gredie  fuffifaunce, 
Delite  right  full  of  hevineffe, 
And  drerinefs-full  of  gladneffe, 
Eittir  fwetenelTe  and  fwete  errour, 
lUght  evill  favouied  gode  favour, 


A.  fin  thatpardonc  hath  withimis. 

And  pardone  fpottid  without  finnc, 

A  paine  alfo  it  is  joious, 

And  felonie  right  piteous, 

Alfo  a  plaie  that  felde  is  ftable, 

And  ftedfaftnefs  right  mevable, 

A  ftrength  weikid  to  ftonde  upright^ 

And  a  febleneffe  full  of  might, 

Witte  unaviiid,  fage  folie, 

And  joie  full  of  tourmentrie, 

A  laughtir  it  is  weping  aie, 

Reft  that  travailith  night  and  dale, 

Alfo  a  fwete  hell  it  is, 

And  a  forowftill  paradis, 

A  plefaunt  gaile  and  efie  prifoun, 

And  full  of  froftis  fomir  fefoun, 

Prime  temps  full  of  froftis  white, 

And  Maie  devoide  of  all  delite, 

With  fere  braunchis  bloffoms  ungrene. 

And  newe  fruid  filled  with  wintir  tcne  ; 

It  is  a  flowe  maie  not  forbere, 

Ragges  ribanid  with  gold  to  were, 

For  all  fo  well  woll  Love  be  fette 

Undir  raggis  as  riche  rotchette, 

And  eke  as  well  by  amorettes 

In  mourning  blacke  as  bright  burncttes^, 

For  none  is  of  fo  mokill  prife, 

Ne  no  man  foundin  is  fo  wife, 

Ne  no  man  fo  high  of  parage, 

Ne  no  man  founde  of  witte  fo  fage, 

No  man  fo  hardie  ne  fo  wight, 

Ne  no  man  of  fo  mokill  might, 

None  fo  fullfillid  of  bounte, 

That  he  with  love  maie  dauntid  be ; 

All  the  worlde  holdith  this  waie, 

Love  makith  all  to  gone  mifwaie 

But  if  it  be  thei  of  evill  life, 

Whom  Genius  curfid,  man  and  wife, 

That  wrongly  werke  again  Nature  ; 

None  foche  I  love,  ne  have  no  cure 

Of  foche  as  Lov'is  fervauntes  ben, 

And  woll  nat  by  my  counfaile  fleen, 

For  I  nc  preifin  that  loving 

Where  through  man  at  the  laft  ending 

Shall  call  'hem  wretchis  full  of  wo, 

Love  greyith  'hem  and  fhendith  fo ; 

But  if  thou  wolt  well  Love  efchewe 

For  to  efcape  out  of  his  mewe, 

And  make  all  whole  the-  forowe  flake, 

No  bettir  counfaile  maieft  thou  take 

Than  thinke  to  flein  wel  i-wis, 

Maie  nought  helpe  els,  for  wit  thou  this« 

If  thou  flie  it  fhall  flie  the, 

Folowe'  it  and  iolowen  fhall  it  the. 

iJ'ama'Jnt. 

Whan  I  had  herid  Refon  fain, 

Whiche  had  yfplit  her  fpeche  in  vain, 

Dame,  (fayid  I)  1  dare  well  faie 

Of  this  avaunt  me  well  I  maie, 

That  from  your  fcole  fo  deviaunt 

I  am,  that  nere  the  more  avauut 

Right  nought  I  am  through  your  doo<5Hjpe 

I  dulle  undir  your  difciplinc ; 
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$  wot  no  more  than  I  wifte  ever, 

To'  me  fo  contrarie  and  fo  fcr 

Is  every  thing  that  ye  me  lere, 

And  yet  1  can  it  all  by  partivere  ; 

Mine  herte  foryeteth  thereof  right  nought ; 

It  is  Ib  writtin  in  my  thought, 

And  depe  gravin  it  is  fo  tender, 

That  all  mine  herte  I  can  it  render, 

And  rede  it  ovir  communely, 

But  to  my  felf  lewdift  am  I. 


fithe  ye  love  difcrivin  fo, 
And  lacke  and  preife  it  hothe  two, 
Definith  it  into  this  letter, 
That  I  maie  thinke  on  it  the  better, 
For  I  herd  nevir  defined  here, 
And  wilfully  I  would  K  icre. — 
Jtaifon.     If  love  be  ferchid  well  and  fought, 
It  is  a  fickeneffe  of  the  thought, 
Annexid  and  knedde  betwixt  tweine, 
Which  male  and  female  with  o  cheine, 
So  frele  bindeth,  that  thei  n'ill  twinne 
Wedir  thereof  thei  lefe  or  winne  : 
The  rote  fpringith  through  hate  brenning 
In  to  difordinate  deliring 
.  For  to  kiffin  and  to  embrace, 
And  at  ther  luft  them  to  folace ; 
jOf  othir  thing  Love  retchith  nought, 
But  fetteth  ther  herte  and  all  ther  thpught 
More  for  ther  dele&acioun 
Than  any  procreacioun 
Of  other  fruict  by  engendrure, 
Whiche  love  to  God  is  nat  plefure, 
For  of  ther  bodie  frui$e  to  get 
Thei  yeve  no  force,  thei  are  fo  fet 
Upon  delite  to  plaie  in  fere ; 
And  fome  have  alfo  this  manere 
To  fainin  'hem  for  love  feke  ; 
Soche  love  I  prefe  not  at  a  leke, 
For  paramours  thei  do  but  faine, 
To  lovin  truely  thei  difdaine ; 
Thei  falfin  ladies  traitourfly, 
And  fwerne  'hem  othis  uttirly, 
With  many'  a  lefing,  many'  a  fable, 
And  all  thei  findin^difceivable. 

And  whan  thei  han  ther  luft  ygetten 
The  hote  ernes  thei  all  foryetten  ; 
Women  the  harme  byin  full  fore  ; 
But  men  this  thinkin  evirmore, 
The  laffe  harme  is,  fo  mote  I  the, 
Difceive  them  than  difceivid  be, 
And  namily  where  thei  ne  maie 
Findin  none  othir  mene  ne  waie, 
For  I  wote  well  in  fothfaftnefle, 
That  who  doeth  now  his  bufmeflc 
With  any  woman  for  to  dele 
For  any  luft  that  he  maie  fele, 
But  if  it  be  for  engendrure 
He  doeth  trefpafle  I  you  enfure, 
For  he  fliould  fettin  all  his  will 
To  getten  a  likely  thing  him  till, 
And  to  fuftain,  if  that  he  might, 
And  kepin  forth  by  kind'is  righjj 
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His  owne  like"nefie  and  femblable  ; 

For  bicaufe  all'  is  corrumpable, 

And  failin  fhould  fucceflioun, 

Ne  were  the  generacioun, 

Our  fecYis  ftrene  for  to  lave, 

Whivn  fadre'  or  mothir  arne  in  grave 

Ther  childrin  ftiulde  whan  they  ben  dede 

Full  diligent  ben  in  ther  ftede 

To  ufe  that  worke  on  foche  a  wife 

That  one  maie  through  an  othir  rife; 

Therefore  fet  kinde  therein  delite, 

For  men  therein  ihould  'hem  delite, 

And  of  that  dede  be  not  erke, 

But  oftc  fithis  haunt  that  werke, 

For  none  would  drawe  thereof  a  draught 

Ne  were  delite  whiche  hath  him  caught ; 

This  had  fubtill  Dame  Nature, 

For  none  goeth  right  1  the  enfure, 

Ne  hath  entten  whole  ne  parfite, 

For  ther  defire  is  for  delite, 

The  whiche  fortenid  crefe,  and  eke 

The  plaie  of  love,  for  oft  thei  feku 

And  thrall  'hem  felf,  thei  be  fo  nice, 

Unto  the  prince  of  every  vice, 

For  of  eche  fmne  it  is  the  rote 

Unlefull  luft,  though  it  be  fote, 

And  of  all  evill  the  racine, 

As  Tullius  can  determine, 

Whiche  in  his  time  was  full  fage,     ' 

In  a  boke  whiche  he  made  of  age," 

Where  that  more  he  ypraifith  EJde, 

Though  he  be  qrokid  and  unwelde, 

And  more  of  commendacioun 

Than  youth  in  his  difcripcioun  ; 

For  youth  fet  bothe  man  and  wife 

In  all  perill  of  fouje  and  life, 

And  perill  is,  but  men  have  grace, 

The  perill  of  youth  for  to  pace 

Without  any  deth  or  diftreffe, 

It  is  fo  full  of  wildenefie, 

So  oft  it  doeth  Ihame  and  domage 

To  him  or  unto. his  linage, 

It  ledith  man  now  up  now  doun, 

In  mokill  diffolucioun, 

And  maketh  him  love  ill  companie, 

And  lede  his  life  difrulilie, 

And  halte  him  paied  with  none  eftate ; 

Within  himfelf  is  foche  debate 

He  chaungith  purpofe  and  entent, 

And  yalte  into  fome  covent, 

To  livin  aftir  ther  emprife, 

And  lefith  fredome  and  fraunchife 

That  Nature  in  him  had  yfet, 

The  whiche  again  he  maie  not  get, 

If  there  he  make  his  jnanfion, 

For  to  abide  profefjion  ; 

Though  for  a  time  his  herte  abfent 

It  maie  not  faile  he  fhall  repent, 

And  eke  abidin  thilke  daie 

To  leve'  his  abite  and  gon  his  waie, 

And  lefeth  his  worfhip  and  his  name, 

And  dare  not  come  again  for  Ihame, 

But  all  his  life  he  doeth  fo  mourne, 

Bicaufe  he  dare  not  home  retournc. 
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Fredome  of  kinde  fo  loft  hath  he 
That  nevir  maie  recurid  be, 


But  that  if  God  him  grauntin  gra« 

That  he  maie,  er  he  hennis  pace, 

Contein  undir  obedience, 

Through  the  vertue  of  pacicnce  ; 

For  youth  fet  man  in  all  folie, 

In  unthrift  and  in  ribaudrie, 

In  lecherie  and  in  outrage. 

So  oft  it  chaungith  of  corage  : 

Youth  ginnith  oft  foche  a  bargain 

That  maie  not  end  withoutin  pain 

In  grete  perill  is  Youth-hede, 

Delite  fo  doeth  his  bridill  lede  : 

Delite  this  hangith,  drede  the  notnt, 

Bothe  mann'is  bodie  and  his  thoug  ; 

Onily  through  youth'is  chambere, 

That  to  doen  ill  is  cuftomere, 

And  of  naught  ellis  takith  hedc 

But  onely  folkis  for  to  lede 

Into  difport  and  wildenefle 

So  froward  is  it  from  fadneffe, 

But  elde  ydrawith  'hem  therfro ; 

Who  wote  it  not  he  maie  well  go, 

And  mo  of  'hem  that  now  arne  olc 

That  whilom  youth  yhad  in  hold, 

Whiche  yet  remembre*  of  tendir  * 

How  it  'hem  brought  in  many*  a  rs, 

And  many'  a  folie  therin  wrought, 

But  now  that  elde  hath  'hem  throui  fought 

Thei  repent  'hem  of  ther  folie 

That  youth  'hem  put  in  jeopardie, 

?n  perill  and  in  mokill  woe, 

And  made  'hem  oft  amiffe  to  doe, 

And  fewin  evill  companie 

And  riot  and  advouterie. 


h 


But  Elde  gan  againe  reflraim 
From  fuche  foly  and  refraine, 
And  fet  men  by  her  ordinaunce 
In  gode  rule  and  in  governaunce  ;  < 
But  ill  (he  fpendith  her  fervife, 
For  no  man  wol  her  love  ne  preife ; 
She  is  hatid,  this  wot  I  wele, 
Her  acqueintaunce  would  no  man 
Ne  han  of  Elde  companie, 
!Men  hate  to  be  of  her  alie, 
For  no  man  wold  becomin  olde, 
Ne  die  whan  he  is  yonge  and  bolde 
And  Elde  mervailith  right  gretely 
"Whan  thei  remembre  'hem  inward 
Of  many'  a  perillous  emprife 
Whiche  that  thei  wrought  in  fondrwife, 
How  evir  thei  might  without  blami 
Efcape  awaie  withoutin  ftiame, 
In  youth  without  any  domage, 
Without  reprefe  of  ther  linage, 
L-effe  of  membre,  fheding  of  blode 
Perill  of  deth,  or  lofle  of  gode. 
Wotifl  thou  nat  where  Youth  abit, 
That  men  fo  preifm  in  ther  wit  ? 
With  Delite  fhe  yhalte  fojour, 
For  both  thei  chVellin  in  p  tour  ; 


As  longe  as  Youthe  is  in  fefon 
Thei  dwellin  in  one  manllon  : 
Delite  of  Youth  woll  have  fervicc 
To  do  what  fo  he  woll  devife, 
And  youth  .$  redy  evirmore 
For  to  obey  for  fmerte  or  fore 
Unto  Delite,  and  him  to  yeve 
Her  fervice  while  that  fhe  maie  live. 

Whero  Elde  abitte  I  wol  the  tell 
Shortily,  and  no  while  ydwelle, 
For  thidir  behoveth  the  to  go, 
Yf  Deth  in  youthe  the  not  ilo ; 
Of  this  journey  thou  maifte  not  faile. 
With  her  Labour  and  eke  Travaile 
Lodgid  ben,  with  Sorow  and  Wo, 
That  nevir  out  of  her  court  go, 
Paine  and  Diftreffe,  Sickenefie  and  Ire, 
And  Melan'coly,  that  angry  fire, 
Ben  of  her  paleis  fenatours, 
Groning  and  grutchingher  herbegeours  : 
The  day  and  night  her  to  tourment 
With  cruill  Deth  thei  her  prefent, 
And  tellin  her  erliche  and  late 
That  Death  ftondcth  annid  at  her  gatt; 
Than  bring  thei  to  her  remembraunce 
The  foly  dedes  of  her  enfaunce, 
Whiche  caufin  her  to  mourne  in  wo 
That  youth  hath  her  begilid  fo, 
Whiche  fodainly  awaie  is  hafted  ; 
She  weped  the  time  that  fhe  hath  wafted, 
Complaining  of  the  pretcritte 
And  the  prefent,  that  nat  abitte, 
And  of  her  oldc  vanite, 
That  but  aforne  her  fhe  maie  fe 
In  the  future  fome  fmale  focoure 
To  leggin  her  ef  her  doloure, 
To  graunt  her  time  of  repentaunce, 
For  her  Cnnis  to  do  penaunce, 
And  at  the  laft  fo  her  governe, 
To  winne  the  joye  that  is  eterne, 
Fro  whiche  go  badtwarde  youth  her  made, 
In  vanite  to  drowne  and  wade ; 
For  prefent  time  abidith  nought, 
It  is  more  fwifte  thap  any  thought ; 
So  litill  while  it  doth  endure 
That  there  is  ne  compte  ne  mefure. 

But  how.  that  evir  the  game  go, 
Who  lift  love  joye  and  mirth  alfo 
Of  love,  be  it  he  or  fhe, 
Or  hie  or  lowe,  who  fo  it  be, 
In  frute  thei  fhouldin  'hem  delite, 
Ther  parte  thei  maie  not  ellis  quite, 
To  fave  'hemfelf  in  honeftej 
And  yet  full  many  one  I  fe 
Of  women,  fothly  for  to  fame, 
That  defirin  and  wouldin  faine 
The  plaie  of  love,  thei  be  fo  wilde, 
And  not  coveite  to  go  with  childe  ; 
And  if  with  childe  thei  be  pt-rchaunce, 
Thei  >vol  it  holde  a  grete  mifchaunce ; 
But  what  fo  evir  wo  thei  fele 
Thei  wol  not  plainin,  but  conccle, 
But  it  be  any  fole  or  nice, 
In  whoruc  that  $agae  fcath  no  juftice ; 
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for  to  delite  echone  thei  drawe 

That  haunt  this  worke,  both  hie  and  lawe, 

Save  fuche  that  arne  worth  right  nought, 

That  for  money  wol  be  ybought ; 

Suche  love  I  preifin  in  no  wile 

Whan  it  is  given  for  covetife ; 

I  preife  no  woman,  though  fhe'  is  wode, 

That  yeveth  her  felfe  for  any  gode, 

For  litill  fhould  a  man  ytelle 

Of  her  that  wil  her  body  felle, 

Be  fhe  a  muide  or  be  fhe  wife, 

That  quicke  wol  felle  her  by  her  life, 

How  faire  chere  that  ever  fhe  make, 

He  is  a  wretche  I  undirtake 

That  love  fuche  one,  for  fwete  or  foure, 

Though  fhe  him  called  her  paramoure, 

And  laugheth  on  him,  and  maketh  him  feft, 

For  certainly  no  fuche  bell 

To  be  lovid  is  nat  worthy, 

Or  berin  the  name  of  Drury  ; 

None  fhould  her  plefe,  but  he  wer  wode, 

That  wol  difpoile  him  of  his  gode  : 

Yet  nathCleffe  I  wol  not  faie 

That  fhe  for  folace  and  for  plaie 

Maie  a  jewil  or  othir  thing 

Take  of  her  lov'is  fre  yeving, 

But  that  fhe  afke  it  in  no  wife 

For  drede  of  fhame  or  covetife  ; 

And  fhe  of  hers  maie  him  certaine 

Without  fclaundir  yevin  againe, 

And  joyne  ther  hertes  togidir  fo 

In  love,  and  take  and  yeve  alfo  : 

Trowe  nat  that  I  wollin  'hem  twinne 

Whan  in  ther  love  there  is  no  finne  ; 

I  wol  that  thei  togidir  go, 

And  done  al  that  thei  han  ado, 

As  curtis  fhould  and  debonaire, 

And  in  ther  love  berin  'hem  faire, 

Withoutin  vice,  both  he  and  fhe, 

So  that  alwaie  in  honefte 

Fro  foly  Love  to  kepe  'hem  clere, 

That  brennith  hertis  with  his  fere, 

And  that  ther  love  in  any  wife 

Be  devoide  of  all  covetife. 

Gode  love  fhould  engendrid  be 

Of  trewe  hert,  jufte  and  fecre, 

And  not  of  fuche  as  fet  ther  thought 

To  have  their  luft  and  ellis  nought, 

So  are  thei  caught  in  Lov'is  lace 

Trewly  for  bodily  folace  ; 

Flefhely  delite  is  fo  prefent 

With  the,  that  fet  al  thine  entent 

Withoutin  more,  what  fhould  I  glofe  ? 

For  to  gettin  and  have  the  Rofe, 

Whiche  makith  the  fo  mate  and  wode 

That  thou  defireft  none  other  gode  : 

But  thou  art  not  an  inche  the  nerre, 

But  evre'  abided  in  forroue'  an4  werre, 

As  in  thy  face  it  is  yfene  ; 

It  makith  the  bothe  pale  and  lene  ; 

Thy  might,  thy  vertue,  gothe  awaie., 

A  fory  geft  in  gode  faie 

T  hou  harborift  than  in  thine  inne, 

The  god  of  Love  whan  thou  let  inne ; 


Wherfore  rede  thou  fhctte  him  oute, 

Or  he  fha;reve  the  out  of  doute, 

For  to  thprofite  it  wol  turne, 

If  he  no  ore  with  the  fojourne. 

In  grete  ifchefe  and  forow  fonken 

Ben  hertithat  of  love  arne  dronken, 

As  thou  jraventure  knowen  fhall 

Whan  thi  haft  loft  thy  time  all, 

And  fperthy  thought  in  idilnefie, 

In  wafternd  woful  luftinefle. 

Yf  thou  aift  live  the  time  to  fe 

Of  love  r  to  delivered  be 

Thy  timehou  fhalt  bewepe  fore, 

The  whie  nevir  thou  maift  reftore, 

For  timeloft,  as  men  may  fe, 

For  nothgmay  recovered  be  : 

And  if  tm  fcape  yet  at  the  lafte 

Fro  Lovchat  hath  the  fo  fafte 

Yknitte  id  boundin  in  his  lace, 

Certaine  holde  it  but  a  grace  ; 

For  manone,  as  it  is  feine, 

Have  lo:  and  fpent  alfo  in  veinc 

In  his  feice  without  focour 

Body  anfoule,  gode  and  trefour, 

And  wit  and  ftrehgth,  ^nd  eke  richeflcj 

Of  whic  thei  had  nevir  redrefie. 

Uamant. 

Thus  taint  and  prechid  hath  Refon, 
But  Lo^  yfpilte  hath  her  fermon, 
That  w;fo  impid  in  my  thought 
That  hdo&rine  I  fet  at  nought, 
And  yete  faide  fhe  nevre'  a  dele 
That  I  r underftode  it  wele 
Worde  1  worde  the  matir  all ; 
But  untLove  I  was  fo  thrall, 
Whicheallith  ovir  all  his  praie, 
He  chafi  fo  my  thoughtis  aie, 
And  hoeth  min  herrte  undir  his  fele 
As  trufl  and  trewe  as  any  ftele, 
So  that  no  devocion 
Ne  hadi  in  the  wife  fermon 
Of  Dae  Refon,  ne  o/  her  rede 
I  toke  r  fojour  in  mine  hede, 
For  allcede  out  at  one  ere 
That  inhat  othir  fhe  did  lere ; 
Fully  ome  fhe  loft  her  lore ; 
Her  fpae  me  grevid  wondir  fore. 

That  u»  her  for  ire  I  faide, 
For  anf  as  I  did  abraide, 
Dame,  id  as  it  your  will  algate 
That  I  )t  love  but  that  I  hate 
All  me  as  ye  me  now  do  teche  ? 
For  if  do  aftir  your  fpeche, 
Sith  th  you  feine  love  is  not  gode, 
Than  nft  I  nedis  fay  with  mode, 
Yf  I  it:ve,  in  hatrid  aie 
Livin,  id  voidin  love  awaie 
Ferre  fm  me  a  finful  wretche, 
Yhatidf  alle  thattetche, 
I  may  it  go  none  othir  gate, 
For  eitir  muft  I  love  or  hate, 
And  if  hatin  men  of  newe 
More  tin  love  it  wol  me  re  we, 
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As  by  your  preching  femith  me, 
For  Love  nothing  ne  praiiith  the  : 
Ye  yeve  gode  counfaiie  fikirly 
That  prechith  me  al  day  that  I 
N^  fliould  not  Lov'is  lore  alovve ; 
He  were  a  fole  woulde  you  not  trowe,j 
Jii  ipeche  alfo  ye  ban  me  taught 
Anothir  love  that  knowen  is  naught, 
Whiche  I  have  herde  you  not  reprove  : 
To  love  eche  othir,  by  you;-  leve, 
If  ye  would  definin  it  me, 
I  wouidiri  gladly  here,  -to  fe 
At  the  left  if  I  mowin  lerc 
Of  fondry  lovis  the  manere.    • 

Rarfon. 

Certis,  frende,.  a  grete  fole  art  thou, 
Whan  that  thou  nothing  wolt  alow 
Whiche  that  I  for  th\  profite  faie ; 
Yet  wol  I  faie  the  more  in  faie, 
For  I  am  redy  at  the  left 
To  accomplifhin  thy  requeft  ; 
But  I  n'ot  where  it  wolaveile  ; 
In  Yaine  perav'enture  I  travaile. 
£x»ve  there  is  in  fondrie  wife, 
Right  as  I  fhall  the  here  devife. 

For  fome  love  leful  is  and  gode, 
I  mene  not  that  whiche  maketh  the  wodt, 
And  bringith  the  in  many*  a  fitte, 
And  ravifhath  fro  the  al  thy  witte, 
It  is  fo  marvellous  and  queint ; 
With  fuche  love  be  no  more  aqueint. 

Comment  Raifon  dffinijl  Aunfete. 
Love  of  freridfhippe  aifo  there  is 
Whiche  makith  np  man  don  amis, 
Of  will  yknitte  betwixin  two, 
That  wol  not  breke  for  wele  ne  wo, 
Whiche  longe  is  likely  to  contune, 
Whan  wilandgodes  ben  in  commune, 
Groundid  by  Godd'is  ordinaunce, 
All  whole  withoutin  difcordaunce, 
With  them  yholding  commaunce, 
Of  al  ther  gode  in  charite, 
That  there  be  none  exceptioun 
Through  chaunging  of  ententioun, 
That  eche  helpe  othir  at  ther  nede, 
And  wifely  hele  \  oth  worde  and  dede, 
Trewe  of  mening,  devoide  of  flouthe, 
For  wit  is  nought  withoutin  trouthe, 
So  that  the  t'  one  dare  all  his  thought 
Saine  to  his  frende,  and  fparin  noughtj 
As  to  him  felfe,  without  dreding 
To  be  difcovered  by  wreying, 
For  glad  is  that  conjun&ioun 
Whan  there  is  none  fufpe&ioun 
Betwixin  'hem,whome  thei  wold  prove^ 
That  trewe  and  parfite  weren  in  love  ; 
For  no  man  may  be  amiable 
But  if  he  be  fo  ferme  and  ftable 
That  Fortune  chaunge  him  not  ne  blinde, 
But  that  his  frende  alway  him  finde 
Bothe  pore  and  riche  in  one  eftate, 
For  if  his  frende  through  any  gate 
Wol  complaine  of  his  poverte 
He  fhould  not  bide  fo  long  til  he 


I  Of  his  helping  doth  him  require, 
|  For,  gode  dede  done  thorough  prayire 
I  Is  folde  and  bought  to  dere  i-wis 
To  hert  that  of  grate  valure  is, 
For  hert  fulfilled  of  gemilneffe 
Can  evil  demene  his  diftrefle  ; 
And  man  that  worthy  is  of  name 
To  afkin  oftin  hath  grete  ihame. 

A  gode  man  brennith  in  his  thought 
For  fhame  whan  that  he  afkith  ought ; 
He  hath  grete  thought,  and  dredith  aie 
For  his  difefe  whan  he  fhal  praie 
His  frende  left  that  he  warnid  be 
Till  he  preve  his  ftabilite  ; 
But  whan  that  he  hath  foundin  one 
That  trufty  is  and  trewe  as  ftone, 
And  hath  affayid  him  at  all, 
And  founde  him  ftedfaft  as  a  wall, 
And  of  his  frendftiippe  be  certaine, 
He  fhal  him  fhewe  bothe  joie  and  p'aine, 
And  all  that  he  dare  thinke  or  faie, 
Withoutin  fhame,  as  he  well  maic, 
For  how  fhould  he  afhamid  be 
Of  fuche  an  one  as  I  tolde  the  ? 
For  whan  he  wot  his  fecret  thought 
The  third  fhall  know  therof  right  nought, 
For  twey  in  nombre*  is  bet  than  thre 
In  every  counfaile  and  fecre  : 
Repreve  he  dredith  nevre'  a  dele 
Who  that  befet  his  wordis  wele, 
For  every  wife  man  cut  of  drede 
Can  kepe  his  tong  till  he  fe  nede. 

And  folis  can  not  holde  thertonge; 
A  fol'is  belle  is  fone  yronge ; 
Yet  fhall  a  trewe  frende  doin  more 
To  helpe  his  felowe  of  his  fore, 
And  focour  him  whan  he  hath  nede 
In  all  that  he  may  done  in  dede, 
And  gladdir  that  he  him  plefith 
Than  his  felowe  that  he  efith  : 
And  if  he  do  nat  his  requeft 
He  fhal  as  mochil  him  moleft 
As  his  felowe,  bicaufe  that  he 
Mate  not  fulfill  his  volunte 
All  fully  as  he  hath  required. 
If  both  the  herds  Love  hath  fired 
Bothe  joye  and  wo  thei  fhall  departe, 
And  take  evinly  eche  his  parte, 
Halfe  his  anoye  he  fhal  have  aie, 
And  comforte  him  what  that  he  maie, 
And  of  his  bliffe  parte  fhal  he, 
If  love  wollin  departid  be. 


And  whilom  of  this  unite 
Spake  Tullius  in  a  dite, 
A  man  fhould  makin  this  requeft 
Unto  his  frende  that  is  honeft, 
And  he  godely  fhould  it  fulfill, 
But  it  the  more  were  out  of  fkill, 
And  otherwife  not  graunt  therto, 
Except  only  in  caufis  two. 

Yf  men  his  frende  to  deth  would 
Let  him  be  befy  to'  fave  his  live. 
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Aiio  if  men  wolicn  him  affuile, 
$f  his  worflaip  to  make  him  faile, 
And  hindrin  him  of  his  renoun, 
Let  him  with  ful  cntencioun 
His  devir  done  in  eche  degre, 
That  his  frendi  ne  fhamid  be. 

In  thefe  two  cafis  with  his  might, 
Taking  no  kepe  to  {kill  nor  right, 
Ab  ferre  as  love  may  him  excufe, 
This  ought  no  man  for  to  refufe. 

This  love  that  I  have  told  to  the 
Is  nothing  contrarie  to  me ; 
This  wol  I  that  thou  folowe  wele, 
And  Icve  the  t'othir  every  dele ; 
This  love  to  vertue  a'  entenHeth, 
The  t'othir  folis  blent  and  fhendeth. 

An  othir  love  alfo  there  is 
That  is  contrary  unto  this, 
Which  defire  is  fo  conftrainid 
That  it  ne  is  but  will  faihid ; 
Away  fro  trouth  it  doth  fo  varie 
That  to  gode  love  it  is  contrarie, 
For  it  maymith  in  many  wife 
Sike  hertis  with-  covetife; 
All  in  winning  and  in  profite 
Suche  love  yfettith  his  delite  : 
This  love  fo  haungith  in  balaunce, 
That  if  it  lefe  his  hope  perchauncc 
Of  lucre  that  he'  is  fet  upon 
It  woll  failin  and  quench  anon, 
For  no  man  maie  be  amorous, 
Ne  in  his  living  vertuous, 
But  if  he  lovin  more  in  made 
i^Slen  for  'hem  felfe  than  for  ther  gode ; 
For  love  that  profite  doth  abide 
Is  falfe,  and  bidith  not  to  tide  : 
Soche  love  comith  of  I3ame  Fortune, 
That  litil  while  woll  contune, 
For  it  mall  chaungin  wondir  fone, 
And  take  eclips  as  doth  the  mone, 
Whan  that  fhe  is  from  us  ylet 
Through  erth,  that  betwixin  is  fet 
The  fonne  and  her,  as  it  may  fall, 
Be  it  in  partie  or  in  all : 
The  fhadowe  makith  her  bemes  merke, 
And  her  hornis  to  fhewin  derke 
That  part  where  fbe  hath  loft  her  light 
Of  Phebus  fully  and  the  fight, 
Till  whan  the  fhadowe'  is  ovir  pafte 
She'  is  enlumined  agein  as  fafte 
Through  the  brightnes  of  the  fonne  bemes, 
That  yevith  to'  her  again  her  lemes  : 
That  love  is  right  of  fuch  nature, 
Now  it  is  faire  and  now  obfcure, 
Now  bright,  now  clipfy  of  manere, 
And  whilom  dimme  and  whilomtlere, 
As  fone  as  poverte  ginnith  take, 
With  mantil  and  with  wedis  blake 
Hidith  of  love  the  light  away, 
That  into  night  it  tournith  day, 
It  may  not  fein  Richeffe  mine  ' 
Till  that  the  blacke  fhadowis  fine, 
For  whan  that  Richeffe  fhinith  blight 
l-ove  recovered*  aycn  his  light, 


And  wiian  it  failith  he  wol  flif, 
And  as,me  grevith  fo  grevith  it. 

Of  this  love  herith  what  I  faie  : 
The  riche  mtn  are  ylovid  aic, 
And  namely  tho  that  fparande  bene, 
That  wol  not  wafhe  ther  hertis  clene- 
Of  the  filthe  nor  of  the  vice 
Of  gredy  brenning  avarice. 

The  i  iche  man  ful  fond  is  i-wis 
That  wcnith  that  he  lovid  is; 
If  that  his  hert  it  undirftode 
It  is  not  he ;  it  is  his  gode  : 
He  may  wel  vvetm  in  his  thought 
His  gode  is  loved  and  he  right  nought ; 
For  if  he  be  a  nigarde  eke 
Men  wol  not  fet  by  him  a  Jeke, 
But  hatin  him,  this  is  the  fothe.' 
L,o  what  profite  his  catil  dothe  f 
Of  every  man  that  may  him  fe 
It  getteth  him  nought  but  enmite, 
But  he  amende  him  of  that  vice, 
And  know  himfelfe  he  is  not  wife. 

Certis  he  mould  aie  frendly  be 
To  get  him  love,  alfo  ben  fre, 
Or  els  he  is  not  wife  ne  fagc, 
No  more  than  is  a  gote  ramage. 
That  he  not  lovith  his  dede  provethj 
Whan  he  his  richeffe  fo  well  loveth 
That  he  wol  hide  it  aic  and  fpare, 
His  pore  frendis  fene  forfare, 
To  kepin  aie  his  ill  purpofe, 
Till  that  for  drede  his  eyin  clofe, 
And  til  a  wickid  dtth  him  take 
Him  had  levir  a  fondre  fhake, 
And  let  aP  his  limmes  a  fondre  rive, 
Than  leve  his  richeffe  in  his  live ; 
He  thinketh  to  part  it  with  no  man  J 
Certain  no  love  is  in  him  than, 
For  how  fhould  loVe  within  him  be 
Whan  in  his  hert  is  no  pite? 
That  he  trefpafith  well  I  wate, 
For  eche  man  knowith  his  eftate,  ( 
For  wel  him  ought  to  be  reproved 
That  lovith  nought  ne  is  not  loved. 

But  fithe  we  arne  to  Fortune  corhen. 
And  hath  our  fermon  of  her  nomen, 
A  wondir  will  I  tell  the  now, 
Thou  herdift  nere  fuche  one  I  trow ; 
I  n'ot  where  thou  me  levin  fhall, 
Although  fothfafteneffe  it  be  all, 
As  it  is  writtin,  and  is  fothe, 
That  unto  men  more"  prcfite  dothe 
The  frowarde  fortune  axid  contraire 
Than  doth  the  fote  and  debonaire ; 
And  if  the  thinke  it  is  doutable, 
It  is  through  argument  provable, 
For  Fortune  debonaire  and  fofte 
Yfalfith  and  begilith  ofte, 
For  liche  a  mothir  fhe  Can  cherifhc,     ' 
And  milkin  as  doth  a  norice, 
And  of  her  gode  to  him  ydeles, 
And  yeveth  'hem  parte  of  her  jewcles, 
With  grete  richis  and  dignite, 
And  'hem  fhs  hoteth  ftabilitc 
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In  a  ftate  that  is  nothing  ftable, 

But  chaunging  ale  and  variable, 

And  fedith  him  with  glory  veine, 

And  worldely  bliffe  nothing  certeine  : 

Whan  {he  'hem  fettith  on  her  whelc 

Than  wenin  thei  to  be  right  wele, 

And  in  fo  ftable  ftate  withall 

That  nevir  thei  wene  for  to  fall  j 

And  whan  thei  fette  fo  high  to  be 

Thei  wene  to  have  in  certainte 

Of  hertly  frendis  to  grete  nombre, 

That  nothing  might  their  ftate  encombre ; 

Thei  truft  'hem  fo  on  every  fide,  >  , 

Wening  with  'hem  thei  would  abide 

In  every  perill  and  mifchaunce 

Withoutin  chaunce  or  variaunce 

BotKe  of  catil  and  of  gode, 

And  alfo  for  to  fpende  ther  blode, 

And  al  ther  membris  for  to  fpill, 

Onily  to  fulfill  ther  will : 

Thei  maken  it  whole  in  many  wife, 

And  hotin  'hem  their  full  fervice, 

How  fore  fo  that  it  do  'hem  fmerte 

Into  tter  very  nakid  fherte ; 

Herle  and  hande  alfo  whole  thei  give, 

For  al  the  time  that  thei  may  live. 

So  that  with  this  ther  fiatiry 

Thei  makin  folia  glorifie 

Onely  of  ther  wordis  fpeking, 

And  han  chere  of  a  rejoyfing,         * 

And  trow  'hem  as  the  Evangile ; 

And  it  is  al  falfhede  and  gile, 

As  thei  fhal  afterwardis  fe ; 

"Whan  thei  arne  fal  in  poverte, 

And  ben  of  gode  and  catil  bare, 

Than  fhould  thei  fene  who  frendis  ware, 

For  of  an  hundrid  certainly, 

Nor  of  a  thoufande  full  fcarfly, 

Ne  fhall  thei  finde  unnethis  one 

"Whan  poverte  is  comen  upon. 

For  thus  Fortune  that  I  of  tell, 
With  iuen  whan  that  her  luft  to  dwell^ 
JMaketh  'hem  to  lefe  ther  conifaunce, 
And  norifheth  'hem  in  ignoraunce. 

But  frowarde  Fortune  and  perverfe, 
"Whan  high  eftates  fhe  doth  reverfe, 
And  makith  'hem  to  toumble  doune 
Of  hsr  whele  with  a  fodaine  tourne^ 
And  from  ther  richeffe  dothe  "hem  fle, 
And  plongith  'hem  in  poverte, 
As  a  ftepmothir  envious, 
And  laieth  a  plaiftir  dolorous 
Unto  ther  hertis  woundid  egre, 
Whiche  is  not  tempered  with  vinegre, 
But  with  poverte'  and  indigence, 
For  to  fhewe  by  experience 
That  fhe  is  Fortune  verilie, 
In  whom  no  man  ne  fhould  affie, 
Nor  in  her  yeftis  have  fiaunce, 
She  is  fo  ful  of  variaunce. 

Thus  can  fhe  makin  hie  and  lowe, 
Whan  thei  from  richeffe  arne  throwe, 
Fully  to-knowin  without  were 
Frejade  of  affefte  aud  frende  of  chere, 


And  whiche  in  love  weren  trew  and  ftable, 

And  whiche  alfo  weren  variable, 

Aftir  Fortune  ther  goddeffe, 

In  poverte',  either  in  richeffe, 

For  all  that  yeveth  here  out  of  drede     -  . 

Unhappy  yberith  it  in  dede, 

For  Inlortune  Ictte  not  one 

Of  frendis  whan  Fortune  is  gone, 

I  mene  tho  frendis  that  woll  fle 

Anone  as  entrith  poverte ; 

And  yet  thei  wol  not  leve  'hem  fo, 

But  in  eche  place  where  that  thei  go .   -,  ;?;>j, 

Thei  callin  'hem  wretche,  fcorne,  and  blame. 

And  of  ther  mifhappe  'hem  diffame, 

And  namely  fuche  as  in  richeffe 

Pretendith  mofte  of  ftableneffe, 

Whan  that  they  fawe  'hem  fet  on  lofte. 

And  werin  of  hem  fucoured  ofte, 

And  moft  iholpe  in  al  ther  nede, 

But  now  thei  take  no  maner  hede^ 

But  feine  in  voice  of  flatirie 

That  now  appereth  ther  folie 

Ovir  al  wher  fo  that  thei  fare, 

And  finge,  Go,  farewel,  Feldefare. 

Alle  fuche  frendis  I  befhrewe, 
For  of  trewe  frendis  ther  be  to  fewe, 
But  fothfaft  frendes,  what  fo  betide, 
In  every  fortune  wollen  abide  ; 
Thei  han  their  hertes  in  fuch  nobleffe 
That  thei  n'il  lovtf'for  no  richeffe, 
Nor  for  that  Fortune  may  'hem  fende 
Thei  wollen  'heih  focour  and  defende, 
And  chaungin  for  fofte  ne  for  fore ; 
For  who  his  frende  loveth  evirmore, 
Though  men  dfawe  fwerdis  him  to  fle>) 
Thei  may  not  hewe  ther  love  a  two  j 
But  if  in  cafe  that  I  fhall  fay, 
For  pride  and  ire  lefe  it  he  may, 
And  for  reprove  by  nicete, 
And  difcovering  of  privite 
With  tonge  wounding^  as  felon, 
Through  venemeus  detraccion. 

Frende  in  this  cafe  wol  gon  his  way, 
For  nothing  greve  him  more  ne  may, 
And  for  nought  ellis  wol  he  fle 
If  he  love  in  ftabilite  : 
And  certaine  he  is  well  begone 
Among  a  thoufande  that  findeth  one,' 
For  there  ne  may  be  no  richeffe, 
Ayenft  frendfhip  of  worthineffe, 
For  it  ne  may  fo  high  attaine 
As  may  the  valoure,  fothe  to  faine, 
Of  him  that  lovith  trewe  and  well  r 
Frendfhip  is  more  than  is  catell, 
For  frende  in  courte  aie  bettir  is 
Than  peny  is  in  p urfe  certis, 
And  than  is  Fortune  mifhaping, 
Whan  upon  men  fhe  is  fabling 
Thorough  mifturning  of  her  chaunce, 
And  caftith  'hem  out  of  balaunce. 

She  maketh  through  her  adverfite 
Men  ful  and  clerly  for  to  fe 
Him  that  is  frende  in  exiftence 
From  him  that  is  by  apparence, 
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For  infortune  niakith  anone 

To  know  thy  frendis  fro  thy  fone 

By  experience  right  as  it  is, 

The  whiche  is  more  to  praife  i-\vis 

Than  in  muchc  richeffe  and  trefour, 

For  more  depe  profile  and  valour 

Poverte',  and  fuche  adverfite 

Before,  than  doeth  profpfrite, 

For  that  one  yeveth  conifaunce, 

And  t'othir  gevith  ignoraunce. 

And  thus  in.poverte*  i*  in  dede 
Trouthe  declarid  fro  falfliede, 
For  faint  frendis  it  wol  declare, 
And  trewe  alfo,  what  way  they  fare  j 
For  whan  he  was  in  his  richeffe 
Thefe  frendis  ful  of  doubleneffe 
Offirid  him  in  many  wife 
Ther  herte  and  body,  and  fervice, 
What  would  he  then  have  you  to  'have  brought 
To  knowin  opialy  ther  thought, 
That  he  now  hath  fo  clerely  fene  ? 
The  laffe  begiled  he  fhould  have  bene 
And  he  had  than  percevid  it, 
But  Richeffe  n'olde  not  let  him  wit ; 
Wei  more  avauntage  doeth  him  than, 
Sithe  that  it  makith  him  a  wife  man, 
The  grete  mifchefe  that  he  perceveth 
Than  doeth  richeffe,  that  him  deceveth  1 
Richeffe  riche  ne  ymakith  nought 
Him  that  on  trefour  fet  his  thought, 
For  richeffe  ftonte  in  fuffifaunce, 
And  nothing  ftonte  in  haboundaunce, 
for  fuffifaunce  all  onily 
Makith  menne  to  live  richily. 


For  he  that  hath  but  mitchis  tweine, 
Ne  value  in  his  whole  demeine, 
Liveth  more  at  efe,  and  more  is  ridie,. 
Than  doith  he  whiche  that  is  chiche, 
And  in  his  barne  hath,  foth  to  faine, 
An  hundrid  mavis  of  whete  graine, 
Though  he  be  chapman  or  marchaunt,. 
And  have  of  golde  many  befaunt, 
For  in  the  getting  he  Taath  fuche  wo,, 
And  in  the  keping  drede  alfo, 
And  fette  ere  more  his  befmeffe 
For  to  encrefe  and  nat  to  leffe, 
For  to  augment  and  multiply  ; 
And  though  on  hepes  that  lie  him  by, 
Yet  nevir  fhall  make  his.  richeffe 
Afleth  unto  his  gredineffe ;. 
But  the  pore  man  that  retcm'th  nought 
Save  of  his  livelode  in  his>  thought, 
Whiche  that  he  getteth  with  his  travaile^ 
He  dredith  nought  that  it  fhall  faile, 
Though  he  have  little  world'is  gode, 
Mete  and  drinke,  and  efie  fode, 
Upon  his  travaile  and  living, 
And  alfo  fuffifaunt  clothing, 
Or  if  in  fickeneffe  that  he  fall, 
And  lothe  mete  and  drinke  withall, 
Though  he  have  not  his  mete  to  buit:,. 
He  fhall  bethinks  him  haftUy 


To  put  him  out  of  all  daungertf, 

That  he  of  mete  hath  no  miftere, 

Or  that  he.  maie  with  little  eke 

Be  foundin  while  that  he  is  feke, 

Dr  that  men  fhall  him  berne  in  hafte 

To  live  till  his  ficknefle  be  pafte 

Unto  fome  maifondewe  befide  : 

He  cafte  nought  what  fhall  him  betide- 

He  thinkith  nought  that  evre*  he  Ihali 

Into  any  fickeneffe  yfoll. 


And  though  it  fall,  as  it  maie  be, 
That  all  betime  fparin  fhall  he 
As  mokill  as  fhall  to^him  fufficc 
While  he  is  ficke  in  any  wife, 
He  doith  for  that  he  woll  be 
Contentid  with  his  poverte 
Withoutein  nede  of  any  man  : 
So  moche  in  little  have  he  can 
He  is  apaide  with  his  fortune, 
And  for  he  n'ill  be  importune 
Unto  no  wight  ne  onerous, 
Nor  of  ther  godeffe  covetousj. 
Therfore  he  fpareth,  it  mai  well  ben. 
His  pore  eftate  for  to  fuftene. 


Or  if  him  lufte  not  for  to  fpare, 

But  fuffrithjorthe  as  nat  yet  ware, 

At  lafte  it  happeneth,  as  it  maie, 

All  right  unto  his  hafte1  dale, 

And  take  the  worlde  as  it  would  be  ; 

For  evir  in  herte  thinkith  he 

The  fonir  that  Deth  him  yflo 

To  paradife  the  fonir  go 

He  fhall,  there  for  to  live  in  blifle 

Where  that  he  fhall  no  godis  miffe  : 

Thidir  he  hopeth  God  fhall  him  iendc 

Aftir  this  wretchid  liv'is  endc. 

Pythagoras  himfelf  reherfes, 

In  a  boke  that  The  .Goldin  Verfc* 

Is  cleped,  for  the  nobilite 

Of  the  honorable  dite, 

Than  whan  thou  goeft  thy  body  fro 
Fre  in  the  ayre  thou  {halt  up  go,    • 
And  levin  all  humanite, 
And  purely  live  in  diete. 
He  is  a  fole  withoutin  wer$ 
Tliat  trowith  have  his  countrey  here. 

In  yerth  is  not  our  countere, 
That  maie  thefe  clerkis  feine  and  fe 
In  Boece  of  Confolacion, 
Where  it  is  makid  mencion- 
Of  our  centre  plaine  at  the  eye 
By  teching  of  philofophie, 
Where  leude  men  mightin  lerin  wit? 
Who  fo  that  would  tranflatin  it. 
If  he  be  fuche  that  can  well  live 
Aftir  his  rente  maie  him  yeve, 
And  not  dcfirith  more  to  have 
Than  maie  fro  poverte  him  fave. 
A  wifeman  faied,,  as  we  maie  fene, 
Is  no  roan,  •wretched  but  he  it  wenc:, 
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Be  he  a  king,  knight,  or  ribaude  : 

Many'  a  ribaude  is  merie'  and  baude 

That  fwinketh  and  berith  daiis  and  night 

Many  a  burthin  of  grete  might, 

The  whiche  doith  him  laffe  offence 

For  he  that  fuffrith  in  paciehce  : 

Thei  laugh  and  daiince,  thei  trippe  and'fing, 

And  laie  nought  up  for  ther  living, 

But  in  the  taverne  all  difpendeth 

The  winning  whiche  that  God  'hem  fendeth  ; 

Than  goeth  he  fardils  for  to  bere 

With  as  gode  chefe  as  he  did  ere  : 

To  fwinke  and  travaile'  he  not  fainith, 

For  to  robbin  he  difdainith, 

But  right  anon  after  his  fwinke 

He  goeth  to  taverne  for  to  drinke. 

All  thefe  are  riche  in  haboundaunce 

That  can  thus  havin  fuffifaunce 

Well  more  than  can  an  uferere, 

As  God  well  knowitb,  without  Were,: 

For  'an  ufurere,  fo  God  me  fe, 

Shall  nevir  for  richcfle  riche  be, 

But  er  more  pore  and  indigent, 

Scarce,  and  gredy  in  his  entent. 

For  fothe  it  is,  whom  it  difplefe, 
There  maie  no  marchaunt  live  at  efe? 
His  herte  in  foche  a  where  is  fet 
That  it  quicke  brennith  for  to  get, 
Ne  nevir  (hall  though  he  hath  getteri, 
Though  he  have"  golde  in  garnirs  yetej!, 
For  to  be  nedy  he  dredeth  fore, 
Wherefore  to  gettin  more  and  more 
He  fet  his  herte  and  his  defire  : 
So  hote  he  brennith  in  the  fire 
Of  covetife,  that  maketh  him  wode 
To  purchace  othir  mennis  gode. 
He  undirfongith  a  grete  pain 
That  undertaketh  to  drinke  up  Sain, 
For  the  more  that  he  drinkith  aie 
The  more  he  levith,  fothe  to  faie. 
Thus  is  the  thruft  of  falfe  getting. 
That  lafte  evir  in  coviting, 
And  the  anguifhe  and  the  diftreffe, 
With  the  fire4  of  gredineffe ; 
She  fightith  with  him  aie  and  ftriveth, 
So  that  his  herte  a  fondir  riveth  : 
Soche  gredineffe  him  affailith 
That  whan'  he  mofte  hath  mofte  he  failith. 

Phificiens  and  advocates 
Coin  right  by  -the "fame  yates  ; 
Thei  fell  ther  fcience  for  winning, 
And  haunte  ther  crafte  for  grete  getting : 
Ther  winning  i?  of  foche  fweteneffe 
That  if  a  man  fall  in  fickeneffe 
Thei  are  full  glad  for  ther  encrece, 
For  by  ther  will  withoutin  lefe 
Everiche  man  fhouldin  be  feke ; 
Though  thei  die  thei  fet  not.  a  lebe ; 
Aftir  whan  thei  the  golde  have  take 
Full  little  care  for  him  thei  make  : 
Thei  would  fowertie  were  Gcke  at  ones, 
Ye,  two  hundrid,  in  flefhe  and  bones, 
And  yet  two  thoufande,  as  I  geffe, 
For  to  encrefin  ther  richeffe. 


Thei  woll  not  worchin  in  no  M  iff. 
But  for  lucre  and  covetife, 
For  phyfickc  ginnith  firft  by  (phi) 
The  phificien  alfo  fothly  ; 
And  fithen  it  goeth  fro  fie  to  fie 
To  truft  on  'hem  it  is  folie, 
For  thei  n'il  in  no  manir  gre" 
I)oin  right  nought  for  charite. 
Eke  in  the  fame  fecte  are  fet 
All  ,tho  that  prechin  for  to  g£t 
Worfhips,  and  honour,  and  rkheffc  •„• 
Ther  herds  arne  in  grete  diftreffe 
That  folke  livin  not  holily, 
But  abovin  all  fpecially 
Soche  as  yprechin  veinglorie, 
And  towarde  God  have  no  mern'oiicv 
Butforthe  as  ipocritis  trace, 
And  to  ther  foulis  deth  purchace, 
And  outward  fhewing  holineire, 
Though  thei  be  full  of  curfidneiTe  : 
Nat  liche  to  the  apoftlis  twelve, 
Thei  dr:eive  othir  and  'hem  felve  : 
Begilid  is  the  gilir  than 
For  prerhing  of  a  curfid  man  : 
Though  it  to  othir  maie  profite 
Himfelf  it  availeth  not  a  mite, 
For  oft  gode  predicacioun 
Cometh  of  evill  entencioun  : 
To  him  nat  availeth  his  preching, 
All  helpe  he  othir  with  his  teching, 
For  where  thei  gode  example  rake 
There  is  he  with  veinglorie  fhake. 

But  let  us  leven  thefe  prechours, 
And  fpeke  of  'hem  that  in  their  tour* 
Hepe  up  ther  golde  and  faft  yfhet, 
And  fore  thereon  ther  hertis  fet  : 
Their  neither  lovin  God  ne  drede; 
Thei  kepin  more  than  it  is  nede, 
And  in  ther  baggis  fore  it  binde 
Out  of  the  funne  and  of  the  winde ; 
Thei  puttin  up  more  than  nede  ware 
Whan  thei  fene  povir  folk  forfare, 
For  hungre  die,  and  for  cold  quake; 
God  can  well  vengeaunce  thereof  take  j 
The  grete  mifchivis  'hem  afiaileth, 
And  thus  in  gadring  aie  travaileth  ; 
With  mochil  pain  thei  winne  richeffe,, 
And  drede  'hem  holdith  in  diftreffe 
To  kepin  that  thei  gathir  faft  : 
With  forowe  thei  leve  it  at  laft, 
With  forowe  thei  bothe  die  and  live 
That  unto  richeffe  ther  hertes  yeve. 
And  in  defa'ute  of  love  it  is, 
As  it  fhewith  full  well  i-wis, 
'or  if  thefe  gredy,  fothe  to  faine, 
Lovidin  and  were  loved  againe, 
And  gode  love  reignid  ovir  all, 
>oche  wickidneffe  ne  fhould  yfall, 
sut  he  fhould  yeve  that  mofte  gode  had 
To  'hem  that  weren  in  nede  beftad, 
And  live  withoutin  falfe  ufure, 
or  charite  ful  clene  an3  pure; 
f  thei  'hem  yeve  unto  godeneffes 
Defending  'hern  from  idilnefie, 
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Tn  all  this  worlde  than  povir  none      ' 
We  fliouldin  rinde  1  trcwe  not  one. 
But  chaungid  is  this  worlde  unftable, 
For  love  is  ovir  all  vendable  : 
We  fe  that  no  man  lovith  now 
But  for  his  winning  and  for  proVrc  ; 
And  love  is  thrallid  in  fervage 
Whan  it  is  fold  for  avauntage ; 
Yet  women  vvol  ther  bodies  fell : 
Soche  foules  goith  to  the  devill  of  hell. 

Whan  Love  had  tolde  'hem  his  entent 
The  baronage  to  counfaile  went. 
In  many  fentencis  thei  fill, 
And  diverily  thei  faied  ther  will ; 
But  aftir  difcorde  thei  accorded, 
And  ther  accorde  to  Love  recorded: 
Sir,faidin  thei,  we  ben  at  one, 
By  even  accorde  of  everichone, 
Out  take  Richeffe  all  onily, 
That  fwcrne  hath  full  hauteinly 
That  fhe  the  caftill  n'ill  affaile, 
Ne  fmite  a  ftroke  in  this  battaile 
With  darte  ne  mace,  ne  fpere,  ne  knife, 
For  man  that  fpeketh  or  bereth  life, 
And  blamith  your  emprife  iwis, 
And  from  our  hofte  departid  is, 
At  lefte  waie,  as  in  this  plite, 
So  hath  fhe  this  man  in  difpite ; 
For  flie  faieth  he  rie  loved  her  never, 
.And  therefore  flie  woll  hate  him  ever; 
For  he  woll  gathir  no  trefore 
He  hath  her  wrathe  for  evirmore ; 
He'  agilte  her  nere  in  othir  cafe, 
Lo  here  all  wholly  his  trefpafe  ! 
She  faieth  well  that  this  othir  dale 
He  afked  her  leve  to  gon  the  waie 
That  is  clepid  to^  moch,e  yeving, 
'And  fpake  full  faire  in  his  praying, 
But  whan  he  praisd  her  poore  was  he, 
Therefore  fhe  warned  him  the  entre, 
Nc  yet  is  he  not  thrivin  fo 
That  he  hath  gettin  a  penie  or  two 
That  quietly'  is  his  owne  in  holdc  : 
Thus  hath  Richeffe  us  all  ytolde, 
And  whan  Richeffe  us  this  recorded 
Withoutin  her  we  ben  acorded. 

And  we  finde  in  our  accordaunce 
That  Falfe  Semblant  and  Abftiaaunce, 
With  all  the  folke  of  ther  battaile, 
Shull  at  the  hindir  gate  affaile 
Thai  Wickid  Tong  hath  in  keping, 
With  his  Normans  full  of  jangling, 
And  with  him  Curtefie  and  LargcfTe, 
That  fhullin  {he  we  ther  hardineffe 
To  the  old  wife  that  kept  fo  hard 
Faire  Welcoming  within  her  ward, 
Than  fhail  Delite  and  Well-Heling 
Yfondin  Shame  adoun  to  bring 
With  all  her  hofte  erly  and  late, 
Thei  fluill  afiailin  that  like  gate; 
Ayeiait  Drcde  fhulL  Hardincfle 
Affaile  and  alfo  Sikirneffe, 
With  all  the  folke  of  ther  kding, 
TLat  nevir  v/ifte  what  "was  flaying. 
VOL.  I. 


Fraunchife  {hall  fight  and  ckc  PitC 
With  Daungir  ful  of  cfuilte, 
Thus  is  your  hofte  ordainid  wcle  ; 
Doune  fhall  the  caftill  every  dele 
If  everiche  doe  his  entent, 
So  that  Venus  ybe  prefeht, 
Your  mothir,  full  of  vetftlage, 
That  can  inougfr  of  foche  ufage-; 
Withoutin  her  naaie  no  wight  fpede 
This  werke  neither  for  wordc  ne  dedej 
Therefore  is  gode  ye  for  her  fende, 
For  through  her  maie  this  worke  amende. 


Lordinges,  my  mothir  the  goddes^ 
That  is  my  ladie  and  maiftres, 
Ne  is  nat  all  at  my  willing, 
Ne  doeth  nat  all  my  defiring; 
Yet  can  {he  fometime  doen  labour 
Whan  that  her  lufte  in  my  focour, 
As  my  nede  is  for  to  atcheve, 
But  now  I  thinke  her  hat  to  greve  : 
My  mcthir  is  fhe'4  and  of  childhede 
I  both  Vvorfhip  her  and  eke  drede, 
For  who  that  dredeth  fife  ne  dame 
Shall  it  able  in  bodie'  or  name  : 
And  natheleffe  yet  cohfie  we 
Sende  aftir  her  'if  nede  ybe, 
And  were  the  nigh  fhe  commin  wold ; 
1  trowe  that  nothing  might  her  hold. 

My  mothir  is  of  gfete  proweffe, 
She  hath  tane  many  a  fortreffe 
That  coft  hath  many'  a  pound  er  this 
There  I  n'as  not  pre'fent  iwis, 
And  yet  men  faied  it  was  my  dede  : 
But  I  come  nevir  in  that  ftede, 
Ne  me  ne  liketh,  fo  mote  I  the, 
That  foche  tours  ben  ytake  with  me  ; 
For  why  2  me  thinkith  that  in  no  wife; 
It  maic  be  clepid  but  Marchauiidife. 


Go  buie  a  courfir  blacke  pr  white, 
And  paie  therefore,  than  art  thou  quite  ; 
The  marchaunt  owith  the  right  nought 
Ne  thou  him  whan  thou  haft  it  bought. 
I  woll  riot  felling  clepe  Yeving, 
For  felling  afketh  no  guerdoning.; 
Here  lithe  no  thanke  ne  no  merite, 
That  one  gofh  from  that  othre'  all  quite} 
But  this  felling  is  not  femblable  ; 

For  whan  his  horfe  is  in  the  ftable 
He  maie  it  fell  again  parde, 
And  winnen  on  it,  foche  happei  niaic  b€, 
Ail  maie  the  manne  nat  lefe  iwis, 
For  at  the  left  the  fkinne  is  his ; 

Or  ellis,  if  it  fo  betide 
That  he  woll  kepe  his  horffe  to  ride, 
Yet  is  he  lorde  aie  of  his  horfe ; 
But  thilke  chafare  is' well  worfo 
There  Venus  entremetith  ought, 
For  who  fo  focha  chaffare  hath  bought 
He  {hall  not  worchin  fo  wifely" 
That  h*.  ne  ihall  lefe  uttirly 
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Bothe  his  money  and  his  chaffare  ; 
But  the  feller  of  thilke  ware 
The  prife  and  profile  havin  fhall ;  ' 
Certaine  the  buier  fhall  lefe  all, 
For  he  ne  can  fo  dere  it  buie 
To  have  lordlhip  and  full  maiflrie, 
Ne  havin  power  to  make  letting 
Neither  for  yefte  ne  for  preching, 
That  of  his  chaffare  maugre  his 
An  other  fhall  have  as  moche  iwis, 
If  he  woll  yeve  as  moche  as  he, 
Of  what  countrey  fo  that  he  be,. 
Or  for  right  nought,  fo  happe  ymaie, 
If  he  can  flattir  her  to'  her  paie. 

And  ben  than  foche  marchauntis  wife  ? 
NQ,  but  folis  in  every  wife  : 
Whan  thei  buie  foche  thing  wilfully 
There  thei  lefe  ther  gode  folily  ; 
But  natheleffe  this  dare  I  faie, 
My  mothir  is  not  wont  to  paie, 
For  fhe'  is  neither  fo  fole  ne  nice 
To  entremete  her  of  foche  vice ; 
But  truftith  well  he  fhall  paie  all 
That  repente  of  .his  bargaine  fhall, 
Whan  Poverte';put  him  in  diftrefle^ 
All  were  he  fcholir  to  Richeffe, 
That  is  for  me  in  grete  yerning 
Whan  fhe  affenteth  to  my  willing. 


But  by  my  mothir  Saincl  Venus, 
And  by  her  fathir  Saturnus, 
That  hef  engendrid  by  his  life, 
But  nat  upon  his  weddid  wife, 
Yet  woll  I  more  unto  you  fwere, 
To  makin  this  thing  the  furere. 

Now  by  that  faithe  and  that  beaute 
That  I  owe  to'  all  my  brethrin  fre, 
Of  whiche  ther  n'is  wight  undir  heven 
That  cant  her  fadir's  namis  neven, 
So  dive,rs  and  many  there  be 
That  with  my  mothre'  have  be  prive, 
.  Yet  woll  I  fwere  for  fikirneffe 
The  pole  of  helle  to  my  witnefTe, 
Now  drink  I  not  this  yere  clarre 
If  that  I  lie  or  forfworne  be, 
For  of  the  goddes  the  ufage  is 
That  who  fo  him  forfwerith  amis 
Shall  that  yere  drinkin  no  clarre. 

Now  have  I  fworne  inough  parde  ; 
If  I  forfvfrere  than  am  I  lorne ; 
But  I  woll  nexir.be  forfworne, 
Sithe  Richeffe  hath  me  failid  here 
She  fhall  abie  that  trefpas  dere 
At  lefte  waie  but  I  her  harme 
With  fwerde,  or  fparth,  or  with  gifarmet 

For  certis  fithe  <he  loveth  not  me, 
Pro  thilke  time  that  fh«  maie  fe 
The  caftill  and1  the  toure  to  fliake, 
In  forie  time  fhe  fhall  awake ; 
If  I  maie  gripe  a  riche  man 
I-  fhall  fo  pulle  him  if  I  can, 
That  he  fliall  in  a  few  ftoundis 
ftcfe  all  his  markes  and 


I  fhall  him  make  his  pens  out  fling 
But  that  thei  in  his  garnir  fpring  •, 
Our  maidins  fhall  eke  plucke  him  fo 
That  him  fhall  nedin  fethirs  mo, 
And  make  him  fell  his  londe  to  fpendc 
But  he  the  bet  conne  him  defende. 


Pore  men  han  made  ther  lorde  of  me  ;, 
Although  thei  nat  fo  mightie  be 
That  thei  maie  fede  me  in  dclite 
I  woll  not  have  'hem  in  difpite  : 
No  gode  man  hateth  'hem  as  I  geffe, 
For  chinche  and  feloun  is  Richeffe, 
That  fo  can  chafe  'hem  and  defpife, 
And  'hem  defoule  in  fondrie  wife  : 
Thei  loven  full  bette,  fo  God  me  fpede, 
Than  doith  the  riche  chinchy  grede, 
And  ben  (in  gode  faith)  more  ftable, 
And  truir  and  more  ferviable, 
And  therefore  it  fuffifith  me 
Ther  gode  hertis  and  ther  'beaute  : 
Thei  han  on  me  fet  all  their  thought, 
And  therefore  I  foryete  'hem  nought. 

I  woll  'hem  bring  in  grete  nobleffe, 
If  that  I  were  god  of  Richeffe,     ; , . .%'.  ;Pv 
As  I  am  god  of  Love  fothely, 
Soche  ruthe  upon  ther  plaint  have  I ;  - 
Therefore  I  mufl  his  fuccour  be 
That  painith  him  to  fervin  me, 
For  if  he  deied  for  love  of  this 
Than  femith  in  me  no  love  there  is.. 

Sir,  faied  thei,  fothe  is  every  dele 
That  ye  reherce,  and  we  wote  wele 
Thilke  othe  to  holde  is  refonable, 
For  it  is  gode  and  covenable 
That  ye  on  riche  men  han  yfworne  ; 
For,  Sir,  this  wote  we  well  beforne,. 
If  riche  men  ,doin  you  homage 
That  is  as  folis  doen  outrage ; 
But  ye  fhull  not  forfworne  ybe,. 
Ne  let  therefore  to  drinke  clarrie, 
Or  piment  makid  frefhe  and  newe  : 
Ladies  fhull  'hem  foche  pepir  brewe 
If  that  thei  fall  into  their  laas 
That  thei  for  wo  mo  we  faine  Alas  ! 
Ladies  fhullen  ere  fo  curteis  be 
That  thei  fhall  quite  your  othe  all  fre ; 
Ne  feketh  nevir  othir  vicaire, 
For  thei  fhall  fpeke  with  'hem  fo  faire 
That  ye  fhall  holde  you  paied  full  wele, 
Though  ye  you  medle  nere  a  dele. 
Let  ladies  worchin  with  ther  thinges, 
Thei  fhall  'hem  tell  fo  fele  tidinges, 
And  move  fo  many  requeftis, 
By  flatterie,  that  not  honeft  is, 
And  thereto  yeve  'hem  foche  thankinges^. 
What  with  kiffirlg  and  with  talkingesr 
That  certis  if  thei  trowid  be 
Shall  nevir  leve  'hem  londe  ne  fe 
That  it  n'ill  as  the  moeble  fare, 
Of  whiche  thei  firft  delivered  are. 
Now  maie  you  tell  us  all  your.  will,i 
And  we  your  heftis  fhall  fulfill.. 
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fettt  l-'alfe  Semblant  dare  not' for  drede 
Of  you,  Sir,  medle'  him  of  this  dede, 
For  he  faith  that  ye  ben  his  fo, 
Hen'ot  if  ye  woll  worche  him  wo  ; 
Wherefore.we  praie  you  all,  beau  Sir£, 
That  ye  foryeve  him  now  your  ire, 
And  that  he  male  dwell  as  your 'man 
With  abftinence  his  dcre  lemman  : 
This  our  accorde  and  our  will  now. 
•     Parfei,  faied  Love,  I  graunt  it  you 
I  woll  well  holde  him  for  my  man ; 
Now  let  him  come  :  and  he  forthe  ran. 

Falfe  Scmblant,  (quod  Love)  in  this  wife 
I  take  the  here  to  my  fervice, 
That  thou  our  frendis  helpe  alwaie, 
And  hindre  'hem  neither  night  ne  daie, 
But  doe  thy  might  'hem  to  releve, 
And  eke  our  en'mies  that  thou  greve  : 
Thine  be  this  might;   I  graunt  it  the  ; 
My  king  of  Ilarlotes  fhalt  thou  be  : 
We  woll  that  thou-have  foche  honour  : 
Certain  thou  art  a  falfe  traitour, 
And  eke  a  thief;  fithe  thou  were  borne 
A  thoufande  times  thou  art  forfworne  :. 
But  nathcleffe  in  our  hering, 
To  put  our  folke  out  of  doubting, 
I  bidde  the  teche  'he:n,  woft  thou  how  ? 
By  fome  generall  figne  now, 
In  what  place  thou  {halt  foundin  be 
If  that  men  had  miflir  of  the, 
And  how  men  fhall  the  beft  efpie, 
For  the  to  knowe  is  grete  maiftre  : 
Tell  in  what  place  is  thine  haunting. 

Sir,  I  have  fully  divers  wonning 
That  I  kepe  not  rcherfid  be, 
So  that  ye  would  refpitin  me, 
For  if  that  L  tell  you  the  fothe 
I  maie  have  harme  and  fhame  bothe  ? 
If  that  my  felawes  wiftin  it 
My  talis  {houldin  me  be  quit, 
^or  certaine  thei  would  hate  me 
if  er  I  knewe  ther  cruelte, 
For  thei  would  ore  afl  hold  'hem  flill 
Of  trothe  that  is  again  ther  will  : 
Sochc  talis  kepin  thei  not  here  ; 
I  might  eftfone  buie  it  full  dere 
If  I  faied  of  'hem  any  thing 
That  difplefith  to  ther  hering, 
For  what  word  that  'hem  pricketh  or  biteth 
In  that  worde  non  of  'hem  deliteth, 
All  were  it  gofpell  the'  Evangile, 
That  would  reprove  'hem  of  ther  gile, 
For  thei  arc  cruill  and  hautain ; 
And  this  thing  wote  I  well  certain, 
If  I  fpeke  ought  to  paire  or  loos 
Your  courte  fhall  not  fo  well  be  cloos 
That  thei  ne  fhall  wite  it  at  laft  : 
Of  gode  men  am  I  nought  agaft, 
For  thei  woll  taken  on  'hem  nothing 
Whan  that  thei  knowe  all  my  mening, 
But  he  that  woll  it  on  him  take 
He  woll  himfelf  fufpecious  make  ( 
That  he  his  life  let  covirtly 
In  Gile  and  in  Ypocrifie, 


That  me'  engendrid  and  yave  foftririg.  • 

Thei  made  a  full  gode  engendring, 
(Quod  Love)  for  who  fo  fothly  tell 
Thei  engendrid  the  divell  of  hell. 

But  nedely,  howfoere  it  be, 
(Quod  Love)  I  will  and  Charge1  the 
To  tell  anon  thy.  wonning  placis 
Hering  eche  wight  that  in  this  place  i?,- 
And  what  life  thou  livift  alfo, 
Hide  it  no  lengir  now ;  wherto  ? 
Thou  muft  difcovre1  all  thy  worching, 
How  thou  fervift,  and  of  what  thing; 
Though  that  thou  fhouldeft  for  thy  foth-faw 
Ben  all  to-betin  and  to-drawe, 
And  yet  art  thou  not  wont  parde  ; 
But  natheleffe  though  thou  betin  be 
Thou  fhalt  not  be  the  firft  that  fo 
Hath  for  fothfawe  yfuffiridwo, 

Sir,  fithe  that  it  maie  likin  you, 
Though  that  I  fhould  be  {lain  right 
I  fhall  doen  yo"ur  commaundement,  • 
For  thereto  have  I  grete  talent. 

Withoutin  wordis  mo,  right  than- 
Falfe  Semblaut  his  fermon  began, 
And  faied  'hem  thus  in  audience  : 

Barons,  take  hede  of  my  fentence. 
That  wight  that  lift  to  have  knowing 
Of  Falfe  Semblant,  full  of  flatt'ring^ 
He  muft  in  worldly  folke  him  feke> 
And  certis  in  the  doiftirs  eke  ; 
I  won  no  where  but  in  'hem  twaie, 
But  not  like  evin,  fothe  to  faie  : 
Shortly,  I  woll  herberowe  me 
There  I  hope  beft  to  hulftrid  be  ; 
And  certainly  fikereft  hiding 
Is  undirneth  humblift  clothing. 

Religious  folke  ben  full  covertj 
Seeuler  folke  ben  more  appert;      *, 
But  natheleffel  woll  not  blame 
Religious  folLe,  ne  'hem  diffame, 
In  what  habite  that  er  thei  go  ; 
Religion  humble',  and  true  alfo 
Woll  I  not  blamin  ne  difpife, 
But  I  n'ill  love  it  in  no  wife; 
I  mene  of  falfe  religious, 
That  flout  ben  and  malicious, 
That  wollin  in  an  habite  go 
And  fettin  not  ther  herte  thereto. 


Religious  folke  ben  all  pitousf, 
Thou  fhalt  not  fene  one  tiifpftous ; 
Thei  Idvin  no  pride  ne  no  ftrife, 
But  humbly  thei  woll  lede  ther  life, 
With  whiche  folke  woll  I  nevir  be, 
And  if  I  dwell  I  faine  me 
I  maie  well  their  .habite- go; 
But  me  were  lever  uny  necJcc  a  two 
Then  let  a  purpofe  that  I  take, 
What  covcnaunt  that  er  I  make. 

I  dwell  with  'hem  that  proude  ybe, 
And  full  of  wiles  and  fubtilte, 
That  worfhip  of  this  worlde  coyeiten,. 
And  grete  nede  connin  expkitcn, 
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And  gon  and  gadriri  grete  pitaunces, 
And  purchafe  'hem  the  acqueitaunces 
Of  men  that.mightie  life  male  leden, 
Arid  fame  'hem.  pore,  and  'hem  fell  fedeiv 
With  gode  morcils  delicious, 
Anddiinkin  gode  wine  precious, 
And  preche  us  povert  and  diftrefie,. 
And  fiftiin  'hem  felf  grete  richeffe 
With  wily  nettis  that  thei  ciift  : 
It  well  come  ftmle  out  at  the  laft. 

Thei  ben  fro  clene  religion  went  • 
Thei  make  the  worlde  a:>  argument 
That  hath  a  foul  conclufion  : 
I  have  a  ?cb^  of  religion, 
Than  am  I  all  religious  : 
This  argument  is  all  roignous ; 
It  is  not  worth  a  <;rokid  brere  : 
Habite  lie  makiith  monke  ne  frerc, 
But  clene  life  and  devocion 
Makith  gode  men  of  religion. 

Nath&pffe  there  earn  none  anfwere, 
How  High  that  er  his  hedde  he  mere 
With  rafour  whettid  nere  fo  kene, 
That  gile  in  braunchis  cutte>  thurtene, 
There  can  no  wight  diftinct  it  fo 
That  he  dare  faie  a  word  therto. 

But  what  herb'row  that  ere  I  take, 
Or  what  fcmblaunt  that  or  I  make, 
I  mene  but  gile}land  folowe  that, .- 
For  right  no  more  than  Gibbe  our  cat 
(That  awaiteth  mice  and  r-attes  to  killen) 
Ne  entende  I- but  to  begilen  :. 
Ne  no  wight  mare  by  my  clothing 
Wete  with  what  foike  is  my  dwelling, 
Ne  by  my  wordis  yet  parde, 
So  foft  and  fo  plefaunt  thei  be. 

Beholde  the  uedis  that  T  doe, . 
But  thou  be  blinde  their  oughtift  for 
For  varie  ther  wordes  fro  ther  dede 
Thei  thinke  on  t  ije  withourin  drede, 
What  manir  clothing  that  thei  were,. 
Or  what  eftate  that  ere  thei  here, 
Ler id  or  leude,  lordc  or  ladle, 
Knight,  fquier,  bargeis,  or  bailie. 

Right  thus  while  Falfe  Semblant  fermoneth 
Eft  fonis  Love  him  arefoneth, 
And  brake  his  tale  in  his  fpsfcing- 
As  though  lie  had  him  tolde  lefing, 
And  faid,  What  deviil  is  that  I  here  ? 
What  folke  haft  thou  i;s  ncmpnid.  here  ? 
Maie  men  iinxiin  religiovn 
In  worldly  habitaciouii  ? 
Ye,  Sir,  it  foloweth  nat  that  thei 
, Should  lede  a  wickid  life  parfei, 
Ne  not  therefore  ther  fpalis  lefe 
lliat  'hmrn  to  worldly  clothis  che&, 
For  certis  it  were  grete  pile  ;: 
Men  maie  in  feeuler  clothes  fe 
lFloriiT;rn  holy  rcligicun 
Ful  muny'  a  fainc^  in  ielde  and  toun, 
With  many'  a  virgine  g'oriaus, 
Devoute  and  full  religious, 
Han  died  that  commin  clothe  aie  beren, 
nertheicife  thei  w.csen  ; 


I  could  reckin  you  many  a  ten, 
Ye,  welnigh  all  thefe  holy  women 
That  men  in  churchis  berry'  and  fck#, 
Bothe  maid-ins  and  thefe  wivis.  eke, 
That  bare  fui  many'  a'faire  childe  here. 
Werid"  alway  clpthis  feculere, 
And  in  the  fame  clothes  didin  they 
That  faintis  weren  and  ben  alway. 
The  ix  thoufande  maidinis  dere, 
That  beren  in  heven  ther  ciergis  clere, 
Of  whiche  men  rede  in  churche  and  fing» 
Were  take  infeculer  clothing, 
Whan  thei  recevid  martirdome, 
And  wonnin  heven  unto  ther  home. 
Gode  hert  ymakith  the  gode  thought, 
The  clothing  yeveth  ne  revith  nought  : 
The  gode  thought  and  the  gode  worching- 
That  maketh  the  religion  flouring  ; 
There  lieth  the  gode  religioun 
Aft  ir  ther  ighte  entencioun, 

Whofo  ytokea  wethir*s  ikinne, 
And  wrapped  a  gredy  woulfe  therinn, 
For  he  fhould  go  with  lambis  white, 
Wenift  thou  not  he  would  'hem  bite  ? 
Yes ;  nertheleffe  as  he  were  wode 
He  would  'hem  wirry',  and  drinke  the  Mode 
And  wel  the  rathir  'hem  difceve, 
For  fitliin  thei  coude  nat  perceve 
His  tregette  and  his  cruihe 
Thei  would  him  folow  tho  he  flie.          ., 


If  there  be  wolvis  of  fuche  hewe 

Amongis  thefe  apoftlis  newe, 

Thou,  holy  churche,  thou  maifte  be  wailed; 

Sithe  that  thy  cite  is  aflailed 

Through  ktiightis  of  thine  owne  table 

God  wot  thy  lord fhip  is  doutable  : 

If  thei  erifortin  it  ta  win 

That  fhould  defend  it  fro  within 

Who  might  defence  ayenfl  'hem  make  ? 

Withouiin  ftroke  it  mote  be  take 

Of  trepeget  or  mangonell, 

Without  difplaying  of  penfell ; 

And  if  God  n'il  done  it  focoar, 

But  let  remain  in  this  colour, 

Thou  muft  thy  hefljs  lettin  be  ; 

Than  is  there  nought  but  yelde  the, 

Or  yeve  Tiem  tribute  doutilefs, 

And  holde  it  of  'hem  to  have  pees  : 

But  gretir  harms  betid ith  the 

That  thei  all  maittir  of  it  be  : 

Wel  con  thei  fcornin  the  withall, 

By  day  yftuffin.  thei  the  wall, 

And  al  the  night  thei  minin  there  : 

Nay,  thou  plantin  muft  ellis  where 

Thine  impisif  thou  wolt  frutehave; 

Abide  not  there  thy  felf  to  fave. 


But  now  pece  ;  here  I  turne  agaiae  : 
I  wol  no  more  of  this  thing  faine, 
Yf  I  may  paffin  me  hereby, 
For  1  might  maJuu  you  wery  j 


THE   &OMAUNT    OF    THE    ROSE, 


But  I  wol  Bctin  you  alway 
To  helpe  your  frcndis  what  I  may, 
So  thei  \vollin  my  company, 
for  thei  be  fheut  all  uttirly ; 
But  if  fo  iallin  that  I  be 

«ftin  with  'hem  and  thei  with  me, 
nd  eke  my  lemman  mote  thei  ferve, 
..Or  thei  fhul  not  thy  love  deferve 
Forfoth  I  am  a  falfe.trakour ; 
God  judged  me  for  a  thefe  trechour  f 
Forfworne  I  am,  but  wtl  nigh  none 
Wote  of  my  gile  til  it  be  done. 

Through  me  hath  many'  one  deth  receved 
That  my  treget  ner  aperceved, 
And  yet  receveth,  and  fhal  receve, 
That  my  faMhcffe  lhal  nere  perceve  ; 
But  who  fo  doth,  if  he  wife  be, 
Him  is  right  gode  beware  of  me ; 
But  fo  flighe  is  the  perceiving, 
That  al  to  late  comithJcnowing, 
For  Proteus,  that  coude  him  chaunge, 
In  every  fhappe  homely  and  ftraunge, 
Coude  nevir  fuche  gile  ne  trefoune 
;   .As  I,  for  I  come  nere  in  toune 
There  as  I  might  yknowin  be 
Though  men  me  both  might  here  and  fee  5 
Ful  wel  I  can  my  clothis  chaunge, 
Take  one  and  make  an  othir  ftraunge; 
Now  am  I  knight,  now  chafixlaine, 
Now  prelate,  and  nowe  chapelaine, 
.Now  prieft,  now  ilerke,  and  now  fofte're, 
Now  am  I  maiftir,  row  fcholere, 
JMow  monke,  now  chanon,  now  baily; 
Whatevir  miftir  manne  am  I. 

Now  am  I  prince,  now  am  I  page, 
And  can  by  hert  ev'ry  language; 
Somtimis  am  I  hore  and  olde, 
Now  I  am  yong, and  ftout,  and  bolde, 
Now  am  I  Robert,  now  Robin, 
Now  Frere  Minor,  now  Jacobin  : 
And  with  me  foloweth  my  loteby 
To  done  me  folace  and  comp'any, 
T{iat  hight  Dame  Ahftinence,  and  raigned 
In  many  a  queint  arraie  fained  ; 
Right  as  it  commeth  to  her  liking 
I  fulfill  all  her  deftring. 

Somtime  a  woman's  clothe  take  I, 
Now  am  1  a  maide,  now  lady  : 

Somtime  I  am  religious, 
Now  like  an  ankir  in  an  hous  : 

Somtime  am  i  a  prior  effe, 
And  now  a  nonne,  and  now  abbeffe, 
And  go  thorough  all  regiounes 
Yfeking  all  religiounes. 

But  to  what  ordir  that  !'  am.  fvvorne 
1  take  the  ftrawe  and  bete  the  conic  : 
To  joiie  fclke  I  er.habite 
I  afke  no  more  but  ther  habite. 

What  wol  ye  more  ?  in  every  wife 
Right  as  me  lift  I  me  difgife. 

Wel  can  I  here  me  undir  wede, 
Unlike  is  my  worde  to  my  dc'de. 
Thus  make  I  into  my  tranpes  fall 
The  folks  through  my  priv'ilcgis  al! 


That  ben  in  Chriftendome  a  livv-, 
I  ma"y  affoile  and  I  may  fhrive, 
That  no  prelate  may  lettin  me, 
All  folke  where  cvir  thei  found  be  : 
I  n'ot  no  prelate  maie  don  £b 
But  it  the  Pope  be,*nd  no  mo. 
That  madin  thilke  eftablifhinng  : 
Now  is  not  this  a  propre  thing  ? 
But  wer-e  by  flightis  aperceved 


As  I  was  wont,  and  woft  thou  why  ? 
For  1 4id  ''hem  a  tregetry  ; 
But  therof  yeve  I'  a  litil  tale, 
•I  have  the  filvir  and  the  male. 
So  have  I  prechid!  and  akc  fhriven, 
5o  have  .1  take,  fo  have  I  yeven, 
Through  ther  foly  hufbonde  and  >vifci 
That  I  lede  right  a  joly  life  : 
Through  fimplefle  of  the  prelacie 
Thei  kntw  not  all  my  tregettrie. 


But  for  as  moche  as  man  and  wife 
Shuld  mew  ther  parifh  prieft  ther  life 
•On is  a  y ere,  as  faith  the  ooke, 
Er  any  wight  his  houfiltoke, 
T5ien  have  I  ,privilegis  large 
That  maie  of  mochii  thing  difcharge, 
For  he  maj^  fay  right  thus  .parde  : 
Sir  Prieft,  in  fhrift  I  tel  it  the, 
That  he  to  whom  that  I  am  Ihrivea 
Hath  m«  afloilid,  and  me  yeven 
i*enaunce  ibthly  for  alle  my  fin 
"Whiche  that  I  founde  jnss  giltre  in ; 
Ne  I  ne*  have  nevir  entencion 
To  make  double  confeflion, 
Ne  reherce  jefte  my  fhrift  to  the  ; 

0  fhrifte  is  right  enough  to  me ; 
This  ought  the  to  fuffiiin  wele, 
Ne  be  not  rebell  nere  a  dele, 

For  certis  though  thou  haddeft  it  fwornc, 

1  wote  no  prieft  ne  prelate  borne 
That  maie  to  fhrift  eft  me  conftraine, 
And  if  thei  done  I  wol  me  plaine, 
For  I  woce  where  to  plamin  wele  : 
Thou  fhalt  not  ftreinin  me  a  dele,       ^ 
Ne  enforce  me  ne  not  me  trouble 

To  makin  my  confeflicn  double  : 
Ne  I  have  none  affection 
To'  have  double  abfolucion  ; 
The  firfi  is  right  iriough  to  me; 
This  lettre'  affoiluig  quke  I  the  : 
I  am  unbounde  ;  what  maift  thoundc 
More  of  my  finrie's  me  to  inibinde, 
For  he  that  might  hath  in  his  honde 
Of  all  my  iinnis  me  unbounde  ? 
And  if  thou  wolt  me  thus  conftraine, 
That  nie  mo'ti;  r.edis  on.  the  pluine, 
There  (hall  no  juge  imperiall, 
Ne  bifhop  ne  om'ciall, 
Done  judgement  on  me,  for  I 
Shal  gone  and  plaine  nie  opinly 
s  X  ii 
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Anon  to  my  ftiriftfkthir  newe, 
Whiche  that  hight  Frere  Wolfe  untrewe, 
And  he  fhal  chufin  him  for  me, 
For  I  trowe  ho  can  hampir  the  ; 
But  Lord !  he  would  be  wrothe  withal} 
Yf  men  would  him  prere  Wolfe  }  call, 
For  he  would  have  no  pacience, 
But  done  all  cruill  vengience  ; 
He  would  his  might  done  at  the  left. 
Than  nothing  fpare  for  Godd'is  heft  : 
And  God  fo  wife  be  my  focour 
But  them  yeve  me  my  Saviour 
At  Eftir,  whan  it  likithjue, 
Withoutin  prefing  more  on"  the, 
I  wol  forth  and  to  him  ygone, 
And  he  fhal  houfil  me  anone, 
For  I  am  cut  of  thy  grutching ; 
I  kepe  not  dele  with  the  nothing. 

Thus  may  he  fhrive  him  that  forfaketh 
His  parifh  prieft  and  to  me  takcth, 
And  if  the  prieft  wol  him  refufe 
I  am  full  redy  him  to'  accufe, 
And  him  punifh  and  hampir  fo 
That  he  his  churche  fhal  forgo. 

But  who  fo  hath  in  his  feling 
The  confequence  of  fuche  fhriving 
Shal  fene  that  prieft  maie  nere  have  might 
To  know  the  conference  aright 
Pf  him  that  is  undir  his  cure ; 
And  this  is  ayenft  holy"  fcripture, 
That  biddith  every  herde  honed" 
Have  very  knowing  of  his  beft  ; 
But  povir  folke,  that  gon  by  ftrete, 
That  have  no  golde  lie  fummis  grete. 
Them  would -I' let  to  ther  prelates 
Or  let  ther  prieftis  know  ther  ftates, 
For  to  me  right  nought'yevin  thei, ' 
And  why  it  is,  for  thei  ne  may. 

The!  ben  fo  bare  I  take  no  kepe, 
But  I  well  havin  the  fat  fhepe  ; 
Let  parifh  prieftis  have  the  len'e  ; 
J.  yeve  not  of  ther  harme  a  bene  : 
And  if  that  prelatis  grutche  it, 
That  oughtin  wroth' be  in  ther  wit    * 
To  lean  ther  fat  beftis  fo, 
J  fhal  yeve  -"hem  a  ftroke  or  two, 
So  that  .thei  fhal  lefm  with  force 
Ye,  both  ther  mitre  and  ther  croce. 

Thus  jape  I'  hem,  and  have  do  longe, 
My  privilegis  ben  fo  ftrong. 

Falfe  Semblant  wbuld'have  ftintid  here. 
But  Love  ne  made  him  no  fuche  chere, 
That  he  was  wery  of  his  fawe,  .   . 

But  for  to  make  him  glad  and  fawe 
He  faid,  Tell  on  more  fpecially 
How  that  thou  fervift  untruly  : 

Tel  forth,  and  fhame  the  nere  a  dele. 
For  as  thipe  habit  Ihewith  wele, 
Thou  ferve'ft  an  holy  heremite. 

Sotheis.but  I'  am  but  an  ipocrite. 
Thou  goeft  and  prechift  poverte. 

Ye,  Sir,  but  Richeffe  hath  pofte, 
'I'hou  prechift  abftinence  alfo: . 

"Sir,  I  woll  fillen ,  fo  niote  I  go? 
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Vly  paunche  of gode  mete  and  gt)de-wiii«, 
As  fhould  a  maiftir  of  divine, 
For  how  that  I  me  povir  faine 
Yet  al  povir  folke  I  difdaiiie. 


I  love  bettir  the  acqueintaunce 

Ten  timis  of  the  King  of  Fraunce 

Than  of  a  pore  man  of  milde  mode 

Though  thff  his  foule  be  all  fo  <jode, 

For  whan  J  fe  beggirs  quajdng, 

Nakid  on  mixins  all  ftinking, 

For  hungre  crie  and  eke  for  care, 

I  entrement  not  of  ther  fare  ; 

Thei  ben  fo  pore  and  ful  of  pine, 

Thei  might  not  ones  yeve  me  a  dine, 

For  thei  have  nothing  but  ther  life  ; 

What  Jkoitld  be  yeve  that  licketb  bis  knife  ? 

Tt  is  but  foly  to'  entremete 

To  feke  in  houndyis  neft  fat  mete  : 

Let  bere  him  to  the  fpittle'  anone. 

But  for  me  comfort  get  thei  none  : 

But  a  full  riche  ficke  ufurere 

Would  I  vifitin  and  drawe  nere  ; 

Him  would  I  comforte  and  rehete, 

For  I  hope  of  his  golde  to  gete  ; 

And  if  that  wickid  Deth  him  have, 

I  \voll  go  with  him  ui  his  grave  : 

And  if  there  any  reprove  me 

Why  -that  I  let  the  povir  be, 

Woft  thpu  how  I  know  how  to'  afcape  ? 

I  fay  and  fwerjn  him  full  rape 

That  riche  men  han  more  tetchis 

Of  finne  than  han  thefe  pore  wretchis, 

And  han  of  counfaile  mpije  miftere, 

And  therfore  I  would  dra\ve  'hem  nere  : 

But  as  gret  hurt,  it  maie  fo  be, 

Hath  foule  in  right  grete  poverte, 

As  foule  in  grete  richeffe  forfothe, 

Al  be  it  that  thei  hurtin  bothe, 

For  richeffe  and  mendiritees 

Bene  clepid  two  extremitees, 

The  nuene  is  clepid  Suffifaunce, 

There  lieih  of  vertue  the'  aboundaunce. 

For  Salomon,  ful  wel  I  wote, 
In  his  wife  Parablis  us  wrote, 
As  it  is  knowen  of  many'  a  wight, 
In  his  thirtieth  chapitir  right, 
God  thou  me  kepe  for  thy  pofte 
Fro  richeffe  and  mendicite, 
For  if  a  riche  nian  him  dreffe 
To  thinkin  to  moche  on  richeffe 
His  hert  on  that  fo  ferre  is  fette 
That  he'  his  Creatour  doth  foryette, 
And  him  that  beggith  woll  aie  greve  ^ 
How  fliould  I  by  his  worde  him  Icve 
Unneth  that  he  n'is  a  micher 
Forlworne,  or  els  Godd'is  lier  ? 
Thus  fayith  Salomon'is  fawes. 

Ne  we  find  writtin  in  no  lawes, 
And  namely  in  our  Chriftin  laie, 
Who  fo  faith  y6  I  dare  fay  naie, 
That  Chrift  ne  his  apoftils  dere 
While  that  thei  walkid  in  erth  here^ 
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Were  nevir  fene  herbrid  begging, 
J?or  they  n'olde  beggin  for  nothing. 

And  right  thus  were  men  wont  to  teche. 
And  in  this  wife  wojuldin  it  preehe 
The  maiftirs  of  divftiite 
ime  in  Paris  the  cite. 


gtfomti 


And  if  men  would  there  gaine  appofe 
*  .The  nakid  texte  and  let  the  glofe, 
It  mightin  fone  affoilid  be, 
For  men  may  wel  the  fothe  yfe, 
That  pardie  thei  might  afke  a  thing 
Plainly  forth  withoutin  bagging, 
For  they  weren  Godd'is  herdis  dere, 
And  cure  of  foulis  haddin  here, 
Thei  ne  wolde  nothing  begge  ther  fode, 
Foraftir  Chrift  was  done  on  rede 
With  ther  propir  hondis  thei  wrought, 
And  with  traveile,  and  ellis  nought, 
Thei  wonnin  al  their  fuftinaunce, 
And  lividin  forth  in  ther  penaunce, 
And  the  remenaunt  yaf  awaie 
To  othir  pore  folkis  alwaie. 

Thei  neithir  bildin  toure  ne  hall, 
But  thei  in  boufis  fmal  withalle. 
.-  A  mighty  man,  that  can  and  maie, 
Should  with  his  honde  and  body'  alwaie, 
**Winne  him  his  fode  in  labouring, 
Yf  he  ne'  have  rent  or.  fuche  a  thingJ 
.  Although  he  be  religious, 
And  God  to  fervin  curious, 
Thus  mote  he  done  or  do  trefpas, 
*    But  if  it  be  in  certaine  caas, 
That  I  can  telle  if  miftir  be 
Right  wel  whan  that  the.  time  I  fe. 

Seke  the  boke  of  Saincte  Auguftiue, 
•Be  it  in  papir  or  perchemene, 
There  as  he  writte  of  thefe  worchinges, 
Thou  {halt  fene  that  none  excufinges 
,     A  perfite  miui  ne  fhould  yfeke 
By  wordis  ne  by  dedis  eke, 
Although  he  be  religious 
g^rAnd  God  to  fervui curious, 
That  he  ne  fhal  fd  mote  I  go, 
With  propir  hondes  and  body'  alfo 
Yget  his  fode  in  laboring, 
Yf  he  ne'  have  properte  of  thing, 
Yet  fhould  he  fel  all  his  fubftaunce, 
Arid  with  his  fwinke  have  fuftinauuce, 
If  he  be  parfite  in  bounte ; 
'    Thus  ban  the  bokis  tolde  me  : 
For  he  that  wol  gone  idilly, 
And  ufith  it  aie  befily 
To  hauntin  othir  menn'is  table, 
He  is  a  trechour  full  of  fable, 
Ne  he  ne  maie  by  gode  refon 
Excufe  him  by  his  orifon, 
For  men  behovith  in  fome  gife 
Ben  fomtime  out  of  God's  fervife, 
To  gon  and  purchafm  ther  nede. 

Men  mote  etin,  that  is  no  drede^   " 
And  flepe,  and  eke  do  othir  thing, 
And  fo  long  may  thei  leve  praying. 


So  may  they  elce  ther  praiere  blinne 
While  that  thei  werke  ther  mete  to  winne 
Seint  Auftin  wol  therto  accorde 
In  thilke  boke  that  I  ree'orde. 

Juftinian  eke,  that  made  lawcs, 
Hath  thus  forbodin  by  olde  fawes. 

No  man,  up  paine  for  to  be  ded, 
Mighty'  of  body,  to  begge  his  bred 
Yf  he  may  fwinke  it  for  to  gete ; 
Men  fhould  hinv  rathir  maime  or  bete, 
Or  done  of  him  aperte  juflice, 
Than  fuffrin.him  in  fuche  malice. 

Thei  done  not  wel,  fo  mote  I  go, 
Whiche  that  takin  fache  almeffe  fo, 
But  if  thei  have  fome  privilege 
That  of  the  paine  'hem  woll  alege. 

But  how  that  is  can  I  not  fe 
But  if  the  prince  difcevid  be; 
Ne  I  ne  wene  not  fikirly 
That  thei  maie  have  it  rightfully. 

But  yet  I  wol  not  determine 
Of  princis  powir  ne  define, 
Ne  by  my  worde  compre'hende  iwis, 
Yf  it  fo  ferre  may  ftretche  in  this.; 
I  wol  nat  entremete  a  dele 
But  I  trowe  that  the  boke  faith  wele, 
Who  that  taketh  almeffis  that  be 
Dewe  to  folke  that  men  may  yfe 
Lame  and  feble,  wery  and  bare, 
^roy-ir,  or  in  fache  manir  care, 
1  nat  con  winnin  'hem  nevir  mo, 
For  thei  havin  no  power  therto, 
He  etith  his  owns  dampning, 
But  if  he  lie  that  made  al  thing ; 
And  if  ye  fuche  a  truaunt  finde, 
Chaftife  him  wel  if  ye  be  kinde; 
But  thei  would  hatin  you  parcaas 
If  that  ye  fillin  in  ther  laas. 

Thei  would  eftfonis  do  you  fcathe, 
If  that  thei  mightin,  late  or  rathe, 
For  thei  be  not  ful  pacient 
That  han  the  worlde  thusfoule.yblent : 
And  wetith  wel  that  God  ybad 
The  gode  man  fell  al  that  he  had 
And  folowe'  him,  and  to  pore  it  yeve  : 
He  would  not  therfore  that  he  live 
To  fervin  him  in  mendience, 
For  it  was  nevir  his  fentence, 
But  he  bad  werke  whan  that  nede  is, 
And  folowe  him  in  gode  dedis. 

Saint  Poule,  that  loved  al  holy  church, 
He  bade  th'  apoftils  for  to  wurch, 
And  winne  ther  livelode  in  that  wife, 
And  'hem  defendid  truandife, 
And  fayid,  Werkkh  with  your  honden  j 
Thus  fhould  the  thing  be  underftonden. 

He  a'olde  iwis  have  bid  'hem  begging, 
Ne  fellin  gofpell  ne  preching, 
Left  thei  berafte  with  ther  afking 
Folke  of  ther  cattle  or  of  ther  thing. 

For  in  this  world  is  many'  a  man     • 
That  yeveth  his  gode,  for  he  ne  cap 
Werne  it  for  fhame,  or  ellis  he 
Would  of  the'  aflcir  delivered  b^ 
X  iiij 
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And  for  he  him  encombrith  fo 
He  yeveth  h;m  g  >de  to  let  him  go  ; 
But  it  can  him  nothing  profhe ; 
Thei  lefe  the  yefte  and  the  merite. 

The  gode  folke  that  St.  Poule  to  prcched 
profrid  him  oftc,  whan  he  'hem  tQched, 
Some  of  ther  gode  in  charite, 
But  therof  right  nothing  toke  he^ 
But  of  his  hondis  would  he  gette 
Clothis  to  wxine  him,  and  his  mete. 


Tel  me  than  how  a  man  may  liver* 

That  al  his  gode  to  pore  hath  yeven> 

And  wol  but  onely  bid.de  his  bedes, 

And  ner  with  hondes  labour  his  ncdes* 

May  he  do  fo  ?  Ye,  Sir,    And  howe  ? 

Sir,  I  woll  gladly  tellin  you. 

Saint  Auftin  faith,  A  man  may  be 

In  houfis  that  han  properte, 

As  Templers  and  Hofpitelers, 

And  as  thefe  Chanons  Regulers, 

Or  thefe  White  Monkis,  or  thefe  Blake, 

I  wol  no  mo  enfamplis  make, 

And  take  thereof  his  fuftehnngj 

For  therin  lyith  no  beggipg, 

But  othirwayis  not  iwis, 

Yet  Auftin  gabbith  not  of  this; 

And  yet  ful  many'  a  monke  laboureth 

That  God  in  holy  ehurche  honoureth,. 

For  whan  ther  fwinking  is  agon 

Thei  rede  and  fmg  in  church  anone. 

And  for  there  hath  ben  grete  difcorde 
As  many'  a  wight  may  here  recorde, 
Upon  the'  eftate  of  mendicience, 
I  wol  fhortely  in  your  prefence 
Tel  how  a  man  maie  begge  at  nede, 
That  hath  not  wherwith  him  to  f 
^laugre  his  felowisjanglinges, 
For  fothfaftnes  wol  none  hidinges, 
And  yet  per  cafe  I  may  obey, 
That  I  to  you  fothly  thus  fey. 


I-o,  here  the  cafe  efyeciall  ; 
If  a  man  be  fo  beftiall 
That  he  of  no  crafte  hath  fciencc, 
And  nought  defirith  ignorence, 
Than  may  he  go  a  begging  yerne 
Till  he  fome  othir  crafte  can  lerne, 
Through  whiche  withcutin  truanding- 
He  may  in  trouthe  have  his  living.: 

Or  if  he  may  done  no  labour 
For  clde,  or  fickeneffe,  or  langour» 
Or  for  his  tendir  age  alfo. 
Than  may  he  yet  a  begging  go  ; 

Or  if  he  have  peravinture 
Through  ufage  of  his  noriture 
Livid  ovir  dciicioufiy, 
Than  oughtin  gode  folke  cominly 
flan  of  his  nui'chefe  fome  pi  to, 
And  fufl'rin  him  alfo  that  he 
May  gon  about  and  begge  his  bred 
That  he  be  not  for  hongir  ded  : 


Or  if  he  have  of  cr-afte  oor.rting, 
And  ftrength  alfo  and  defiring 
For  to  worchin,  as  he  had  what, 
But  he  finde  ne.ithir  this  ne  that, 

an  may  he  beggin  til  that  he 
Have  gettin  his  neceffite  : 

Or  if  his  wir.n-ng  be  fo  lite 
That  his  labour  will  not  quite 
Sufficiauntly*  al  his  living, 
Yet  may  he  go  his  br<xle  begging, 
Fro  dore  to  dore  he  may  go  trace 
Till  he  the  remnaunt  may  purchaiiji : 

Or  if  a  man  would  undertake 
Any  emprife  for  to  ymnke 
In  the  refcous  of  our  lay, 
And  it  defcndin  as  he  may,. 
Be  it  with  aimis  or  let:rurci» 
Or  othir  convenabie  cure, 
If  it  be  fo  that  he  pore  be, 
Than  may  he  beggin  til  that  he 
Maie  fmdin  in  trouth.  fcr  to  fwinke, 
And  get  him  clothis,  mete,  and  drinkej 
Swinke  he  with  his  hondes  corporcl, 
And  not  with  hondes  efpiritucl. 


In  all  this  cafe,  and  in  femblables,. 

If  that  there  ben  mo  refonabk-s, 

He  maie  begge  as  I  tell  you  here,. 

And  ellisnotui  no  manere, 

As  William  Saint  Amour  would  preclic, 

And  oftin  would  difpute  and  teche 

Of  this  matir  al  opinly 

At  Paris  fully'  and  folemply  ; 

And  all  fo  God  my  foule  bleffe 

As  he  had  in  this  ftedfaftueffe 

The'  acorde  of  the*  Univerfitc, 

And  of  the  peple',  as  femith  me. 

i    No  gode  man  ought  it  to  refufe,. 

Ne  ought  him  thereof  to  excufe, 

Be  wrothe  or  blithe,  who  fo  thou  be, 

For  I  wol  fpeke  and  tell  it  the 

All  fhould  I  die  and  be  put  doun, 

As  was  Saint  Poule,  in  derke  prifoun, 

Or  be  exilid  in  this  ouas 

With  wrong,  as  Maiftir  William  was^t 

That  my  mothir  Hypocrifie 

Banifhcd  for  her  g'ret  envie. 

My  mothir  flemed  him  Saint  Amour  r 
This  noble  man  did  fuche  labour 
To  fufteine  er  the  loialte, 
That  he  to  muche  ^gilte  me  : 
He  made  a  boke  and  let  it  write, 
Wherin  his  life  he  did  ail  dite, 
And  would  that  eche  renied.  begging, 
And  liyin  by  my  travelling, 
If  I  ne'  had  rent  nc  othir  gode; 
What !  w,enith  he  that  I  were  wode  ? 
For  labour  might  me.nevir  plefe, 
J  have  more  wil]  to  ben. at  efe, 
And  have  well  levir,  fod'.e  to  faic, 
Before  the  peple  pattrc-  and  praie. 
And  v.rie  me  in  my  foxerie 
Undir  a 
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(Quod  Love)  What  divcl  is  ibis  I  here? 
What  word  is  tellift  fhou  me  here  ? 
What,  Sir,  Why  Faifeneffe  that  apcrt  is. 
Than  dredifi  thou  not  God?  No,  certia ; 
For  felde  in  grete  thing  fhiilhe  fpede 
In  this  wojrM  that  Gixl  wol  ydrcde, 
For  f«lke  that  'hem  to  vertue  yeven, 
And  truily  on  thcr  awrre  liven, 
,  And  'hem  in  godeneffe  aie  contente, 
On  'hem  is  litil  thrifte  ifente  : 
Suche  folke  ydrinkin  grete  mifefc; 
That  life  ne  may  me  nevir  plcfe. 

Eut  fe  what  golde  him  uferers, 
And  filvir  eke,  in  ther  garners  ! 
Tailagiers,  and  thefe  moniours,. 
Bailiffes,  hedils,  provofteB,  contours, 
Thefe  livin  well  nig-h  by  ravine  ; 
The  finale  pcple  'hem  mote  enclinc, 
And  thei  as  wolvis  wol  'hem  eten  ; 
Upon  the  povir  folke  thei  geten 
Ful  muche  of  that  thei  fpende-  or  kepe ; 
K'is  none  of  'hem  that  thei'  n'il  ftrepe, 
And  wrine  'hem  feivin  well  at  fulfr; 
Withoutin  fraldir.g  tbei  'hcni  pull ; 
The  ftror.g  the  feble  ovirgothe, 
But  I  that  were  my  fimple  clothe 
Robbe  bothe  the  robbid  and  robbours", 
And  gile  the  gilid  and  gilours ; 
By  my  treget  I  gathre'  and  threftte 
The  grete  trefour  into  my  chefte, 
That  lieth  with  me  ib  fafte  ybnuride.; 
Thus  myn  high  paleis  do  I  f&uasde, 
And  by  my  delitis  I  fulfill 
With  wine  at  feftis  at  my  will, 
And  tablis  full  of  extremees  : 
J  wol  no  life  but  efe  and  pees, 
And  winnin  golde  to.  fpende.  alfo ; 
For  whan  the  grete-  bagge  is  ago 
It  comith  full  right  with  my  japes; 
Make  I  not  wel  tomole  mine  ap.es- ?• 
To  winnen  is  afrvaie  mine  entent ; 
My  purchace'  isbettir  than  my  rent; 
For  though  that  I  Ihould  belin  bff 
Ovir  al  I  enirentet  me  : 
Withoutin  me  maie  no  wight  dure ; 
I  walkin  foulis  for  to  cure*: 
Of  all  the  world  the  cure  have  I. 
In  brede  and  eke  in  length  ;  boldly- 
I  wol  bothe  preche  and  eke  counfailen  : 
With  hondiswol  I  nottravailcn, 
For  of  the  Pope  I  have  the  bullj 
I  ne  holde  not  my  wittis  dull  : 
I  wol  not  fiintin  in  my  live; 
Thefe  emperouris  for  to-fhrive, 
Or  kingis,  dukes^andlordis  gretc., 
But  povir  folke  al  quite  I  lete.; 
I  love  no  fucho  fhriving  pardc 
But  it  for  othir  caufe  \  be-  : 
I  recke  not  of  thefe  povir  men; 
Ther  eftate  is  not  w-orthe  an  IH-IT. 

Wher  findeft  thou'  a  fwinkir  oflabx)Uf 
Have  me  to  be  his  confefibure  f 
But  cmprcflis  and-ducheflis, 
Thefe  (juer-is  and'-ekc-  eomitcffis, 


Thefe  abbeffis  and 

And  thefe  grete  ladies  palafms, 

'1  hefe  joly  knightis  and  bailives, 

Thefe  nonnis  arid  thefe  bvfpgeis  wivfi" 

That  riche  yben  a«d  eke  plefing, 

And  thefe  maidints  wettaring, 

Where  fo  th-ei  clad  or  nakid  be, 

Uncounfailed  goeth  there  none  fro 

And  for  ther  foulis  favite 

At  lorde  and  lady',  and  ther  meine, 

I  afke,  whan  thei  'hem  to  me  mrive, 

The  propertie  of  al  ther  live, 

And  make  'hem  t'rowe,  both  mofte  and  left, 

Ther  parifh  prieft  is  but  a  befE 

Ayens  me  and  my  company, 

That  fhrewis  ben  as  gret  as  I, 

Fro  whiche  I  wol  not  hide  hi  holde 

No  privite  that  me  is  tolde, 

That  I  by  worde  or  figne  iwis 

Ne  wol  make  'hem  know  what  it  is, 

And  thei  wollen  alfo  tellin  me 

Thei  hele  fro  me  no  privite  ; 

And  for  to  make  you  them  perceivtfa 

1  hat  ufin  folke  thus  to-  deceiven, 

I  wcl  you  faine  Withoutin  drede 

What  men  maie  in  the  Gofpell  rede 

Of  8ain<ft  Mathewe  the  gofpellere; 

1'hat  faieth  as  I"  fhall  you  faie  here. 


Upon  the  chaire  of  Mofes 

Thus  it  is  glofid  doutilefs, 

(That  is,  The  Olde  Teftaitient, 

For  thereby  is  the  chaire  ment) 

Sittin  Scribis  and  Pharifen, 

That  is  to  faine,  the  curfid  ftiea, 

Whiche  that  we  Ipocritis  call ; 

Doeth  that  thei  preche  I- rede- you  all'; 

But  doeth  not  as  thei  doen  a"  deie 

That  ben  not  werie  to  faie  wele, 

But  thei  doe  well  no  will  have  the*^ 

And  thei  would  binde  on 

That  ben  to  be  begilid  able, 

Burdens  that  ben  importable  ; 

On  folkis  fhouldirs  thinges  thei 

That  thei  n'ill  with  ther  fingirs  to'ncheri; 

And  why  woll  thei  not  totich  it  ?  why  I 

For  them  ne  liile  nat  fikirly, 

For  the  fadde  burdens  that  rfieti-taktft 

Ymakin  folkis  fhouldirs  aken. 

And  if  thei  doe  ought  that  goxfe  bef 
That  is  for  folke  iffhouldin  fe  ; 
Tber  burdens  largir  makin  thei, 
And  makin  ther  henimes  wide  alvtefe, 
And  lovin  fetis-at  the  table 
The  firft  and  the  mofte  honburablte; 
And  for  to  han  the  fi'fit  chairis 
In  fmagogges  to  'hem  full  dere  is, 
And  willen  that  folke  'hem-  loute  and  grete 
Whan  that  thei  paffin  through  the  ftre^e, 
And  wollen  be  tleped  Maiftir  alfo; 
But  thei  ne  fhould'net  wiilin  fo, 
The  Cofpdl'  is  there  -ayenft  I  gcffe, 
That  ftiewith  well  tli^r  wickiuiicfle. 
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An  othir  cuftome  ufm  we ; 
Of  'hem  that  woll  ayenft  us  be 
We  hate  him  dedly  everychone, 
And  we  woll  werrey  him  as  one  ; 
Him  that  one  hatith  hate  we  all, 
And  conje&e  how  to  doen  him -fall; 
And  if  we  fene  him  winne  honour, 
Rkheffe  or  pveife,  through  his  valour, 
Provende  or  rent,  or  dignite, 
full  fafteuwis  compafiin  we 
By  what  laddre'  he  is  clombin  fo  ; 
And  for  to  make  him  doune  to  go' 
With  traifon  we  woll  him  defame, 
And  doen  him  lefin  his  gode  name. 

Thus  from  his  laddir  we  him  take, 
And  thus  his  frendis  foes  we  make, 
But  worde  ne.  wietin  Ihall  he  none 
Till  al  his  frendis  ben  his  fone ; 
For  if  we  did  it  opinly 
We  mightki  have  blame  redily, 
JOT  had  he  wifte  of  our  malice 
He  had  him  kept  but  he  were  nice. 

An  othir'  is  this,  that  if  fo  fall 
That  there  be  one  emong  us  all 
That  doeth  a  gode  tonrne,  out  of  drede 
We  faine  it  is  our  aldir  dede, 
Ye,  fikirly  though  he  it  fained, 
Or  that  him  lifte  or  that  him  darned 
A  man  through  him  avauncid  be, 
Thereof  all  partineres  be  we, 
And  teilin  folke  where  fo  we  go 
That  man  through  us  is  fprongin  fo. 

And  for  to  have  of  men  praifing 
We  purchace  through  our  flattering 
Of  riche  men  of  grete  pofte 
I>ettirs  to  witneffe  our  bounte, 
So  that  man  weneth  that  male  us  fe 
That  alle  vertue  in  us  be. 

And, alwaie  povir  we  us  fain, 
But  how  fo  that  we  begge  oy  plain 
We  ben  the  folke  without  lefing, 

yhat  all  thing  bave  'without  having. 

Thus  be  dradde  of  the  peple'  iwis, 
And  gladly  my  purpofe  is  this  : 

Idelin  with  no  wight  but-. he 
Have  golde  and  trefour  grete  plente  j 
Ther  acquaintaunce  well  lovin  I  : 
This  moche  is  my  defire  fhortly  ;  ., 
I  entremete  me  of  brocages, 
I  makin  pece  and  manages*   • 
lam  gladly  executour, 
And  many  tunes  a  procuratour, 
I  am  fometime  a  meflagere, 
That  fallith  not  to  my  miftere. 

And  many  timis  I  make  enqueft, 
For  me  that  office  is  nat  honeft ; 
To  dele  with  othir  mennis  thing 
That  is  to  me  a  grete  liking; 
And  if  that  ye  have  ought  to  doe 
In  place  that  I  repairin  to , 
I  fhall  it  fpedin  through  my  witte 
As  fone  as  ye  have  told  me  it : 
So  that  ye  fervin  me  to  pale 
My  fervke  flial  be  yours  alwaie, 


Cut  who  fo  wol  chaftife  me     ' 
Anone  my  love  ylofte  hath  he, 
For  I  love  no  man  in  no  gife 
That  woll  me  reprove  or  chaftife, 
But  I  woll  all  folke  undirtake, 
And  of  no  wight  no  teching  take; 
For  I  that  othir  folke  chaflie 
Woll  not  be  taught  fro  my  folie. 


I  ne  love  none  hermitage  more; 
Al  defertis  and  holtis  hore. 
And  grite  wodis  everichone 
I  let  'hem  to  the  Baptift  John  ; 
I  queth  him  quite,  and  him  relefTe, 
Of  Egypt  all  the  wildirnefle  : 
To  ferre  were  all.  my  manfiouns  • 
Fro  alle  citees  and  gode  touns. 

My  paleis  and  mine  houfe  make  I 
There  men  maie  renne  in  opinly 
And  faie  that  I  the  worlde  forfake; 
But  all  amidde  I  builde  and  make 
My  houfe,  and  fwimme  and  plaie  therein 
Bette  than  a  fifhe  doth  with  his  finne. 

Of  Antichrift'is  men  am  I 
Of  whiche  that  Chrift  faieth  opinly 
Thei  have  habite  of  holinefle, 
And  livin  foche  wickidneffe. 

Al'  outward  lambin  femin  we, 
Full  of  godeneffe  and  of  pite, 
And  inwarde  we  withoutin  fable 
Ben  gredy  wolvis  ravifable. 

We  enviroun  bothe  londe  and  fe  ; 
With  all  the  worlde  werryin  we  : 
We  woll  ordain  of  alle  thing, 
Of  folkis  gode  and  ther  living. 

,  If  there  be  caftill  or  cite 
Within  that  any  bougerons  be, 
Although  that  thei  of  Millaine  were, 
For  therof  ben  thei  blamid  there  ; 
Or  if  a  wight  out  of  mefure 
Would  lene  ther  gold  and  take  ufure, 
For  that  he  is  fo  covetous, 
Or  if  he  be  to  lechirous, 
Or  thefe  that  hauntin  fimonie, 
Or  provoft  full  of  trechirie, 
Or  prelate  living  jolilie, 
Or  prieft  that  halt  his  quein  him  by, 
Or  olde  whoris  hoftilers, 
Or  othir  baudes  or  bordillers, 
Or  ellis  blamed  of  any  vice, 
Of  whiche  men  ihouldin  doen  juftice ; 

•,By  all  the  fainclis  that  we  preie, 
But  thei  defende  them  with  lampreie, 
With  luce,  with  elis,  with  famons, 
With  tendir  gees  and  with  capons, 
With  tartis  or  with  cheffis  fat, 
With  deinte  flaunisbrode  and  flat, 
With  caleweis  or  with  pulluile, 
With  coninges  or  with  fine  vitailefc  , 
That  we  undir  our  clothis  wide 
Ymakin  through  pur  golet  glide, 
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Or  but  he  woll  doe  come  in  hafte 
Rae  venifon  ybake  in  pafte, 
Whethir  fo  that  he  loure  or  groine 
He  fhall  have  of  a  corde  a  loigne, 
With  whiche  men  fhall  him  binde  and  lede 
To  brenne  him  for  his  finfull  dede, 
That  men  fhull  here  him'crie  and  rore 
A  mil'is  waie  about  and  more, 

>r  els  he  fhall  in  prifon  die 

if  he  woll  his  frendfhip  buie, 
mertin  that  that  he  hath  doe 
More  than  his  gilt  amountith  to. 

But  and  he  couthe  thorough  his  fleight 
Doe  makin  up  a  toure  of  height, 
,  Nought  rought  I  wher  of  ftone  or  tree, 
Or  yerth  or  turvis,  though  it  be, 
Though  it  were  of  ho  vounde  ftone 
f  Ywrought  with  fquare  and  fcantilone, 
So  that  the  toure  were  ftuffid  well 
With  alle  richis  temporell ; 

And  than  that  he  would  him  up  dreffe 
Enginis  bothe  more  and  leffe,  ( 

rTo  cafte  at  us  by  every  fide, 
To  berin  his  gode  name  wide. 

Soche  fleightis  I  fhullin  you  yeven, 
Barelles  of  wine  by  fixe  or  feven, 
"'Or  golde  in  fackis  grete  plente, 
He  fhould  though  lone  delivered  be  ; 
/A.nd  if  he  hwe  no  fuche  pitences 
Let  him  ftudie'  in  equipolences, 
And  lerin  lies  and  fallaces, 
If  that  he  would  deferve  our  graces, 
Or  we  fhall  bere  him  foche  witneffe 
Of  fmne  and  of  his  wretchidneffe, 
And  doen  his  lofe  fo  wide  renne, 
That  all  quicke  we  fhouldin  him  brenne, 
Or  ellis  yeve  hem  foche  penaunce 
That  is  well  worfe  than  the  pitaunce. 

For  thou  fhalt  nevir  for  nothing 
Con  knowen  aright  by  ther  clothing 
The  traitours  fulLof  trecherie 
But  thou  ther  werkis  can  efpie. 

And  ne  had  the  gode  keping  be 
Whilom  of  the'  Univerfite, 
That  kepeth  the  kei  of  Chriftendome, 
We'  hati  ben  tourmentid  all  and  fome. 

Soche  ben  the  flunking  Prophetis ; 
N'is  none  of  'hem  that  gode  prophete  is, 
For  thei  through  wickid  entencion, 
The  yere  of  the'  incarnacion 
A  thoufaude  and  two  hundrid  yere 
Five-and-fifte,  ferther  ne  nere, 
Broughtin  a  boke  with  forie" grace, 
To  yeven  enfample  in  common  place, 
That  fayid  thus,  though  it  were  fable, 
This  the  Gofpell  pardurable 
That  fro  the  Holie  Ghoft  is  fent : 
Well  were  it  worthy  to  be  ybrent. 
Zntitlid  was  in  foche  manere 
This  boke  of  whiche  I  tell  here,  . 
There  n'as  no  wight  in  al  Paris 
Beforne  our  Ladie  at  parvis 
That  thei  ne  might  the  boke  by ; 
The  fentence  plefed  'h^m  well  truely. 


To'  the  copie  if  him  talent  toke 
Of  the  Evangelift'is  boke, 
There  might  he  fe  by  grete  traifoun  - 
Full  many'  a  falfe  comparifoun.    .' 

As  moche  as  thorough  his  grete  might, 
Be  it  of  bete  be  it  of  light; 
The  funne  yfurmountith  the  mone, 
That  troublir  is,  and  channgith  fohe, 
And  the  nutte  kerneill  dothe  the  fhell, 
I  fkorne  nat  that  I  you  it '-tell, 

Right  fo  withoutin  any  gile 
•Surmountith  this  noble'  Evangile 
The  worde  of  any'  evangelift, 
And  to  ther  tide  thei  toke  Chrift, 
And  many  foche  comparifoun, 
Of  whiche  I  make  no  niencioun, 
Mightin  men  in  that  boke  finde, 
Who  fo  coud  of  'hem  havin  minde. 

The*  Uni'verfite,  that  was  a  flepe, 
Gan  for  to  braied,  and  takin  kepe, 
And  at  the  noife  the  hedde  up  caft, 
Ne  nevir  fithen  flept  it  faft, 
But  up  it  ftert,  and  armis  toke 
Ayenft  this  falfe  horrible  boke, 
All  redy  battaile  for  to  make, 
And  to  the  judge  the  boke  thei  take. 

But  thei  that  brouglitin  the  boke  there 
Hent  it  anone  awaie  for  fere ; 
Thei  n'old  fhewe  it  no  more  a  dele, 
But  than  it  kept,  and  kepin  wele, 
Till  foche  a  time  that  thei  maie  fe 
That  thei  fo  ftrong  ywoxin  be 
That  no  wight  maie  'hem  well  withftonde, 
For  by  that  boke  thei  durft  not  ftoride  : 
Awaie  thei  gonne  it  for  to  bere, 
For  thei  ne  durftin  not  anfwere 
By  expoficion  ne  glofe 
To  that  that  clerkis  woll  oppofc 
Ayenft  the  curfidneffe  iwis 
That  in  that  boke  y  writtin  is.  i 

Now  wotte  I  nat  ne  can  nat  fe 
What  manir  ende  that  there  fhall  be 
Of  all  this  whiche  that  thei  yhide, 
But  yet  algate  thei  fhall  abide 
Till  that  thei  maie  it  bette  defende  ; 
This  trowe  I  beft  woll  be  ther  ende. 

This  Antichrift  abidin  we. 
For  we  ben  all  of  his  meine, 
And  what  man  that  woll  not  be  fo   • 
Right  fone  he  fhall  his  life  forgo  : 
We  woll  a  peple'  on  him  areife,- 
And  through  our  gile  doin  him  ceifc, 
And  him  on  fherpe  fperis  rive, .    . 
Or  othir  waies  bring  him  fro  live, 
But  if  that  he  woll  folowe'  iwis 
That  in  our  boke  ywrittin  is. 


Thus  moche  woll  our  boke  fignifie, 

That  while  Peter  had  maiftrie 

Maie  nevir  John  fhewe  well  his  might. 

Now  have  I  you  declarid  right 
The  mening  of  the  barke  and.rinde 
That  makith  the  entencions  blindej 
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But  now  at  erft  I  well  begin 

To  espouhe  you  the  pithe  within, 

And  the  feculers  comprehende 

That  Chrift'is  lawe  wollin  defends, 

And  faould  it  kepen  and  maintenen 

Ayenift  them  that  all  fuftenen, 

And  falfly  to  thre  peple  techen 

That  John  betokeneth  'hem  to  prechea 

That  there  n'islaw.e  covenable 

But  thilke  Gofpell  pardurable 

That  fro  the  Holy  Ghoft  was  fent 

To  tournin  folke  that  ben  mifwent. 

The  ftrength  of  John  thei  undirftondc 
The  grace  in  whiche  thei  faie  thei  ftonde} 
That  doeth  the  fmfull  folke  convert, 
And  'hem  to  Jefu  Chrift  revert ; 
Full  many'  an  othre'  horriblete 
IVlowin  men  in  that  boke  fe,   - 
That  ben  commanndid  doutilefs 
Ayenft  the  lawe  of  Rome  exprelfe, 
And  all  with  Antichrift  thei  holden, 
As  men  maie  in  the  boke  beholden.  , 

And  than  commaundin  thei  to  fleen 
All  tho  that  with  Peter  yben  ; 
JBut  thei  {hall  nevir  have  that  might, 
And  God  to  forme,  for  ftrief  to  fight, 
That  thei  ne  mall  ynough  yfinde 
That  Peter's  lawe  fhall  have  in  muides 
And  evir  holde  and  fo  maintene, 
That  at  the  laft  it  (hall  be  fene 
That  thei  Ihall  all  comin  therto 
For  aught  that  thei  can  fpeke  or  do. 

And'  thilke  lawe  ne  fhall  not  ftonde 
That  thei  by  John  have  undirftonde, 
But  maugre  them  it  fhall  adoun, 
And  ben  brought  to  confufion. 

But  I  woll  ftint  of  this  niatere, 
Jor  it  is  wondir  long  to  here  ; 
3But  had  that  ilke  boke  endured 
Of  bettre'  eftate  I  were  enfured, 
And  frendis  have  I  yet  parde 
That  han  me  fdt  iri  grete  degree 


Of  all  this  worlde  is  emperour 
Oile  my  fathir,  the  fdfe  trechour, 
And  empereffe  my  mothir  is, 
Maugre  the  Holie  Ghofte  iwis. 
Our  mightie  linage  and  our  rout 
JReignith  in  every  reigne  about, 
And  well'  is  worthy  we  mini'fters  be, 
3?or  all  this  worlde1  governe  we, 
And  can  the  folke  fo  well  deceve 
That  none  our  gilis  can  perceive, 
And  though  thei  doen  thei  dare  not  faie  j 
The  fothe  dare  no  wight  bewraie. 

But  he  in  Chrift'is  vvrathe  him  ledeth 
That  more  than  Chrift  my  brethrin  dred^tfa  ; 
He  n'is  no  full  gode  champion 
That  dredeth  foche  fimilacion, 
]Sfor  that  for  pain  woll  refufin 
Us  to  corredte  and  accufm 
He  woll  not  entremetc  by  right, 
JNe  havin  God  in  his  eyeo  fight, 
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And  therefore  God  fhall  him  petite  ; 
But  me  ne  rekith  of  no  vice 
Sithen  men  us  loven  communablie, 
And  holdin  us  for  fo  worthic, 
That  we  mute  folke  repreve  eclionp, 
And  we  n'ill  have  reprefi  of  none  : 
Whom  fiiouldin  folke  worlhipin  fo 
But  us  that  ftintin  nevir  mo 
To  parrin  while  that  folke  maie'  us  it 
Though  it  notiobehinde  'hem  be  ? 


And  where  is  there  mere  vrode  folic 
Than  to  enhaimcin  chivalrie, 
And  lovin  noble  men  and  gaie, 
That  jolie  clothis  weren  alwaie  ? 
If  thei  be  foche  folke  as  thei  femen, 
So  clene  as  .men  ther  clothis  demen, 
And  that  ther  wordes  folowe  ther  dede, 
It  is  grete  pite  out  of  drede 
For  thei  woll  be  none  hypocritis ; 
Of  'hem  me  thinkith  grcte  fpite  is  : 
I  can  not  love  'hem  on  no  fide  : 

But  beggirs  with  thefe  hodiswide} 
With  fleigh  and  pale  facis  lene, 
And  with  graie  clothis  nat  full  clene, 
'But  frettid  full  of  tatar  wag-ges, 
And  high  fhewis  knoppid  with  daggcs: 
That  frouncin  13te  a  quale  pipe,    | 
Or  botis  riveling  as  agipe  ; 

To  foche  folke,  as  I  you  devife, 
Should  princis  and  thefe  lordis  wiic 
Take  all  ther  landis  and  ther  thinges, 
Bothe  warre  and  ;pece  in  govirninges, 
To  foche  folke  fhould  a  prince  him  yeve 
That  would  his>  life  in  honour  Ir/e, 

And  if  thei  be  nat  ars  the  fenc, 
That  fervin  thu^  the  worlde  to  queme, 
There  would  I  dv/ellin  to  deceive 
The  fclke,  for  thei  fhall  nat  perceve. 

But  I  ne  fpeke  in  no  foche  wjfe 
That  men  faould  humble'  habite  .difpife; 
So  that  no  pride  there  uudir  be 
No  man  fhould  hate,  as  thinkith  me, 
The  povir  man  in  foche  clothing; 
But  God  ne  prefnii  him  nothing 
That  faieth  he  hath  the  worlde  forfafee. 
And  hath  to  worldly  glory  'him  take« 
And  woll  of  foche  delicis  ufe ; 
Who  maie  that  beggir  well  excufe  ? 

That  papelarde  that  him  yeidith  fo, 
And  woll  to  worldly  -efe  yg(x, 
And  faieth  that  he  the  worlde  hath  loft. 
And  gredily  it  gripith.  eft, 
He  is  the  hounde,  fhame  is  to  fain, 
That  to  his  cafting  goeth  again. 


But  unto  you  dare  I  not  Ire, 
But  might  I  felin  or  cfpie 
That  ye  perceived  it  nothing 
Ye  fhculdin  have  a  ftarke  lefing  : 
Right  in  your  honde  thus  to  beginm?, 
I  ne  wolds' it  Id 
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The  god  lough  at  the  wondir  tho, 
A:td  every  wight  gan  laugh  alfo, 
And  fayid,  Lo,  here  a  man  right] 
For  to  be  truftie  to'  every  wight ! 


Falfe  Semblant,  (quod  Love)  fait  to  me, 
Siih  I  thus  have  avauncid  the, 
That  in  my  court  is  thy  dwelling, 
And  of  Ribaiules  fliah  he  my  king, 
Wolt  thou  well  holdin  my  forwsrdca  ? 

Ye,  Sir,  qnod  he,  from  hens  forwarder 
Had  ner  your  fathir  here  beforne 
Servaunt  lb  trup  fithe  bv  was  borne. 
That  is  ayenifl  all  nature. 

Sir,  put  you  in.  that  avinture, 
For  though  ye  boro^es  take  of  me 
The  fikerer  fhall  ye  nevi-r  be 
For  hoftagis  ne  fikirncfle 
Or  chartris  for  to  here  witneffe  : 
I,  take  your  felf  to  secorde  here 
That  men  ne  maie  in  no  manere 
Terin  the  wolfe  out  of  his  hide 
Till  he  be  flain  bothe  backe  and  ficle,. 
Though  men  him  befe  and  all  defile  i 
What !    wene  ye  that  1  woil  bcgile  ?• 

For  I  am  clothid  mekily, 
There  undre'-is  all  my  trechiry  ; 
Mine  herte  chaungitit  nevir  the  mo 
For  no  in:  habite  in  which  I  go  : 
Though  I  have  chere  of  fimpleneflc, 
I  am  nr/t  werie  of  fhreudneffe  : 
My  lemman,  ftrainid  Ahfteaauncfi,  .  . 

Hatb.  miftir  of  my  purveiaunce, 
She  had  full  long  ago  be  dedde 
N'ere  for  my  couaiaile  and  my  reddc  t 
Let  her  alone,  and  you  and  me. 

And  Love  anfwerid,  I  truft  the. 
Without  borow^  for  I  wojl  none. 

And  .Falfe  Semblant  the  thefe  anocs 
Right  in  that  iki  fame  place, 
That  had  of  trefun  all  bis  face 
Right  blaeke  within  and  white  without, 
Thanking  him  gau  on  his  knees  lout. 

Than  was  ther  nought  but  every  iuan. 
Now  to  affaate  that  fatlin  can, 
(Quod  Love)  and  that  Ml  hardily  : 
Than  armid  thei  hem  corcinly 
.    Of  foche  armour  as.  to  'hem  fell. 
Whan  thei  were  armid  fiers  and  feH, 
Thei  went  'hem  forthe  all  in  a  rout 
And  fet  the  caftill  ?.U  about; 
Taei  will  not  awaie  for  no  dredft 
Till  it  fo  be  that  thei  ben  dede, 
Or  till  thei  have  the  caftill  take. 
And  four  battellis  gan  thei  make, 
And  partid  'hem  in.  foure  anone, 
And  toke  there  waic,  and  forthe  thei  gone 
The  foure  gatis  foe  to  aifaile, 
Of  whiche  the  kepirs  viollnnt  fails, 
For  thei  ben  neithir  ficke  nu  dede, 
Bnf  bardie  folke,  and  ilrong  in  dede. 

Nov.'  woli  I  faiue  the  countenance 
G:  Falfs  Seniblam 


That  ben  to  Wickid  Tong  yvvent » 
But  firft  thei  helde  ther  parlinient 
Wh^thir  it  to  be  doin  were 
To  makin  'hem  be  knowin  there 
Or  ellis  walkin  forthe  difgifed  ; 
But  at  the  laftji  thei  deviled 
That  thei  would  gone  in  tapinage, 
As  it  were  in  a  pilgrimage, 
Like  gode  and  holie  folke  unfcincd ; 
And  anon  Dame  Abftinence  flreined 
Toke  on  a  robe  of  cameline 
And  gan  he-"  gratche  as  a  bigine, 

A  large  coverchief  of  threde 
She  -wrappid  all  about  her  hede ; 
But  fhe  forgate  not  her  pfaltere. 

A  paire  of  bedi$  eke  ibe  bfre 
Upon  a  lace  all  of  white  threde, 
On  whiche  that  fhe  her  bedis  bed«  ; 
But  fhe  ne  bought  'hem  nevre'  a  dele. 
For  thei  were  given  her,  I  wots  welc, 
God  wote  of  ^  full  holie  frere, 
That  fated  he  was  her  fathir  tier*, 
To  whom  fhe  had  oftiner  went 
Than  any  frere  of  his  caveat ; 

And  he  vifitid  her  alfo, 
And  many'  a  fermone  faied  hei"to  ; 
He  n'olde  let  far  no  man  on  live 
That  he  ne  would  her  oftin  fhrivc, 
And  with  fo  grete  devocion 
1'hei  madin  her  confefuon 
That  thei  had  oftin  for  the  none* 
Two  heddis  in,  one  hode  at  ones. 

Of  faire  fiiape  I  devifed  her  rhf . 
But  pale  of  (ace  fometime  was  fUe ; 
That  falfe  traitourefie  untrewe 
Was  like  that  falpwe  horfe  of  hew<> 
That  in  the*  Apocalyp is  is  fliew^d, 
That  fignifieth  tho  folke  befhsewe* 
That  ben  all  full  of  trscherie, 
And  pale  thorqugJi  hypocrite  j 
For  on  that  horfe  no  colour  is 
But  onely  decide  and  pala  iwi?  : 
Of  foche  a  colour  enlangoured 
Was  Abftinence  iwxs  coloured ; 
Of  her  eftate  fhe  keB  r«peated 
Righ$  as  her  vifage  reprefented. 

She  had  a  burdcvune  all  of  theft- 
That  Gile  had  ye-ve  her  of  his  ycft^ 
And  a  fkrippe  of  faint  diftreiTe, 
That  full  was  of  elengeneSe, 
And  forthe  fhe  walkid  fobirlio, 
And  Falfe  Semblant  faint,  Jf  vans  Jie> 
And  as  it  were,  for  foche  miftcrc 
Doin  on  the  cope  of  a  frere, 
With  cherc  fimple  and  full  pitous 
His  loking  was  not  difdeinous 
Ne  proude,  but  rueka  and  fnl  peflbl«. 

About  his  necke  he  bare  a  Bible, 
And  fquyirly  forthe  gau  he  gon, 
And  for  to  reft  his.  lirc^rues  upon 
He  had  of  trcibn  a  potent ; 
As  he  were  fcble'  his  waia  he  went. 

But  in  his-ftcve  he-  gajj  to  thring 
A  rafour  Ih^re  and  v/t 


334 


THE   ROMAUNT   OF  THE   ROSE, 


That  was  yforgid  in  a  forge 

Whiche  that  men  clcpin  Coupe  Gorge. 

So  long  forth  ther-waie  thei  nomin 
Till  thei  to  Wickid  Tong  comin, 
That  at  his  gate  ywas  fitting, 
And  fawe  folke  in  the  waie  paffing. 

The  pilgrimis  fawe  he  faft  by 
That  berin  'hem  full  mekily, 
And  humbly  thei  with  him  ymette  ; 
Dame  Abftinence  firft  him  ygrette, 
And  fithe  him  Falfe  Semblant  falved, 
And  he  'hem,  but  he  not  remeved, 
For  he  ne  drede  him  not  a  dele, 
For  whan  he  fawe  ther  facis  wele 
Alwaie  in  herte  him  thought  fo 
He  fhould  knowin  'hem.  bothe  two, 
For  well  he  knewe  Dame  Abftinaunce, 
But  he  knewe -not  Conftreinaunce  ; 
He  knewe  nat  that  flie  was  conftrained, 
Ne  of  her  thev'is  life  yfained, 
But  wende  fhe  come  of  will  all  fre, 
But  (he  come  in  othir  degree, 
And  if  of  gode  will  fhe  began 
That  will  ywas  failid  her  than. 


And  Falfe  Semblant  had  he  faine  alfe, 
But  he  knewe  nat  that  he  was  falfe ; 
*  Yet  falfe  was  he,  but  his  falfneffe 
Ne  coud  he  nat  efpie  nor  geffe, 
For  Semblant  was  fo  flie  ywrought 
That  falfenefle  he  ne  efpied  nought ; 
But  haddeft  thou  knowin  him  beforne 
Thou  woldift  on  a  boke  have  fworne, 
"Whan  thou  him  fawe  in  thilke  araie, 
That  he  that  whilom  was  fo  gaie, 
And  of  the  daunce  Jolie  Robin, 
"Was  tho  become  a  Jacobin  : 
But  fothly  what  fo  men  him  call 
Frere  prechouris  ben  gode  men  all ; 
Ther  odir  wickidly  thei  beren 
Soche  minftrelfis  if  that  thei  weren. 
So  ben  Auguftins  and  Cordileres, 
And  Carmis,  -and  eke  fackid  freres,  • 
And  all  the  freris  fhodeand  bare, 
Though  fome  of  'hem  ben  grete  and  fquare, 
Full  holy  men  ^s  I  'hern  deme  ; 
Everiche  of  hern  would  gode  man  feme  ; 
JButJbalt  thou  nevir  of  apparence 
Sein  conclude  gode  confequence 
In  any  argument  'iivis^ 
If  exiftens  all  failid  is; 
For  men  maie  finde  alwaie  fopheme 
The  confequence  to  enveneme, 
Who  fe  hath  had  the  fubtilte 
The  double  fentence  for  to  fe. 

Whan  the  pilgrimis  comin  were1 
To  Wickid  Tong  that  dwellid  there, 
Ther  harnies  nigh  'hem  was  algate  ; 
By  Wickid  Tong  adoune  thei  fate, 
That  badde  'hem  nere  him  for  to  come, 
And  of  tidingis  tell  him  fome,' 
And  faied  'hem,  What  cafe  makith  you 
To  comin  into  this  place  now  I    >  . 


Sir,  fayid  Strainid  Abftinaunco 

We  for  to  dryin  our  penaunce 

With  hertis  pitous  and  devout 

Are  commen  as  pilgrimes  gon  about; 

Well  nigh  on  fote  alwaie  we  go ; 

Full  doughtie  ben  our  helis  two, 

And  thus  bothe  we  ben  yfent 

Throughout  the  worlds  that  is  mifwent 

To  yeve  enfample'  and  preche  alfo  ; 

To  fifhin  finfull  men  we  go, 

For  othir  fifhing  ne  fifhe  we  : 

And, '  leve  Sir,  for  that  charite, 

As  we  be  wont,  erbo'rowc  we  crave  j 

Your  life  to  amenne  Chrift  it  fave, 

And  fo  it  mould  you  not  difplefe 

We  wouldin,  4f  it  were  your  efe, 

A  fhort  fermon  unto  you  fain. 

And  Wickid  Tong  anfwered  again, 

The  houfe  (quod  he)  foche  as  ye  fe 
Shall  nat  be  warnid  you  for  me  : 
Saie  what  you  lift  and  I  woll  here. 
Graunt  mercie  !  tho  fvvete  Sir  dere. 
Quod  aldirfirft  Dame  Abftinence, 
And  thus  began  flie  her  fentence  : 

Sir,  the  firft  vertue  for  certaine, 
The  gretift  and  moft  foveraine 
That  maie  be  founde  in  any  man 
For  having  or  for  wit  he  can 
That  is  his.  tong  for  to  refrain  ; 
Therto  ought  every  wight  him  pain, 
For  it  is  bettir  ftill  to  be 
Than  for  to  fpekin  harme  parde, 
And  h?  that  harkeneth  it  gladly 
He  is  no  gode  man  fikirly. 

And,  Sir,  abovin  all  othir  fmne 
In  that  art  thou  moft  giltie  inne  ; 
Thou  fpake  a  jape  not  long  a  go, 

And,  Sir,  that  was  right  evill  doe* 
Of  a  yong  man  that  heie  repaired, 
And  nevir  yet  this  place  apaired, 
Thou  faideft  he  awaitid  nothing 
But  to  difceve  Faire  Welcoming  : 
Ye  faidin  nothing  fothe  of  that, 
But,  Sir,  ye  lie,  I  tell  you  plat : 
He  cometh  no  more  ne  goeth  parde ; 
I  trowe  ye  fhal  him  nevir  fe  ; 
Faire  Welcoming  in  prifon  is 
That  ofte  hath  plaied  with  you  er  this    ' 
The  fairift  gamis  that  he  coude 
Withoutin  filth,  or  ftil  or  loude  ; 
Now  dare  he  not  himfelfe  folace ; 
Ye  han  alfo  the  man  do  chace, 
That  he  dare  neither  come  ne  go  : 
What  mevith  you  to  hate  him  fo 
But  propirly  your  wickid  thought, 
That  many  a  falfe  lefing  hath  thought,. 
That  mevith  yourfoule  eloquence, 
That  jajaglith  evre'  in  audience, 
And  on  the  folke  arifith  blame. 
And  doeth  'hem  difhonour  and  fhame 
For  thing  that  maie  have  no  preving 
But  likelinefle  'and  contriving  ? 

For  I  dare  fain,e  that  Refon  demeth  " 
//  is  not  at  folk  thing  tbaifemitli ; 
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And  it  is  finne  for  to  controve 
Any  thing  that  is  to  reprove ; 
This  wote  ye  wele,  and  Sir,  therefore 
Ye  arne  to  blame  mochil  the  more; 
And  natheleffe  he  reckith  lite 
He  yeveth  not  now  thereof  a  mite, 
For  if  he  thoughtin  harme,  parfaie 
He  would  ycome  and  gone  all  daie  ; 
He  ne  coude  not  himfelf  abftene ; 
Now  cometh  he  not,  and  that  is  fene, 
For  he  ne  taketh  of  it  no  cure, 
But  if  it  be  through  avinture, 
And  lafle  than  othir  folke  algate, 
And  though  here  watchift  at  the  gate 
With  fpere  in  thine  areft  alwaie, 
There  mufe  mufarde  all  the  longe  daie ; 
Thou  wakift  night  and  daie  for  thought  j 
Iwis  thy  traveile  is  for  nought, 
And  Jeloufie  withoutin  faile 
Shall  nevir  quite  the  thy  traveile  ; 

I  And  fkathe  is  that  Faire  Welcoming, 

^Withoutin  any  trefpafling, 
Shal  wrongfully  in  prifon  be, 
There  wepith  and  languifhith  he  ; 
And  though  thou  nevir  yet  iwis 
Agiltift  man  no  more  but  this 
Take  not  a  grefe,  it  were  worthy 
To  put  the  out  of  this  baily, 
And  aitirwarde  in  prifon  lie, 
And  fettrid  the  till  that  tho-u  die ; 
For  thou  ftialt  for  this  fmne  dwelle 
Right  in  the  devil's  arfe  of  helle 
But  if  that  thou  repente  the. 
Maifaie  thou  Heft  falfely  (quod  he.) 

What,  welcome  with  mifchaunce  now  I 
Have  I  therefore  herberid  you 
To  faie  me  fhame  and  ekd  reprove, 
With  forie  happe  to  your  behove  ? 
And  I  to  day  your  herbegere  ? 
Go  herbir  you  els  where  than,  here 
That  han  a  Her  callid  me. 
Two  tregetours  arte  thou  and  he, 

vThat  in  mine  hous  dome  this  fhame, 
And  for  my  fothefawe  ye  me  blame. 

'Is  this  the  fermon  that  ye  me  make  ? 
To  all  the  divils  I  me  take, 
Or  ellis  God  thou  me  confounde, 

'.But  er  men  diddin  this  caftill  founde 
It  paflith  not  ten  daies  or  twelve 
But  it  was  tolde  right  to  my  felve, 
And  as  thei  faide  right  fo  tolde  I  ; 

HHe  kifte  the  Rofe  privily  ; 
Thus  faide  I  now,  and  have  faid  yore 
I  n'ot  where  he  did  any  more  : 
Why  fhould  men  faie  me  fuche  a  thing 
If  that  it  had  yben  gabbing  ? 
Right  fo  faide  I,  and  well  faie  yet, 
1  trowe  I  lyid  not  of  it ; 
And  with  my  bemis  I  woll  blowe 
To  alle  neighbours  arowe 
How  he  hath  bothe  comin  and  gone. 

Tho  fpake  Falfe  Semblant  right  anone, 
All  is  nat  gofpell  out  of  doute 
That  men  faine  in  the  toune  aboute  : 


Lay  no  defe  ere  to  my  fpeking, 

I  fwere  you,  Sir,  it  is  gabbing 

I  trow  ye  wote  well  certainly 

That  no  man  loyith  him  tendirly 

That  faith  him  harme,  if  he  wote  it,. 

All  be  he  ner  fo  pore  of  wit ; 

And  fothe  is  alfo  fikirly, 

This  know  ye,  Sir,  as  well  as  I, 

That  lovirs  gladly  wol  vifiten 

The  placis  there  ther  loavs  habiten  : 

This  man  you  loveth  and  eke  honoureth^ 

This  man  to  fervin  you  laboureth, 

And  clepith  you  his  frende  fo  dere,  • 

And  this  man  makith  you  gode  chere, 

And  every  where  that  he  you  meteth 

He  you  faleweth  and  he  you  greteth; 

He  prefith  not  fo  ofte  that  ye 

Oughte  of  his  coming  encombrid  be  ; 

There  prefin  othir  folke  on  you 

Ful  oftir  than  he  doith  now; 

And  if  his  hert  him  ftrainid  fo 

Unto  the  Rofe  for  to  go, 

Ye  fhould  him  fene  fo  oftin  nede 

That  ye  fhould  take  him  with  the  dede; 

He  coude  his  comming  not  forbere, 

Though  ye  him  thrillid  with  a  fperc; 

Tt  n'ere  not  than  as  it  is  now; 

But  truftith  well,  1  fwere  it  you, 

That  it  is  clene  out  of  his  thought. 

Sir,  certis  he  ne  thinkith  it  nought, 
No  more  ne  doth  Faire  Welcoming, 
That  fore  abyith  al  this  thing. 
And  if  thei  were  of  one  afient, 
Full  fone  ywere  the  Rofe  ybent, 
Tho  the  malgre  your's  would  ybe. 

And,  Sir,  of  o  thing  herkeneth  me$ 
Sithe  ye  this  man  that  loveth  you 
Han  faide  fuch  harme  and  fhame  now, 
Wittith  well  if  he  geffid  it 
Ye  maie  well  demin  in  your  wit 
He  ne  wolde  nothing  love  you  fo, 
Ne  callin  you  his  frende  alfo, 
But  night  and  daie  he  wollin  wake 
The  caftill  to  diftroie  and  take, 
Yf  it  were  fothe  as  ye  devife ; 
Or  fome  man  in  fome  manir  wife 
Might  it  warnin  him  every  dele, 
Or  by  himfelfe  percevin  wele, 
For  fithe  he  might  not  come  and  gone, 
As  he  was  whilom  wonte  to  done, 
He  might  it  fone  wite  and  fe, 
But  now  all  othirwife  wote  he. 

Than  have  we,  Sir,  all  uttirly 
Defervid   hell,  and  jolily 
The  deth  of  helle  doutileffe, 
That  thrallin  folke  fo  giltilefle. 

Falfe  Semblant  fo  provith  this  thing 
That  he  ne  can  none  anfwering, 
And  feeth  alwaie  foche  apparaunce 
That  nigh  he  fel  in  repentaunce, 
And  faid  him  ;  Sir,  it  maie  well  be; 
Semblant,  a  gode  man  femin  ye, 
And  Abftinence,  ful  wife  ye  feme ; 
Of  o  talent  vou  bothe  I  derne  ; 
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What  counfaile  wol  ye  to  me  yeven  ? 

Right  here  anon  thou  fhalt  be  fliriven, 
And  fay  thy  finne  withoutm  more ; 
Of  this  fhalt  thou  repent  the  fore, 
For  I  am  prieft,  and  have  pofte      » 
To  fhrive  folk  of  moft  dignite 
That  ben  as  wide  as  world  male  dure  ; 
Of  al  this  world  I  have  the  cure, 
And  that  had  nevir  yet  perfeun 
Ne  vicarie'  of  no  manir  toun. 

And  God  it  wot  I  have  of  the 
A  thoufande  timis  more  pite 


I  Than  hath  thy  prieft  parochiafl, 

Though  he  thy  fven.de  be  fpccial!. 
1  have  avantage  in  o  wile, 

That  your  prelates  ben  not  fo  wife 

Ne  halfe  fo  lettrid  as  am  I  ; 

I  am  licenfid  boldily 

In  divinite  for  to  rede, 
,  And  to  confcflion  out  *)f  drede 

Yf  that  ye  wol  you  now  confeffr, 
.-•And  leve  your  fmnis  more  and  leffe, 

Without  abode  knele  dounc  anon 
1  And  you  lhal  have  abfolucion. 


TROILUS  ®  CRESEIDE 


IN   FIVE   BOKES. 


B  O  K  £     t 


1  ns  douWe  forow  of  Troilus  to  telle, 
That  was  the  King  Priamus  fonne  of  Troy, 
In  loving  how  his  aventuris  felle 
From  wo  to  wele,  and  aftir  out  of  joy1, 
jMjr  purpofe  is  er  that  I  parte  froly, 
Thou  Thefiphone  !  thou  helpe  me  t'erwh'te 
This  woful  verfe,  that  wepin  as  I  write. 

To  the  I  clepe,  thou  goddeJTe  of  tournient, 
Thou  cruil  wight,  forowing  ay  in  paine  ! 
Help  me,  that  am  the  wofull  inftrument 
That  helpith  lovirs  as  I  can  complahie  ; 
For  wel  fit  it,  the  fothe  for  to  faine, 
A  woful  wight  to  have  a  drery  fere, 
And  to  a  forowfull  tale  a  fory  chere. 

For  I,  that  god  of  Lov'is  fervauntes  ferve, 
Ne  dare  to  love  for  mine  unlikelineffe, 
Prayin  for  fpede,  al  (hould  I  {herfore  fterve, 
So  ferre  am  I  fro  his  helpe  in  derkenefle; 
But  natheleffe  if  this  may  done  gladneffe 
To  any  lovir,  and  his  caufe  aveile, 
Have  he  the  thanke  and  mine  be  the  traveile, 


*  In  this  bokc  is  fhcwed  the  fervent  love  of  Troilus  to  • 
Crefeide,  whom  he  enjoyed  for  a  time,  and  her  grete  un-- 
truthe  to  him  againe  in  K'vinc;  her  felf  to  DLomcdes,  \vho 
in  the  end  did  Co  cart  her  off  that  (he  came  togretc  mifery. 
In  whiche  difcourfe  Chaucer  liberally  treteth  of  the  divine 
purveiance.  Urry. 
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But  ye  lovirs  that  "hathin  in 
Yf  any  drope  of.pite  in  you  be, 
Remembrith  you  of  paflid  hevinefle 
That  ye  have  felte,  and  on  the'  adverfitc 
Of  othirfolke,  and  thinkith  how  that  y? 
Han  felte  that  JLovc  durft  you  to  difplefe 
Or  ye  han  won  him  with  to  gret  an  efe.     ,  • 

And  prayith  for  'hem  that  ben  in  the  cacc 
Of  Troilus,  asye-may  aftir  here 
That  Love  'hem  bring  in  hevin'to  folace; 
And  eke  for  me  prayith  to  God  fo  dcre, 
That  I  have  might  to  Ihew  in  fome  manere 
Suchc  paipe  and  wo  as  JLov'is  folke  endure 
In  Troilus  unfely  avinture. 

And  biddith  eke  for  them  that  ben  difpeir« 
In  love,  that  nevir  will  recovered  be, 
And  eke  for  them  that  falfely  ben  apeired 
Through  wickid  tongis,  be  it  he  or  Ihe, 
And  biddith  God  for  his  benjgnite 
So  graunt  'hem  fone  out  of  this  world  to  pacf 
That  ben  difpairid  out  of  Lov'is  grace. 

And  biddith  eke  for  them  that  ben  at  efc 
That  God  'hem  graunt  in  love  perfeveraunce, 
And  fende  'hem  grace  ther  loyis  for  to  plefe, 
That  it  to  love  be  worfhip  and  plefaunce ; 
For  fo  hope  f  my  felfe  belt  to  avaunce 
To  pray  for  them  that  Lov'is  fervaunt.es  bej 
And  write  thcr  wo,  and  live  in  charite  j 
Y 
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And  for  to  have  of  them  compaflioun, 
As  though  I  were  thes  owne  brothir  dere. 
Now  herkenith  with  a  gocle  entencioun, 
For  now  wol  I  go  ftreight  to  my  matere, 
In  whiche  ye  may  the  double  forowcs  here 
Of  Troilus  in  loving  of  Crefeide, 
And  how  fhe  forfoke  him  er  that  fhe  deide. 

It  is  wel  wift  how  that  the  Grekis  ftrong 
In  armis  with  a  thoufand  fhippis  went 
To  Trole  wardis,  and  the  cite  long 
Befiegedin,  nigh  ten  yeres  ere  thei  ftent, 
And  how  in  divers  wife  and  one  entent, 
The  ravifhing  to  wreke  of  Queine  Heleine, 
By  Paris  don,  thei  wroughtin  all  their  feine. 
Now  fell  it  fo,  that  in  the  toune  there  was 
Dwelling  a  lord  of  gret  authorite, 
A  gret  divine,  that  clepid  was  Calcas, 
That  in  that  fcience  fo'  experte  was  that  he 
Knew  wel  that  Troie  fhould  deftrqyid  be, 
By  anfwere  of  his  god,  that  hight  was  thus 
Dan  Phebus,  or  Apollo  Delphicus. 

So  whan  this  Calcas  knew  by  calculing, 
And  eke  by  the'  anfwere  of  this  god  Apollo, 
That  Qrekis  ibouldin  fuche  a  peple  bring 
ThoTow  the  whiche  that  Troy  muft  be  fordo, 
He  cafte  anone  out  of  the  toune  to  go, 
For  wel  he  wift  by  forte  that  Trpie  fholde 
Diftroyid  be,  ye,  would  who  fp  or  n'olde; 

Wherfore  for  to  departin  foftily 
Toke  purpofe  ful  this  wight,  forknowing,  wife, 
And  to  the  Grekis  hoft  ful  privily 
He  ftale  anone,  and  thei  in  curteis  wife 
Didin  to  him  both  worfhip  and  fervice, 
in  truft  that  he  hath  conning  'hem  to  rede 
In  every  peril  which  that  was  to  drede. 

Crete  rumour  rofe  whan  it  was  firft  efpied 
In  al  the  toune,  and  opinly  was  fpokeji 
That  Calcas  Jraitour  fled  was,  and  alied 
To  them  of  Grece  j  apd  cafte  was  to  be  wroken 
On  him  that  falfly  hath  his  faith  to  broken, 
And  faid  that  he  and  al  his  kinne  atones 
"Were  worthy  to  be  brent  both  fell  and  bones. 

Now  had  this  Calcas  lefte  in  this  mifchaunce, 
Unknowing  of  this  falfe  and  wicked  dede, 
A  doughtir  whiche  that;  was  in  grete  penaunce, 
And  cf  her  life  fhe  was  full  fore  in  drede, 
And  ne  wift  nevir  what  beft  was  to  rude  j 
And  as  a  widowe  was  fhe  and  ajone, 
And  li'ift  to  whom  fhe  might  ymake  her  mone. 

Crefeide  ywas  this  ladies  name  aright ; 
As  to  my  dome  in  al  Troy'is  cite 
Moft  fairift  lady,  pafling  every  wight ; 
So  angelike  fhone  her  natife  beaute 
That  like  a  thing  immortal  femid  fhe, 
Atvd  therwith  vyas  fhe  fo  parfite  a  creture 
As  fhe  had  be  made  in  fcorning  of  Nature. 
b*  This  lady,  whiche  that  al  day  herde  at  ere 
Her,fathir's  fkame,  his  falfhed,  and  traifoun, 
Ful  nigh  out  of  her  wit  for  forow'  and  fere, 
Jn  widowe's  habit  large  of  famite  broun. 
Before  Hedor  on  knees  fhe  fill  adoun, 
Jrlis  mercy  bad,  her  felfin  excufing 
With  pitous  voice,  and  tendi'rly  weping. 


Now  was  this  Hector  pitous  of  nature, 
And  law  that  fhe  was  forowful  begone, 
And  that  fhe  was  fo  faire  a  creture,, 
Of  his  godenefle  he  gladid  her  anone, 
And  faide,  Let  your  fathir's  traifon  gone 
Forth  with  mifchaunce,  and  ye  your  felf  in  joyq 
Dwellith  with  us  whilis  you  lift  in  Troye, 

And  al  the  honour  men  may  do  you  have, 
As  ferforth  as  though  ypur  fathir  dwelt  here, 
Ye  fhul  have,  and  your  body  fhul  men  fave, 
As  fer  as  1  may  ought  enquire  and  here. 
And  fhe  him  thankid  with  ful  humble  chere, 
And  oftir  wolde  and  it  had  been  his  will, 
And  toke  her  leve,  went  home,  and  helde  her  ftfll. 
And  in  her  houfe  fhe'  abode  with  fuch  meine  ' 
As  til  her  honour  nede  was  for  to  holde  ; 
And  while  fhe  was  dwelling  in  that  cite 
She  kepte  her  eftate,  and  of  yong  and  ojde 
Ful  wel  beloved,  and  wel  men  of  her  tolde ; 
But  whethir  that  fhe  childrin  had  or  none 
I  rede  it  nat,  therfore  I  let  it  gone. 

The  thingis  fellin  as  thei  done  of  werre 
Betwixin  ?hem  of  Troie  and  Grekis  ofte, 
For  fome  day  boughtin  thei  of  Troie  it  derre, 
And  eft  the  Grekis  foundin  nothing  foft 
The  folk  of  Troie  :  and  thus  fortune  aloft 
And  undir  efte  gan  'hem  to  whelrnin  bothe, 
Aftir  her  courfe,  aie  while  that  thei  wer  wrothe. 

But  how  this  toune  came  to  diftruccion 
Ne  fallith  not  to  purpofe  me  to  tel ; 
For  why?  it  were  a  long  digreffion 
Fro  my  matft,  and  you  to  long  to  dwel ; 
But  the  Troyan  jeftis,  all  as  thei  fel 
In  Omer,  or  in  Dares,  or  in  Dite, 
Who  fo  that  can  may  rede  'hem  as  thei  write. 

But  though  the  Grekis  them  of  Troie  in  fhetteg 
And  ther  cite  befegid  al  aboute, 
Ther  olde  ufagis  n'oldin  thei  not  letten, 
As  to  honouren  ther  goddis  ful  devoute, 
But  aldirmoft  in  honour  out  of  doute 
Thei  had  a  relicke  hight  Palladion, 
That  was  ther  truft  abpyin  everichon. 

And  fo  befel,  whan  comin  was  the  time 
Of  Apprilis,  whan  clothid  is  the  mede 
With  newe  grene,  of  lufty  Ver  the  prime, 
And  with  fwete  fmelling  flouris  white  and  rede 
In  fondrie  wife  fhewid,  as  I  you  rede, 
The  folke  of  Troie  ther  pbfervances  olde, 
Palladion  'is  feft,  wenf  for  ts  holde. 

Unto  the  temple  \n  all  ther  beft  wife 
In  general  went  eyery  manir  wight 
To  herkin  of  Palladion's  fervice, 
And  namily  many  a  lufty  knight, 
And  many'  a  lady  frefh  and  maidin  bright 
FuPwell  befeyn  the  moft  meyne  and  left 
Both  for  the  fefon  and  for  the  hie  feft. 

Among  thefe  othir  folke  was  Crefeida, 
In  widdowe's  habite  blake  ;  but  natheles 
Right  as.  pur  firft  lettir  is  now  an  A, 
In  beaute  firft  fo  ilode  fhe  makeles  ^ 
Her  godely  loking  gladdid  all  the  pres ; 
N'as  nevir  fene  thing  to  be  praifed  fo  derrc 
Nor  undir  cloude  biake  fo  bright  a  fterre 
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As  was  Crefeide,  thei  faidin  everichone 
That  -her  beheldin  in  her  blake  wede  ; 
And  yet  fhe  ftode  ful  low  e  and  ftil  alone, 
Behinde  all  othir  folke,  in  litil  brede, 
And  nie  the  dore,  aye  undir  fham'is  drede, 
Simple  of  atire,  aud  debonaire  of  chere, 
With  full  affurid  loking  and  manere. 

Dan  Troilus,  as  he  was  wont  to  gide 
His  yonge  knightis,  ledde  'hem  up  and  doune 
In  thilke  large  temple  on  every  fide, 
Beholding  aie  the  ladies  of  the  tounc 
Now  here' now  there,  for  no  devocioune 
Had  he  to  none  to  revin  him  his  reft, 
But  gan  to  praife  and  lackin  whom  he  left. 

And  in  his  walk  ful  fafte  he  gan  to  waiten 
If  knight  or  fquyir  of  his  company 
Gan  for  to  fike,  or  let  his  eyin  baiten 
On  any  woman  that  he  could  efpie, 
Then  he  would  fmile,  and  hold  it  a  folie, 
And  fay  him  thus ;  O  Lord  !  fhe  flepith  fofte. 
For  love  of  the,  whan  thou  tnrnift  ful  ofte. 

I  have  herdc  tel  pardieux  of  your  living, 
Ye  lovirs,  and  of  your  leude  obfervaunce, 
And  whiche  a  labour  folke  have  in  winning 
Of  love,  and  in  the  keping  whiche  doutaunce, 
And  whan  your  pray  is  loft  wo  and  penaunce. 

0  very  folis!  blinde  and  nice  be  ye, 
Ther  is  not  one  can  ware  by  othir  be. 

And  with  that  worde  he  gan  caft  up  hisbrowe 
Afcaunce,  lo  !  is  this  not  wifely  ifpoken  ? 
At  whiche  the  god  of  Love  gan  lokin  rowe 
Right  for  difpite,  and  fhope  him  to  be  wroken  ; 
-   He  kidde  anon  his  bowe  was  not  to  broken, 
For  fodainly  he  hitte  him  at  the  full. 
And  yet  as  proude  a  pecocke  can  be  pul. 

O  blinde  worlde  !  o  blinde  entencioun ! 
How  oftin  fallith  al  th'  effedte  eontraire 
Of  furquedrie  and  foule  prefumpcion  ? 
For  caught  is  proude  and  caught  is  debonaire; 
This  Troilus  is  clombin  on  the  ftaire, 
And  litil  wenith  that  he  mote  difcende  ; 
But  al  day  failith  thing  that  folis  wende. 

As  proude  Bayard  beginnith  for  to  ikippe 
Out  of  the  way  (ib  prickith  him  his  come) 
Till  he  a  lafhe  have  of  the  longe  whippe, 
Than  thinkith  he  though  I  praunce  all  beforne 
Firft  in  the  traife,  full  fatte  and  newe  ifliorne, 
Yet  am  I  but  an  horfe,  and  hors  'is  lawe 

1  muft  endure,  and  with  my  feris  drawe : 

So  fared  it  by  this  fiers  and  proude  knight  j 
Though  he  a  worthy  king'is  fonne  were, 
And  wenid  that  nothing  had  had  fuch  might 
Ayenft  his  wil  that  fliould  his  herte  ftere, 
Yet  with  a  loke  his  hert  y  woxe  on  fire, 
That  he  that  now  was  moft  in  pride  above 
Woxe  fodainly  mofte  fubjecT:  unto  love. 

Forthy  enfample  takith  of  this  man 
Ye  wife,  proude,  and  worthy  folkis  all, 
To  ikornin  Love,  whiche  that  fo  fonS  can 
The  fredome  of  your  hertis  to  him  thral ; 
For  evjr  was  and  evir  fhall  befal 
^That  Love  is  he  that  al  thingis  may  binde, 
For  no  man  mare  fordo  the  law  of  kinde 
'       $ 
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That  this  be  fothe  hath  previd  and  doth  yet, 
For  this  (trowe  I)  ye  knowin  al  and  fome, 
Men  redin  nat  that  folke  han  gretir  wit 
Than  thei  that  han  ben  moft  with  love  inome, 
And  fixengift  folke  ben  therwith  ovircome, 
The  worthyift  and  gretift  of  degre  ; 
This  was  and  is,  and  yet  man  fhal  it  fe. 

And  truiliche  it  fitte  well  to  be  fo, 
For  aldirwifift  han  therwith  ben  plefed, 
And  thei  that  han  ben  aldirmofte  in  wo 
With  love  han  ben  comfortid  moft  and  efed, 
And  oft  it  hath  the  cruill  herte  apefed, 
And  worthy  folke  made  worthyir  of  name, 
And  caufiih  moft  to  dredin  vice  and  lhame. 

Now  fith  -it  may  nat  godely  be  withftonde, 
And  is  a  thing  fo  vertuous  in  fcinde, 
Ne  grudgith  nought  to  Love  for  to  ben  bonde, 
Sithe  as  him  felvin  lift'  he  may  you  binde  ; 
The  yerdf  is  bette  that  boivin  tvol  and  ivlnde 
Tba'i  that  that  brefl ;  and  therfore  I  you  rede 
Folowith  him  that  fo  well  can  you  lede. 

But  for  to  tellin  forth  in  fpeciall 
As  of  this  king  'is  fonne  of  whiche  I  tolde, 
And  levin  othir  thing  collateral], 
Of  him  thinke  I  my  tale  forth  to  holde, 
Bothe  of  his  joye  and  of  his  carls  colde, 
And  all  his  werke  as  touching  this  matere, 
For  I  it  gan,  I  wol  therto  refere. 

Within  the  temple  wente  him  forth  playing 
This  Troilus  with  every  wight  about, 
On  this  lady  and  now  on  that  loking, 
Wherefo  fhe  were  of  toune  or  of  without  ; 
And  upon  cafe  befil  that  through  a  rout 
His  eye  ypercid,  and  fo  depe  it  went 
Til  on  Crefeide  it  fmote,  and  there  it  ftent, 

And  fodainly  for  wondir  wext  aftoned, 
And  gan  her  bet  beholde  in  thrifty  wife ; 
Omercy,God!  thought  he,  where  haft  thouwonned^ 
That  arte  fo  faire  and  godely  to  devife  ? 
Therwith  his  hert  began  to  fprede  and  rife, 
And  fofte  he  fighid,  left  men  might  him  here, 
And  caught  ayen  his  formir  playing  chere. 

She  n'as  nat  with  the  lefte  of  her  ftature, 
But  al  her  limmis  fo  wel  anfwering 
Werin  to  womanhode,  that  creature 
Was  nevir  laffe  mannifhe  in  feming, 
And  eke  the  pure  wife  of  her  mening 
She  fhewid  wel,  that  men  might  in  her  geffe 
Honour,  eftate,  and  womanly  nobleffe. 

Tho  Troilus  right  wondir  wel  withall 
Gan  for  to  like  her  menin  and  her  chere, 
Whiche  fomdele  deignous  was,  for  fhe  let  fa] 
Her  loke  a  lite  a  fide,  in  fuche  manere 
Afcauncis,  what  may  I  nat  ftondin  here  ? 
And  aftir  that  her  loking  gan  fhe  light. 
That  never  thought  him  fene  fo  gode  a  fight 

And  of  her  loke  in  him  there  gan  to  quicken 
So  grete  defire  aud  f^che  aflfectioun, 
That  in  his  hert  'is  bottsm  gan  to  fticken 
Of  her  his  fixe  and  depe  impreflioun ; 
And  though  he  erft  had  porid  up  and  doun 
Than  was  he  glade  his  hornis  in  to  fhrinke  ; 
Unnethis  wift  he  how  to  loke  or  winke. 
Yij 
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Lo!  he  that  letc  him  fervin  fo  conning, 
And  fcornid  'hem  that  lov?s  painis  drien, 
"Was  ful  unware  that  Love  had  his  dwelling 
"Within  the  fubtil  ftremis  of  her  eyeri, 
That  fodainly  him  thought  that  he  felte  dien 
Right  with  her  loke  the  fpirite  in  his  herte; 
Bleffid  be  Love,  that  thus  can  folke  convertc ! 

She  thus1  in  blake  loking  to  Trbilus 
jOvir  al  thing  he  ftode  for  to  behplde, 
But  his  defire,  ne  wherefore  he  ftode' thus, 
He  neithir  chere  made  ne  worde  thereof  toldc, 
But  from  aferre,  his  manir  for  to  holde, 
On  othir  thing  fomtime  his  loke  he  caft, 
And  efte  on  her,  while  that  the  fervice  laiL 

And  aftir  this,  not  fully  all  awhaped, 
Out  of  the  temple  efiliche  he  wente, 
Repenting  him  that  evir  he  h^d  japed 
Of  Lov'is  folke,  left  fully  the  difceute 
Of  fcorne  fil  on  him  felf ;  but  what  he  mentc 
Lefte  it  were  wifte  on  any  manir  fide 
His  wo  he  gan  diffimulin  and  hide. 

Whan  he  was  fro  this  temple  thus  departed 
He  {height  anone  untp  his  palais  tiirneth; 
Right  with  her  Joke  thorough  fhottin  and  darted, 
Al  frainithhc  in  lufte  that  he  fojourneth, 
And  all  his  chere  and  fpeche  alib'  he  atmormeth. 
And  aic  of  Lov'is  fervauntes  every  while, 
Himfelfe  to  wrie,  at  'hem  he  gan  to  fmile, 

And  fayd,  Ah,  Lord  !  fo  ye  live  all  in  lull, 
Ye  lovirs,  for  the  conningift  of  you, 
That  fervith  moft  ententifeliche  and  beft, 
Him  tite  as  oftin  harme  therof  as  prowe ; 
Yo'jr  hire  is  quite  ay  en,  ye,  God  wote  howe, 
Not  wel  for  wele,  but  fkorrie  for  gode  fervife  ; 
In  faithe  your  ordir  is  ruled  in  gode  wife. 

In  no  certaine  ben  your  obfervaunces, 
But  it  in  a  few  fely  pointis  be, 
Ne  nothing  afketh  fb  gret  attendaunces    ^^, 
As  doth  your  laie,  and  that  knowin  al  ye j 
But  that  is  not  the  worft,  as  mote  I  the, 
But  tolde  I  which  were  the  wprft  point,  I  leve, 
Al  faide  I  fothe,  ye  woldin  at  me  greve. 

But  take  this  ;  that  ye  lovirs  oite  efchewe, 
Or  ellisdoneof  gode  etencion, 
Ful  ofte  thy  lady  wol  it  miffeconftrewe, 
And  deme  it  harme  in  her  opinion, 
And  yet  if  fhe  for  othir  enchefon 
Be  wroth,  then  {halt  thou  have  a  groin  anone  : 
Lorde  !  wel  is  him  that  may  bene  of  you  one ! 

But  for  al  this,  whan  that  he  feeth  his  time, 
He  held  his  pees,  non  othir  bote  him  gained, ' 
For  Love  began  his  fethirs  fo  to  lime, 
That  wel  unnetK  unto  his  folke  he  fained 
That  othir  befy  nedis  him  diftrained  : 
So  wo  was  him  that  what  to  done  he  n'ift, 
But  bad  his  folke  to  gone  where  as  'hem  lift. 

And  whan  that  he  in  chambre  was  alone 
He  doune  upon  his  bedd'is,  fete  him  fette,  • 
And  firft  he  gan  to  fike  and  efte  to  grone, 
And  thought  aie  on  her  fo  withoutin  Ictte, 
That  as  he  fatte  and  woke  his  fpirite  mette 
That  he  her  faugh  and  temple',  and  all  the  wife 
Ri^ht  of  her  loke,  and  gan  it  newe  avife. 
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Thus  gan  he  make  a  mirrour  of  his  minde, 
In  whiche  he  faugh  all  wholly  her  figure, 
And  that  he  wel  coude  in  his  hert  yfinde 
It  was  to  him  a  right  gode  avihture 
To  love  fuche  one,  and  if  he  did  his  cure 
To  fervin  her  yet  might  he  fal  in  grace, 
Or  e.ls  for  one  of  her  fervauntes  pace  : 

Imagining  that  ne  travaile  nor  grame 
Ne  might  for  fo  godely  an  one  be  Ibrne, 
As  fhe  ne  him  for  his  defire  no  fhame, 
Al  were  it  wifte,  but  in  prife  and  upborne 
pf  alle  lovirs,  wel  more  than  beforne. 
Thus  argumentid  he  in  his  ginning, 
Ful  unavifid  of  his  wocomming. 

Thustoke  he  purpofe  Lov'is  crafte  to  fewe, 
And  thought  that  he  would  workin  privily, 
Firft  for  to  hifje  all  his  defire  in  mewe, 
From  every  wight  iborne  all  utterly, 
But  he  might  ought  recovered  ben  therby, 
Remembring  him  that  Love  to  ivide  iblvtoe 
TCdt  bittirfrute,  although  fiveteftde  befoive. 

And  ore  althis  ful  mokil  more  he  thought 
What  for  to  fpcke  and  what  to  holdiu  inne, 
And  whaf  to  artin  her  to  love  he  fought, 
And  on  a  fonge  anone  right  to  begiime, 
And  gan  loude  on  his  forowe  for  to  winnc; 
For  with  gode  hope  he  gan  fully  affente 
Crefeida  for  to  love,  and  nought  repente. 

And  of  his  fonge  not  onely  his  fentence, 
(As  write  mine  audlour,  callid  Lolius) 
But  plainely,  fave  our  tong'is  difierence, 
I  dare  wel  fay  in  ai  thajt  Troilus 
Saied  in  his  fpnge,  lo  !  every  word  right  thus 
As  I  fhal  fame,  and  who  fo  lift  it  here 
Lo !  next  this  verfe  he  may  it  findin  here. 
Thefonge  of  Ttoilus  out  of  Petrarche, 

If  no  love  is,  o  God,  what  fele  I  fo! 
And  if  love  is,  what  thing  and  whiche  is  he  ? 
Jf  love  be  gode  from  whence  comith  my  wo  > 
If  it  be  wicke  a  wondir  thinkith  me, 
Whan  every  turment  and  adverfite 
That  cometh  of  him  may  to  me  favery  thinke, 
For  aye  more  thurft  I  the  more  that  I  drinke. 

And  if  that  at  mine  owne  luft  I  brenne, 
From  whence  comith  my  wailing  and  my  pleiate 
If  harme  agre  me  whcrto  plaine  I  thenne  ? 
I  n'ot  ncre  why  unwery  that  I  feinte. 
O  quicke  deth  !  a  fwete  harme  fo  queinte  ! 
How  may  I  fe  in  me  foche  quantite 
But  if  that  I  confente  that  it  fo  be  ? 

And  if  that  I  confente  I  wrongfully 
(Complaine  iwis.  Thus  poffid  to  and  fro* 
As  fterelefs  wight  is  in  a  bote,  am  I, 
Amidde  the  fe  atwixin  windis  two 
That  in  contrarie  ftondih  evirmo. 
Alas !  what  is  this  wondir  maladie  ? 
For  hete  of  colde,  for  colde  of  hete,  I  die. 

And  to  the  god  of  Love  thus  fayid  he 
With  pitous  voice  ;  O  Lorde  !  now  your'is  is 
My  fpirite,  whiche  that  oughtin  your'is  be  ; 
You  thonke  I,  Lord,  that  han  me  brought  to  this  j 
But  whethir  goddcffe  or  woman  iwis 
She  be  I  n'ot  whiche,  that  ye  do  me  ferve, 
But  as  her  man  I  wol  aie  live  and 
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Ye  ftondin  in  her  eyih  mightily, 
As  in  a  place  unto  your  vertue  digne, 
\Vherfore  o  Lord  !  if  my  fervice  or  I 
May  likin  you,  fo  bethe  me  to  ben, 
For  mine  eftate  royal  here  I  refigne 
Into  her  honde,  and  with  fttl  humble  chere 
Become  her  man,'  as  to  my  lady  dcrc. 
Endeth  the  fang. 

In  him  ne  deigned  to  fparin  blode  royall 
The  fire  of  love,  wherefro  may  God  me  bjefle  ! 
Ne  him  forbare  in  no  degre  for  all 
His  virtue  or  his  excellent  prowefle, 
But  helde  him  as  his  thrall  lowe  in  diftrcffe, 
And  brende  him  fo  in  fondrie  wife  aie  newe, 
That  fixty  times  a  day  he  lofte  his  h«we. 

So  mu  chill  daie  fro  daie  his  ovrne  thought 
For  lufte  to  her  gan  quickin  and  encrefe, 
That  everiche  othir  charge  he  fette  at  nought : 
Forthy  ful  oftin,  his  hote  fire  to  cefe, 
To  fene  her  godely  loke  he  gan  to  prefe, 
For  therby  to  ben  efid  wel  he  wende, 
And  aie  the  nere  he  was  the  more  he  brende ; 

For  aie  the  nere  the  fire  the  hottir  is, 
This  (trowe  I)  knowith  al  this  company  ; 
But  were  he  ferre  or  nere  f  dare  faie  this, 
By  night  or  daie,  for  wifedome  orfolie, 
His  herte,  which e  that  is  his  brell'is  eye, 
Was  aie  on  her,  that  fairir  was  to  fene 
Than  evir  was  Helein  or  Polyxene. 

Eke  of  the  daie  there  pallid  nat  an  hours 
But  to  himfelf  a  thoufande  times  he  faide,         \ 
God  godely,  to  whom  I  ferve  and  laboure 
As  befl  I  can,  now  would  to  God,  Crefeide, 
Ye  wouldin  on  me  rue  er  that  I  diede  ; 
My  dere  herte,  alas  !  mine  hcle,  and  my  hewe,' 
And  life,  is  lofle.but  ye  woll  on  me  rewe. 
fc   All  othir  dredis  werin  from  him  fledde 
Bothe  of  th'  affiege  and  his  falvacion, 
Ne'  in  his  defire  non  othir  fancy  bredde 
But  argunientes  to  this'conclufion, 
That  Aie  on  hirii  would  han  compaffio'n,' 
And  he  to  ben  her  man  xvhile  he  maie  dure  j 
Lo  here  his  life,  ftnd  from  his  deth  his  cure.' 
,   The  fharpe  fhouris  fell  of  armis  preve 
That  Hector  or  his  othir  brethrin  didden 
Ne  made  him  dnely  therefore  onis  rheye,' .  , 
And  yet  was  he,  wher  fo  men  went  or  ridden, 
Found  one  the  beft,  and  lengift  time  abiden 
There  peril  was,'  and  eke  did  fuche  travail 
In  armis  that  to  think  e  it  was  meryaile. 
, .  But  for  none  hate  he  to  the  Grekis  had, 
Ne  alfo  for  the  fefcous  of  the  toun, 
Ne  made  him  thus  in  armis  foj*  to  mad, 
But  onely  lo  !  for  this  conclufton, 
To  likin  her  the  bet  for  his  reuoun  : 
Fro  daie  id  daie  in  armis  fo  he  fp'edde 
That  all  the  Greki£  as  the  deth  him  dredde. 

And  fro  this  forthe  tho  reft  him  love  his  flepe, 
And  made  his  mete  his  foe,  and  eke  his  forow  " 
Can  -multiplie,  that  who  fo  toke  kepe 
It  Ihewid  in  his  hewe  both  even'  and  morow 
Therfore  a  title  he  gan  him  to  borowe 
Of  othir  fickeneffe,  left  men  of  him  wende 
That  the  liottcfire  of  cruili  love  him  brf  nde ; 


And  faied  he  by  a  fevir  fare4  amis  ; 
But  how  it  was  certain  I  cannot  fay., 
If  that  his  ladie  underflode  nat  this, 
Or  fainid  her  flic  n'ift,  one  of  the  tweie  ; 
But  well  rede  I  that  by  no  manir  weie 
Ne  femiJ  it  as  if  flie  brt  him  rought, 
Or  of  his  paine,  what  fo  evir  he  thought. 

But  than  yfelt  this.  Troilus  ibche  wo 
That  he  Was  w?\  nigh  wode  ;  for  aie  his  drecte 
Was  this,  that  Ihe  fome  wight  had  lovid  fo 
That  ner  of  him  {lie  would  han  takin  hede, 
For  whiche  him  thought  he  felt  his  herte  blede  ; 
Ne  of  his  wo  ne  durft  he  noiiglit  bejrin 
To  tellin  her  for  all  this  worlJe  to  win. 
.   But  whan  he  had  a  fpace  left  from  his  care, 
Thus  to  himfelf  full  oft  he  gan  to  plain  ; 
He  faied,  O  folc !  now  art  thoti  in  the  fnare 
That  whilom  japedift  at  lov'ispain; 
Now  art  thou  hcrit,  now  gnaw  thin  owne  chain  : 
Thou  wert  aie  woned  eche  lovir  reprehende 
Of  thing  fro  which  thou  canft  nat  the  defended 

What  woll  now  every  lovir  faine  of  the 
If  this  be  wift  ?  but  er  in  thine  abfence 
Laughin  in  fcorne,  and  fain,  Lo  !  there  goth  he; 
That  is  the  man  of  fo  grete  fapierice, 
That  helde  us  lovirs  lefte  in  reverence  : 
Now  thanked  be  God  he  maie  gori  on  the  daunce 
Of  'hem  that  Love  Me  febly  to  av'aunce : 
But  o  thou  woful  Troilus !  God  woilld 
(Sithe  thou  muft  lovin  through  thy  deftine) 
That  thou  befet  wer  of  foche  one  that  fhould 
Know  all  thy  wo",  all  lackid  her  pite  ! 
But  all  fo  colde  in  love  towardisthe 
Thy  ladie  is  as  froft  in  wiritir  mone, 
And  thou  fordon  as  fnowe  in  fire  is  fohe. 

God  would  I  were  arivid  in  the  port 
Of  deth,  to  which  my  forowe  woll  rrie  lede  ! 
Ah,  Lorde !  to  me  it  werd  a  grete  comfort, 
Than  wer6  I  quite  of  languilhing  in  dredej 
Fof  by  my  hidde  fotowe  iblowe  in  bf  ede 
I  fliall  bejapid  ben  a  thdufande  time 
More  than  that  fole  of  •whofe  foly  men  rime; 

But  nowhelpeGod,  and  ye  my  fwete,fgr  v.honx 
I  plairie  ;  icought  ye  iievir  wight  fo  faft  : 
O  mercie,  my  dere  herte  1  ana  helpe  me  from 
The  deth;  for  I  while  that  my  fife  maie  laft 
More  than  my  life  woll  Jove  you  to  my  laftj 
And  with  fome  frendly  loke  gladith  me,  fwete  I 
Though  nevir  nothing  more  ye  me  behete. 

Thefe  wordis  and  full  many'  an  othir  nio 
He  fpake,  and  callid  evir  in  his  pleinte 
Her  name,  to  tellin  unto  her  his  Wo, 
Till  nigh  that  he  in  fake  teris  was  dreinte  : 
All  was  for  nought ;  flie  herd  nat  his  compieintejj 
And  whan  that  he  bethotjght  on  that  folie 
A  thoufand  folde  his  wo  gan  muliplie. 
Bewailing  in  his  chambir  thus  alone 
A  frende  of  his,  that  callid  was  Pandare, 
Came  onis  in  unware,  and  herd  him  grone* 
And  faW  his  frend  in  foche  diftreffe  and  care  i 
Alas  I  (quod  he)  who  caufith  all  this  fare  ? 
O  mercie  God!  what  unhap  maie  this  mene  ? 
Han  now  thus  feme  the  Grekis  mads  you  kc"^ 
Yiij 
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Or  haft  thou  feme  remorce  of  confidence  ? 
And  art  now  fall  infome  devocioun, 
And  wailift  for  thy  fmne  and  thine  offence, 
And  haft  for  ferde  ycought  contricioun  ? 
God  fave  'hem  that  befiegid  han  our  toun, 
That  fo  can  laie  our  jolite  on  preffe, 
And  bring  our  luftie  folke  to  holinefle  ! 

Thefe  wordis  faied  he  for  the  nonis  all, 
That  with  fuche  thinghe  might  him  angry  maken , 
And  with  his  angre  doen  his  forowe  fall 
As  for  a  time,  and  his  corage  awaken  j 
"But  well  wift  he,  as  ferre  as  tongis  fpeken, 
There  n'as  a  man  of  gretir  hardinefle 
Than  he,  ne  more  defirid  worthinefle. 

What  cas  (quod  Troilus)  or  what  avinture 
Hath  gidid  the  to  fene  me  languishing, 
That  am  refule  of  every  creture  ? 
But  for  the  love  of  God,  at  my  prayingr 
"•  Go  hence  awaie,  for  certis  my  dying 
Woll  the  difefe,  and  I  mote  nedis  deie, 
Therfore  go  waie  ;  there  n'is  no  more  to  feie. 

But  if  thou  wene  I  he  thus  ficke  for  drede,. 
Jt  is  nat  fo,  and  therefore  fcorne  me  nought; 
There  is  an  othir  thing  I  take  of  hede 
Wei  more  than  ought  the  Grekis  han  yet  wrought  j 
Which  caufe  is  of  my  deth  for  forow  and  thought, 
But  though  that  I  now  tell  it  the  ne  lefte 
Be  thou  nat  wrothe  ;  1  hide  it  for  the  befte. 

This  Pandare,  that  nigh  malt  for  wo  and  routh 
Ful  oftin  faied,  Alas  !  what  maie  this  be  ? 
Now  frende,  (quod  he)  if  evir  love  or  trouth 
Hath  ben  er  thiabetwixin  the  and  me 
Ne  do  thou  nevir  foche  a  cruilte 
To  hidin  fro  .thy  frende  fo  grete  a  care ; 
Woft  thou  not  well  that  it  am  I  Pandare  ? 

I  woll  partake  with  the  of  all  thy  paine ; 
If  it  fo  be  I  doe  the  no  comfort, 
As  it  is  frend'is  right,  fo  the  for  to  faine, 
To  enterpartin  wo  as  glad  difport 
I  have  and  fhall ;  for  true  or  falfe  report, 
In  wrong  and  right,  iloved  the  all  my  live; 
Hide  not  thy  wo  from  me,  bat  tell  it  olive. 

Than  gan  this  forowfull  Troilus  to  like, 
And  faied  him  thus ;  God  leve  it  be  my  beft 
To  tellin  the,  for  fithe  it  maie  the  like 
Yet  woll  I  tell  it  the  though  my  herte  breft, 
And  well  wote  I  thou  maieft  do  me  no  reft, 
But  left  thou  deme  that  I  truft  nat  to  the  : 
Now  herkin  freade,  for  thus  it  ftant  with  me. 

Love,  ayenft  the  whiche  who  fo  defendith 
Him  felvin  mofte  him  aldirleft  availeth, 
With  difpeire  fo  forely  me  offendith 
That  ftreight  unto  the  deth  mine  hert  yfaileth, 
Therto  defire  fo  brenningly  me'  affaileth 
That  to  ben  flain  it  were  a  gretir  joie 
To  me  than  king  of  Grece  to  be  and  Troie. 

Suffifith  this,  my  fully  frende  Pandare, 
That  I  have  faied,  for  now  woteft  thou  my  wo, 
And  for  the  love  of  God  my  colde  care 
So  hide  it  well,  I  tolde  it  ner  to  mo, 
For  harmis  mightin  folowen  mo  than  two 
If  it  were  wift  ;  but  be  thou  in  gladnefle, 
And  let  ine  ft'erve  vmknowe  of  inv  diftrefle, 


How  haft  thou  thus  unkindely  and  long 
Hid  this  fro  me,  thou  fole  ?  (quod  Pandarus) 
Paraventure  thou  maieft  for  foche  one  long 
That  mine  avife  anone  maie  help  in  us. 
This  were  a  wondir  ^hing,  (quod  Troilus) 
Thou  couldift  ner  in  love  thy  felfin  wifie, 
How  devill  maieft  thou  bringin  me  to  blifle  ? 

Yey  Troilus,.  now  herkin,  (quod  Pandare.) 
Though  I  be  nice,  it  happith  oftin  fo, 
That  one  that  of  axis  doeth  full  ill  fare 
By  gode  counfaile  can  kepe  his  frend  therfro ; 
I  have  my  felf  yfeine  a  blinde  man  go 
There  as  he  fell  which  that  could  lokin  wide ; 
A  fole  male  eke  a  •wifeman  oftingide. 

A  whetftone  is  no  kerving  inftrument, 
But  yet  it  makith  fharpe  kerving  tolis  ; 
And  if  thou  woft  that  I  have  aught  mifwent 
Efchue  thou  that,  for  foche  thing  to  fchole  is, 
Thus  oftin  wife  men  ben  warin  by  folis  : 
If  thou  fo  do  thy  wit  is  well  bewared; 
By  bis  contrary1  is  every  thing  declared. 

For  how  might  evir  fwetnefle  have  be  know 
To  him  that  nevir  taftid  bittirnefle  ? 
No  man  ne  wot  what  gladneffe  is  I  trowe 
That  nevir  was  in  forowe  or  fome  diftrefle ; 
Eke  white  by  black,  by  fhame  eke  werthines ; 
Eche  fet  by  othir  more  for  othir  femeth, 
As  men  maie  fene,  and  fo  the  wife  it  demeth. 

Sithe  thus  of  two  contraries  is  o  lore, 
I  that  in  love  fo  oftin  have  aflayed 
Grevauncis  ought  to  connin  well  the  more 
Counfailin  the  of  that  thou  art  difmaied, 
And  eke  the  ne  ought  not  ben  ill  apaied, 
Though  ,1  defirin  with  the  for  to  bere 
Thine  he  vie  charge  ;  it  mail  the  laffe  the  dere, 

I  wote  well  that  it  farid  thus  by  me 
As  to  my  brothir  Paris  an  heirdeffe 
Whiche  that  yclepid  was  Oenone 
Wrote  in  a  complaint  of  her  hevinefle  ; 
Ye  faw  the  lettir  that  me  wrote  I  geffe. 
Naie,  nevir  yet  iwis  (quod  Troilus.) 
Now  (quod  Pandare)  herkinith,  it  was  thus. 

Phoebus,  that  firft  found  art  of  medicine, 
(Quod  Ihe)  and  coud  in  every  wight'is  care 
Remedy'  and  rede  by  herbis  he  knew  fine, 
Yet  to  himfelf  his  conning  was  full  bare, 
For  love  had  him  fo  boundin  in  a  fnare, 
All  for  the  doughter  of  the  King  Admete, 
That  all  his  craft  ne  coud  his  forowe  bete. 

Right  fo  fare  I ;  unhappily  for  me 
I  love  one  beft,  and  that  me  fmertith  fore, 
And  yet  paravinture  I  can  rede  the 
And  nat  my  felt ;  repreve  thou  me  no  more, 
I  have  no  caufe  I  wote  well  for  to  fore 
As  doeth  an  hauke  that  liftith  for  to  plaie, 
But  to  thine  helpe  yet  fomwhat  can  I  faie. 

And  of  o  thing  right  fikir  maieft  thou  be, 
That  certain  for  to  dyin  in  the  pain 
That  I  fhall  nevir  mo  difcovir  the, 
Ne  by  ,my  trouth  I  kepe  nat  to  reftrain 
The  fro  thy  love,  although  it  were 
That  is  thy  brother's  wife,  if  I  it  wift, 
Be  \vhai;  ffae  be,  anoi  love  her  as  the  lift. 
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Therefore  as  frendfuliich'e  in  me  affure, 
And  tell  me  platte  what  is  thine  enchefon 
And  finall  caufe  of  wo  that  ye  endure, 
For  doubtith  nothing  mine  entencion 
N'as  nat  to  you  of  reprehenfion 
To  fpeke  as  now,  for  no  wight  maie  bireve 
A  man  to  love  till  that  him  lift  to  leve. 

And  therefore  v/etith  wel  that  both  ben  vicis, 
Miftruftin  all  or  ellis  all  beleve  j 
But  well  I  wote  the  mene  of  it  no  vice  is, 
As  for  to  truftin  fome  wight  is  a  preve 
Of  trouth,  and  for  thy  would  I  fain  remove 
Thy  wrong  conceipt,  and  do  the  fome  wight  truft 
Thy  wo  to  tell,  and  tell  me  if  the  luft. 

The  wife  faieth,  Wo  is  him  that  is  alone, 
For  and  he  fall  he  hath  none  helpe  to  rife; 
And  fithe  thou  haft  a  felowe  tell  thy  mone, 
"For  this  ne  is  nought  certain  the  next  wife 
To  winnin  love,  as  techin  us  the  wife, 
To  wailc  andwepe  as  Niobe  the  quene, 
Whofe  teris  yet  in  marble  ben  ifene. 

Let  be  thy  weping  and  thy  drerinefie, 
And  let  us  leffin  wo  with  othir  fpeche, 
So  maie  thy  wofull  time  femin  the  leffe  j 
Delitith  nought  in  wo  thy  wo  to  feche, 
As  doen  thefe  folis  that  ther  forowes  eche 
With  foroWe  whan  thei  han  mifavinture, 
And  luftin  nought  to  fechin  othir  cure. 

Men  faine,  To  ivretcLe  is  lonfolacion 
To  have  an  othir  feloive  in  hit  faine; 
That  ought  well  to  ben  our  opinion, 
•t  For  we  bothe  thou  and  I  of  love  do  plain  ; 
So  full  of  forowe  am  I,  fothe.  to  faine, 
That  certainly  as  now  no  more  hard  grace 
Maie  fit  on  me  ;  for  why  ?  there  is  no  fpace. 

Yf  God  wol  thou  art  nought  agaft  of  me 
Left  I  would  of  thy  lady  the  begile  ; 
Thou  woft  thy  felf  whom  that  I  love  parde, 
As  I  beft  can,  gon  fithin  longe  whiley 
And  fithe  thou  woft  I  do  it  for  no  wile, 
And  fithe  T  am  he  that  thou  truftith  mioft, 
Tel  me  fomwhat,  fens  al  my  wo  thou  woite; 

Yet  Troilus  for  al  this  no  worde  faide, 
But  long  he  laie  as  ftill  as  he  ded  were, 
And  aftir  this  with  fiking  he  abraide, 
And  to  Pandarus  voice  he  lent  his  ere, 
And  up  his  eien  caft  he  ;  and  than  in  fere 
Was  Pandarus  lefte  that  in  a  frenfeye 
He  fhould  yfal,  or  ellia  fcne1  deye ; 

And  faid,Awake,  full  wonderliche  and  fliarpe 
What  flombrift  thou  as  in  a  lethargy  ? 
Or  art  thou  like  an  afle  unto  the  harpe, 
That  herith  foun,  whan  men  the  ftringis  ply, 
But  in  his  mind  of  that  no  melodic 
Maie  finkin  him  to  gladin,  for  that  he 
So  dull  is  in  his  beftialitfc  ? 

And  with  this  Pandare  of  his  wordis  ftent, 
But  Troilu*  to  him  no  thing  anfwerde ; 
For  why  ?  to  tellin  was  nought  his  entent 
Ner  to  no  man  for  whom  that  he  fo  ferde, 
For  it  is  faid,  Men  malm  ofte  a  yerde 
Witb  wild  tie  maklr  is  himfelfe  ibetln 

In  fondrie  mauir,  as  thefe  wife  men  treten, 


And  nameliche  in  his  counfaile  telling 
That  touchith  love,  that  ought  to  ben  fecre, 
For  of  himfelfe  it  well  inough  out  fpring, 
But  if  that  it  the  bet  governid  be  ; 
Eke  fomtime  it  is  crdte  to  feme  to.  fle 
Fro  tiling  which  in  effecte  nlen  huntin  fafte  : 
Al  this  gan  Troilus  in  his  herte  cafte. 

But  nathcleffe  whan  he  hadherde  him  crie 
Awake,  lie  gan  to  fike  wondir  fore, 
And  fayd,  My  'frende,  although  that  ftill  I  lie 
I  n'am  not  defe  ;  now  pece,  and  crie  no  more, 
For  I  have  herde  thy  wordis  and  thy  lore, 
But  fumr  me  my  fortune  to.bewailen, 
For  thy  proverbis  may  nought  me  availen  ; 

Nor  othir  cure  ne  canft  thou  none  for  me, 
Eke  I  n'il  not  ben  curid  ;  I  woll  die  : 
What  knowin  I  of  the  Quene  Niobe  ? 
Let  be  thine  olde  enfanipiis,  I  the  prey. 
No,  frende,  (quod  Pandarus)  thcrfore  I  fey 
Snche  is  delite  of  folis  to  bewepe 
Ther  wo,  but  to  fekin  bote  thei  ne  kepe. 

Now  know  I  that  there  refon  in  the  faileth  j 
But  tellith  me,  if  f  wifte  what  fhe  were 
For  whome  that  the  al  mifavinture  aileth 
Durfte  thou  truft  that  1  tolde  it  in  her  ere 
Thy  wo,  fith  thou  darft  net  thy  felfc  for  fere, 
And  her  befought  on  the  to  han  fome  routhe  ? 
Why  nay,  (quod  he)  by  God  and  by  my  trouthe  £ 

What,!  riot  as  befily  (quod  Pandarus) 
As  though  mine  ownelife  lay  in  this  nede  ? 
Why  no,  parde,  Sir,  (quod  this  Troilus.) 
And  why  ?  For  that  thou  fhouldift  nevir  fpede. 
Woft  thou  that  well  ?  Ye,  that  is  out  of  drede, 
(Quod  Troilus)  for  all  that  er  ye  conne 
She  wol  to  no  fuche  wretche  as  I  be  wonne. 

(Quod  Pandarus)  Alas !  what  may  this  be 
That  thou  difpairid  art  thus  capfilefle  ? 
What!  liveth  nat  thy  lady  ?  Benedicite  ! 
How  woft  thou  fo  that  thou  art  gracileffe  ? 
Suche  evil  is  not  alwaie  boteleffe ; 
Why  put  not  thus  inipoffible  thy  cure, 
Sithe  thing  to  come  is  pfte  in  avinture  ? 

I  grauutin  well  that  thou  endurift  wo 
As  fharpe  as  doth  he  Tityus  in  hell, 
Whofe  ftomake  foulis  tirin  evir  mo 
That  hightin  Vulturis,  as  bokis  tell ; 
But  I  may  not  endurin  that  thou  dwell 
In  fo  uhikilful  an  opinion 
That  of  thy  wo  n'is  nocuracion  ; 

But  onis  n'ilt  thou  for  thy  cowarde  hert3f 
And  for  thine  ire  and  folifh  wilfulneffe, 
For  wantruft  tellin  of  thy  forowe'  fmerte, 
Ne  to  thine  owne*  helpe  do  befmeffe 
As  moche  as  fpeke  a  worde  ye  more  or  leffe, 
But  lieft  as  he  that  of  life  nothing  retche  : 
What  woman  living  coude  love  fuche  a  wretche  ? 

What  may  me  demin  othit  of  thy  dethe, 
Yf  thou  thus  die,  and  me  n'ot  why  it  is, 
But  that  for  fere  is  yoldin  up  thy  brethe 
For  Grekis  han  hefiegid  us  iwis  ? 
Lord  !  which  a  thanke  fhalt  thou  have  than  of  thil 
Thus  wol  Ihe  faine,  and  al  the  toune  atones, 
The  wretch  Uded,  the  divel  have  his  koncs, 
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Thou  niaifle  alone  her  wcpe,  and  crie,  and  knele, 
And  love  a  woman  that  fhe  wote  it  nought, 
And  flic  -tool  quite  it  that  thou  ftialt  not  fde, 
llnknow  unkift,  and  loft  that  is  unfought. 
What  T  many  a  man  hath  love  ful  dere  abought 
Twenty  wintir  that  his  lady  ne  wifte, 
That  never  yet  his  ladie^s  mou-the  he  kifte. 

What  i  fhouM  he  theffore  falUn  in  difpair-e, 
Or  be  recreaunte  for  his  owne  tene, 
Or  flain  himfelf,  all  be  his  ladie  faire  ? 
Naie,  naie  ;  bot  er  in  one  be  frefh  and  grenc^ 
To  ferve  and  love  ay  his  dere  hert'is  quene', 
And  thinke  it  is  a  gt.-erdon'e  her  to  ferve 
A  thoufande  folde  more  than  he  ean  deferve, 

And  of  that  worde  toke  hede  Troilos, 
And  thought  aflone  what  folie  he  was  in, 
And  how  that  fothe  him  fayid  Pandarus, 
That  for  to  flaen  himfelf  might  he  not  •win, 
But  bothe  to  doen  unmanhode  and!  a  finne, 
And  of  his  deth  his  ladie  nought  to  wite, 
For  of  his  wo  God  wot  (he  knewe  full  lite. 

And  with  that  thought  he  gan  ful  fore  to  fike, 
And  fried,  Alas  !  what  is  me  beft  to  doe  ? 
To  whom  Pandare  anfvverid,  If  the  like 
The  beft  is  that  thou  tell  me  all  thy  wo, 
And  have  my  trouth  but  if  thou  find  it  fo 
1  be  thy  bote  or  that  it  ben  full  long 
To  pecis  doe  me  drawe  and  fithin  hong. 

Ye,  fb  faieft  thou,  (quod  Troilus)  alas  \ 
But  God  wot  it  is  naught,  the  rathir  fo 
Full  harde  it  were  to  helpift  in  this  caasj 
For  well  finde  1  that  Fortune  is  my  fo, 
Ne  all  the  men  that  ridin  con  or  go 
Maie  of  her  cruill  whele  the  harme  withftond, 
For  as  her  lift  fhe  plaieth  with  fre  and  bond. 

(Qtfod  Pandarus}  Than  blamift  thou  Fortune 
For  thou  art  Wroth  ye  now  at  ef  ft  I  fe  ; 
Woft  thou  not  wel  that  Fortune  is  commune 
To  eve"ry  mahir  wight  in  fome  degre  ? 
And  yet  thou  haft  this  comfort,  lo  !  parde,- 
That  as  he.f  joyis  motin  ovirgone 
60  mote  her  forowes  paffin  everichone. 

For  if  he'r  \vhele  ftint  any  thing  t'o  tourne 
Than  eeffith  fhe  Fortune  anone  to  be ; 
Now  fith  her  whele  by  no  waie  male  fojoura 
"What  weft  thou  of  her  mutaBilite  ? 
.!Right  as  thy  felf  luft'fhe  woll  done  by  the, 
Or  that  fhe  be  nought  ferre  fro  thine  helping, 
Paravinture  thou  haft  caufe  for  to  fing. 

And  therfore  woft  thou  what  I  the  befeche  ? 
Let  be  thy  Wo  and  tourningto  thg  grounde, 
Fqr  who  fo  lifte  have  Iieling  of  his  leche 
To  him  bihovith  ftrft  unwrie  his  wounde  ; 
To  Cerberus  in  hell  aie  be  I  bound, 
Were  it  eke  for  my  fuftir  all  thy  forowe, 
By  my  gode  will  fhe  fhould  be  thine  to  morowe. 

JLoke  up  I  faie,  and  tell  me  what  fhe  is 
Anone,  that  I  male  gone  about  thy  nede. 
Know  I  her  aught  ?  for  my  love  tell  hie  this, 
Than  would  I  hope  the  rathir  for  to  fpede. 
Tho  gan  the  veine'  of  Troilus  to  blede, 
For  he  was  hit,  and  woxe  all  redde  for  fhame. 
Aha  !"(<yuod*Pand.are)  here  begimuth  game. 


And  with  that  wor cfe  he  gan  him  for  to  fhake, 
And  faiad  him  thus;Thefe,thoufhalther  nametell  j 
But  tho  gan  fely  Troilus  for  to  quakey 
As  though  men  fhould  han  had  him  into  h«l, 
And  faied,  Alas  I  of  all  my  wo  the  well 
Than  is  my  fwete  foe  callid  Crefeide  j 
And  well  nigh  with  that  word  for  fere  he  deide, 
«  And  whaivthat  Pandare  herd  her  name  seven, 
Ijorde  ?  he  was  glady  and  fayid,  Frend  fo  dere, 
Now  fare  a  right,  for  Jovris  name  in  heven 
Love  hath  befet  the  well :  be  of  gode  chere, 
For  of  gode  name,  and  wifedom,  and  manere", 
She  hath  inough,  and  eke  of  gentillneffe  : 
If  fhe  be  faire  thou  woft  thy  felf  I  geffe. 

Ne  nevir  feie  I  a  more  bounteous 
Of  her  eftate,  ne  gladdir,  ne  ef  fpeche 
A  frendlier,  ne  none  more  gracious 
For  to  doe  well,  ne  laffe  had  nede  to  feche 
What  for  to  di>sn,and  all  this  bet  to  eche 
In  honour  to  as  ferre  as  fhe  may  ftretche  : 
A  king'w  herte  femith  by  her*s  a  wretche. 

And  forthy  lake  of  gode  comforte  thou  be, 
For  certainly  the  firfte  pointe  is  this 
Of  noble  eorage,  and  wele  ordaine  the 
A  man  to  have  pece  with  himfelfe  iwis  ; 
So  oughtift  thou,  for  nought  but  gode  it  is 
To  lovin  wel  and  in  a  worthy  place  ; 
The  ought  not  to  clepin  it  happe  but  grace. 

And  alfo  thinke,  and  therwith  gbddin  the? 
That  fith  thy  lady  vertraoas  is  aH, 
So  foloweth  it  that  there  is  fome  pite 
Amongis  all  thefe  othir  in  general!, 
And:  for  thei  fe  that  thou  in  fpeciall 
Requirift  nought  that  is  ayen  her  name, 
For  Vertue  ftmchith  not  himfelfe  to  fhame, 

But  wel  is  me  that  evir  I  was  borne 
That  thou  befet  art  in  fo  gode  a  place, 
For  by  my  trouth  in  love  I  durft  have  fworne 
The  fhoald  nevir  have  tidde  fo  faire  a  grace ; 
And  woft  you  why  ?  for  thou  were  wont  to  chase 
At  Love  in  fcoriie,and  for  difpite  him  call 
Saint  Idiote,  lord  of  thefe  folis  all. 

How  oftin  haft  th-ou  madin  thy  nice  japes  ? 
And  faied  that  Lov'is  fcrvaantes  everichone 
Of  nicete  ben  very  gadd'is  apes, 
And  fome  of  them  would  monche  ther  mete  alone' 
Ligging  a  bedde,  and  make  'hem  for  to  gfone, 
And  fom,e  thou  faidift  had  a  blaunche  fevcre, 
And  praidift  God  thei  fhould  nevir  kevere  : 

And  fome  of  'hem  toke  on  'hem  for  the  cold 
More  than  inot*gh  ;  fo  faidift  thou  full  oft, 
And  fome  han  fainid  oftin  time,  and  tolde 
How  that  thei  wakin  whan  thei  flepin  foft, 
And  thus  thei  would  have  fet  'hem  felf  aloft. 
And  nathdeffe  were  undir  at  the  lafte  : 
Thus  fardift  thou,  and  japidift  fulKafte. 

Yet  faidift  thou  that  fer  the  more  part 
Thefe  lovirs  v/ouldin  fpeke  in  generall,, 
And  thoHghtin  that  it  was  a  fikir  art 
For  failing  for  to'  affayin  ovir  all : 
Now  mure  I  jape  of  the  if  that  I  fhall ; 
But  nathtleffe  although  that  I  fhou!4dic 
Thou  art  none  of  tho  I  dare  well  &ie, 
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Now  bete  thy  breft,  and  faie  to  god  of  Love, 
Thy  grace,  9  Lord!  for  now  I  me  repent 
If  I  miffpake,  for  now  my  felf  I  love  ; 
Thus  faie  with  all  thine  hert  in  gode  entent. 
(Quod  Troilus)  Ah,Lorde !  I  me  confent, 
And  praie  to  the  my  japis  thou  foryeve, 
And  I  no  more  will  jape  while  that  1  Kve. 

Thou  faieft  well>(quod  Pandare)  and  now  I  hope 
That  thou  the  godd'is  wrath  haft  al  apefed ; 
And  fithin  thou  haft  weptin  many'  a  drope, 
And  faid  fuch  thing  wherwith  thy  god  is  plefed, 
Now  would  God  nerir  but  that  thou  were  efed, 
And  thinke  well  me  of  whom  reft  all  thy  wo 
Hereaftir  maie  thy  comfort  ben  alfo. 

For  thilke  ground  that  berith  the  wedis  wkke 
Bereth  eke  thefe  wholfome  herbis  as  full  oft, 
And  nexte  to  the  foule  nettle  rough  and  thieke 
The  rofe  yvtexith  fote,  and  fmothe,  and  foft, 
And  next  the  valey  is  the  hill  aloft, 
And  next  the  derke  night  is  the  glad  morowe, 
And  alfo  joie  is  next  the  fine  of  forovve. 

Now  loke  that  wellattempre  be  thy  bridell, 
And  for  the  beft  aie  fuffre  to  the  tide, 
Or  ellis  all  our  labour  is  on  idell : 
He  bajlitb  'well  that  "wifely  can  abide. 
Be  diligent  and  true,  and  aie  well  hide  : 
Be  luftie,  fre  :  perfever  in  fervife, 
And  all  is  well  if  thou  werke  in  this  wife  : 

But  he  that  partid  is  in  every  place 
Is  no  where  whole,  as  writin  clerkis  wife  ; 
What  wondir  is  if  foche  one  have  no  grace  ? 
4£ke  woft  thou  how  it  fareth  of  fome  fervife  ? 
As  plant  a  tre  or  herbe  in  fondrie  wife, 
And  on  the  morowe  pull  it  up  as  blive, 
No  wondir  is  though  it  maie  nevir  thrive. 

And  fith  the  god  of  Love  hath  the  bcftowed 
In  pl»ce  digne  unto  thy  worthinefle, 
Stonde  faft,  for  to  a  gode  port  haft  thou  rowed, 
And  of  thy  felf  fof  any  hevinefle 
Hope  alwaie  well ;  for  but  if  drerineffe 
Or  ovirhaft  doe  our  bothe  labour  fhendd 
I  hope  of  this  to  makin  a  gode  ende. 

And  weft  thou  why  ?  I  am  the  laffe  afered 
Of  this  matter  With  my  nece  for  to  trete, 
For  this  have  I  herd  faie  of  wife  and  lered, 
Was  nevir  man  or  woman  yetbeyete 
That  was  unapt  to  fuffre  lov'is  hete 
Celeftiall,  or  ellis  love  of  kinde  ; 
Fonhy  fome  grace  I  hope  in  her  to  finde. 

And  for  to  fpeke  of  her  in  fpeciall, 
Her  beaute  to  bethinkin  and  her  youthe, 
It  fit  he'r  nought  to  ben  celeftiall 
As  yet,  though  that  her  bothe  lift  and  kouthc ; 
And<  truily  it  fit  her  well  right  nouthe 
A  worthie  knight  to  lovin  and  cherice, 
And  but  me  doe  I  holde  it  for  a  vice. 

Wherfore  I  am  and  woll  be  aie  redy 
To  painin  me  to  do  you  thisfervice, 
/  Tor  bothe  of  you  to  plefin  ;  this  hope  I 
Hereaftirwardis,  for  ye  ben  bothe  wife, 
And  connin  counfadle  kepe  in  foche  a  wife 
That  no  man  fhall  the  wifir  of  it  be  ; 
And  ib  we  maie  ben  gladdid  alic  thre. 


And  by  my  trouth  I  haYe  right  now  of  the 
A  gode  conceit  in  my  wit  as  I  geffe. 
And  what  it  is  I  woll  now  that  thou  fe  ; 
I  think  that  fithin  Love  of  his  godeneffe 
Hath  the  convertid  out  of  wickidnefle 
That  thou  flialt  ben  the  belle  poll  I  lever 
Of  all  hislaie,  andmoftehis  foin  greve. 

Enfample  why,  fe  now  thefe  grete  clerked, 
That  errin  aldirmofte  ayenall  laws, 
And  ben  convertid  from  ther  wickid  werke* 
Through  grace  of  God ,. that  Icft'henitohimdrsrwe, 
Than  arne  thei  folk  that  han  moft  God  in  a.we, 
And  ftrengift  faithid  ben  I  undirftonde, 
And  con  an  erroiir  aldirbcft  withftonde. 

Whan  Troilus  had  herde  Pandare  aflented 
To  ben  his  helpe  in  loving  of  Crefeide 
He  wext  of  vvora9  who  faith  unturmented, 
But  hottir  wext  his  love ;.  and  thaa  he  faide 
With  fobre  chere,  as  though  his  herte  yplaid?, 
Now  blisfull  Venus !  helpe  er  that  I  fterve. 
Of  the,  Pandare,  I  now  fome  thanke  deferve. 

Bur,  dere  frende,  how  Ihal  my  wo  be  lefle 
Till  this  be  done  ?  and,  gode  now,  tell  me  thist 
How  woltthou  faine  of  me  and  ray  diftrcffe, 
Left  ihe  be  wroth?  this  drede  I  moftiwis,. 
Or  wol  not  herin  al  how  that  it  is  : 
Al  this  drede  I,  and  eke  for  the  manerc 
Of  the  her  erne  fhc  n^il  no  fuche  thing  here. 

(Quod  Pandarus)  Thou  haft  a  ful  grete  carfr 
Left  that  the  chorie  may  fal  out  of  the  mone. 
Why,  Lorde !  I  hate  of  the  the  nice  fare ; 
Why  entremete  of  that  thou  haft  to  done  ? 
For  Godd'is  love  I  bide4  the  a  bone  j 
So  let  me'  alone,  and  it  fhal  be  thy  beft. 
Why,frende,  (quod  he)  than  done  right  as  the  left  ? 

But  herke,  Pandare,  o  worde,  for  I  ne  woldc 
That  thou  ia  me  wertdift  fo  grete  folie 
That  to  my  lady  I  delirin  (holde 
That  touchith  harme  or  any  vilanie, 
For  dredilefle  me  were  levir  to  die 
Than  me  of  me  aught  ellia  underftode 
But  that  might  yfownin  into  gode. 

Tho  lough  Pandare,  and  anon  anfwerde, 
And  I  thy  borow'  ?  fie  !  no  wight  doth  but  fa; 
I  ne  raught  not  although  ihe  ftode  and  herde 
How  that  thou  faieft  :  but  farewel,  I  wol  go  : 
Adieu  ;  be  glad  :  God  fpcde  us  bothe  two  1 
Yeve  me  this  labour  and  this  bufinefie 
And  of  my  fpede  be  thine  al  the  fwetnes. 

Tho  Troilus  on  knees  gan  doune  to  fall, 
(And  Pandare  in  his  armis  hente  him  faft) 
And  faide,  Nowe  fie  upon  the  Grekis  all  t 
Yet  parcte  God  fhal  helpm  at  the  laft, 
And  dredilefle  if  that  my  life  may  laft, 
And  God  toforne,  lo !  fome  of  'hem  ftial  fmerte ; 
And  yet  me  athinketh  that  this  avaunt  mrafterte. 

And  now,  Pandare,  I  can  no  mor£  fay, 
But  thou  wife,  thou  woft  thou  maift  :  thou  art  alj 
My  life,  my  dcth,  hole  in  thine  honde  I  lay^ 
Helpe  me  (quod  he.)  Yes,  by  my  trouth  I  (hal. 
God  yelde  the,  frende,  and  this  in  fpecial, 
(Quod  Troilus  tiat  thou  me  recommaunde 
To  her  that. may  me  to  the  detk  «pajmauade« 
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This  Pandarus  tho,  defirous  to  ferve 
His  ful  frende,  tho  faide  in  this  manere  ; 
Farwel,  and  thinke  I  wol  thy  thanke  delerve, 
Have  here  mytrouth,  an  d  that  thoufhalt  well  here : 
And  went  his  way  thinking  on  this  matere, 
And  how  he  beft  might  her  befeche  of  grace, 
And  find  a  lefure  therto  and  a  place. 

For  every  wight  that  hath  a  houfe  to  found 
He  rennith  nat  the  werke  for  to  beginne 
With  rakil  honde,  but  he  wol  bide  a  ftound. 
And  fende  his  hert'is  line  out  fro  within, 
Thus  aldirfirft  his  purpofe  for  to  winne, 
As  this  Pandarus  in  his  hert'is  thought 
Did  caft  his  werke  full  wifely  er  he  wrought. 

But  Troilus  lay  tho  no  lengir  doun, 
But  up  anon  gat  upon  his  ftede  bale, 
And  in  the  felde  he  playid  the  lioun ; 
Wo  was  that  Greke  that  with  him  met  that  dale : 
And  in  the  toune  his  manir  tho  forthe  aie 
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So  godely  was,  and  gat  him  fo  in  grace, 
That  eche  him  loved  that  lokid  in  his  face. 

For  he  becamin  the  moftfrendly  wight, 
The  gentilift,  and  eke  the  mofle  fre, 
The  truftyift,  and  one  the  befte  knight, 
That  in  his  time  was  or  ellis  might  be  : 
Ded  were  his  japis  and  his  cruike, 
Ded  his  high  porte  and  all  his  manir  ftraunge, 
And  eche  of  'hem  gan  for  a  vertue  chaunge. 

Now  let  us  ftint  of  Troilus  a  ftounde, 
That  ferith  like  a  man  that  hurt  is  fore, 
And  is  fomdele  of  aking  of  his  wound e 
Yleflid  wel,  but  helid  no  dele  more, 
And  as  an  efy  pacient  the  lore 
Abite  of  him  that  goth  about  his  cure, 
And  thus  he  drivith  forth  his  avinturu 
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ODT  of  thefe  blacke  wawis  let  us  faile, 
O  winde,  o  winde  !  the  wedir  ginnith  ciere, 
For  in  the  fe  the  bote  hath  fuche  travaile 
Of  my  conning  that  unneth  I  it  ftere  : 
This  fe  clepe  1  the  tempeftous  matere 
Of  depe  difpaire  that  Troilus  was  in  ; 
But  now  of  hope  the  kalendis  begin. 

0  lady  mine,  that  callid  art  Clio  1 

Thou  be  my  fpede  fro  this  forthe,  and  my  Mufe, 

To  rime  wel  this  Boke  til  I  have  do ; 

Me  nedith  here  none  othir  art  to  ufe ; 

For  why  ?  to  every  lovir  I  me'  excufe 

That  of  no  fentiment  I  this  endite, 

But  out  of  Latin  in  my  tonge  it  write. 

Wherfore  I  n'il  have  neithir  thanke  ne  blame 
Of  all  this  Worke,  but  praie  you  mekily 
Difblamith  me  if  any  worde  be  lame, 
For  as  mine  au6tour  fayid  fo  fay  I ; 
Eke  though  I  fpeke  of  love  unfelingly 
No  wondir  is,  for  it  nothinge  of  newe  is  : 
A  blinde  man  can  not  judgin  •welin  hetvis. 

1  know  eke  that  in  forme  of  fpeche  is  chaunge 
Within  a  thoufande  yere,  and  wordis  tho 

That  haddin  prife  now  wondir  nice  aud  ftraunge 
Us  thinkith  'hem,  and  yet  thei  fpake  'hem.  fo, 
And  fpcdde  as  wel  in  love  as  rocn  now  do ; 


1  Eke  for  to  winnin  love  in  fondry  ages 
In  fondry  londis  fondry  ben  ufages. 

And  forthy  if  it  happe  in  any  wife 
That  here  be  any  lovir  in  this  place 
That  herkeneth,  as  the  ftory  wol  devife, 
How  Troilus  came  to  his  ladie's  grace, 
And  thinkith  fo  n'olde  1  not  love  purchace, 
Or  wondrith  on  his  fpeche  or  his  doyng, 
I  n'ot,  but  it  is  to  me  no  wondring  ; 

For  every  wight  whiche  that  to  Rome  ywent 
Halt  nat  o  pathe  ne  alway  o  manere ; 
Eke  in  fome  londe  were  al  the  game  yfhent 
Yf  that  men  farde  in  love  as  men  don  here, 
As  thus,  in  opin  doyng  or  in  chere, 
In  vifiting,  in  forme,  or  faid  our  fawes ; 
For  thus  men  faine,  Eche  count  re  bath  l>is  Icnues* 

Eke  Scarcely  ben  there  in  this  place  lihre 
That  have  in  love  faid  like  and  don  in'al, 
For  to  this  purpofe  this  maie  likin  the, 
And  the  right  nought,  yet  al  is  done  or  fhal ; 
Eke  fome  men  grave  in  tre,  fome  in  ftone  wal, 
As  it  betide  :  but  fithe  I  have  begonne, 
Mine  authour  fhall  I  folow  as  I  konne. 
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IN  May,  that  mothir  is  of  mcmethis  glade,' 
That  the  frefhe  flouris  all,  blew,,  white,  and  rede, 
Ben  quickc  ayen  that  wintir  ded  had  made, 
And  full  of  baume  is  fleting  every  mede, 
Whan  that  Phoebus  doth  his  bright  bennis  fpred 
Right  in  the  white  Bole,  right  fo  it  betidde, 
As  T  fhal  fmge,  on  May  is  day  the  thridde, 

That  Pandarus,  for  all  his  wife  fpeche, 
Felte  eke  his  parte  of  Lov'is  fhottis  kene, 
That  coude  he  ner  fo  well  of  loving  preche 
It  made  his  hewe  al  daie  ful  oftin  grene  ; 
So  fhope  it  that  him  fill  that  day  a  tene 
In  love  for  whiche  in  wo  to  bedde  he  wemV 
And  made  cr  it  were  day  full  many'  a  went. 

The  fwalow  Progne  with  a  forowful  lay, 
Whan  morow  come,  gart  make  her  waimenting 
Why  Ihe  forfhapin  was  ;  and  ever  lay 
Pandare  abed  halfe  in  a  fiomberhig, 
Til  fhe  fo  nigh  him  made  her  waimenting, 
How  Tereus  gan  forth  her  fuftir  take, 
That  with  the  noife  of  her  he  gan  awake, 

And  to  call,  and  dreflin  him  up  to  rife, 
Remembring  him  his  arande  was  to  done 
From  Troilus,  and  eke  his  grete  emprife, 
And  caft,  arid  knew  in  gode  plite  was  the  mone 
To  done  voiage,  and  toke  his  way  full  fone 
Unto  his  nec'is  paleis  there  betide  : 
Now  Janus,  god  of  Entre,  thou  him  gide  ! 

Whan  he  was  come  unto  his  nec'is  place, 
Where  is  my  lady,  to  her  folke  (quod  he  ?) 
And  thei  him  tolde,  and  he  forthe  in  gan  pace, 
And  founde  two  othir  ladies  fit  and  fhe 
Within  a  pavid  parlour,  and  thei-thre 
Herdin  a  maidin  'hem  redin  the  gefte 
Of  the  fiege  of  Thebis  whilis  'hem  lefte. 

Madame,  quod  Pandare,  God  you  fave  and  fe, 
With  al  your  boke  and  al  the  eompanie  ! 
Eighe  f  uncle  mine",  welcome  iwis,  (quod  fhe) 
And  up  fhe  rofe,  and  by  the  honde  in  hie 
She  toke  him  fall,  and  fayid,  This  night  thrye, 
To  gode  mote  k  yturne,  of  yoa  I  mette  ; 
And  with  that  word  fhe  doun  on  bench  him  fet. 

Ye,  nece,  ye  fhullin  farift'  wel  the  bet, 
If  God  wol,  al  this  yere,  (quod  Pandfaus) 
But  t  am  fory  that  I  have  you  kt 


To  herkin  of  your  boke  yo  praifm  thus  ? 
For  Godd'is  love  what  faith  it  ?  tell  it  us : 
Is  it  of  love;?  fome  gode  ye  may  me  lere. 
Uncle,  (quod  fhe)  your  maiftreffe  is  nat  here. 

With  that  thei  gonnirt  laugh,  and  tho  fhe 
This  romaunce  is  of  Thebis  that  we  rede, 
And  we  have  herd  how  that  King  Lauis  deide 
Through  Oedipus  his  fonnc,  and  all  the  dede;' 
And  here  we  ftintin  at  rhefe  letters  rede 
How  the  bifhop,  as  the  boke  can  ytcll, 
Amphiorax,  fill  through  the  grounde  to  hell, 

(Quod  Pandarus)  All  this  know  I  my  felve, 
And  al  th'  afliege  of  Thebis  and  the  care, 
For  hcrof  ben  there  makid  bokis  twelve  : 
But  let  be  this,  and  tell  me  how  ye  fare  : 
Do'  way  your  barbe,  and  fhew  your  face  bare; 
Do*  way  your  boke  :  rife  up  and  let  us  daunce,' 
And  let  us  done  to  May  fome  obfervaunce. 

Eighe  !  God  forbid  !  (quod  fhe)  What !  be 

mad  ? 

Is  that  a  widowe's  life,  fo  God  you  fave  ? 
Parde  you  makin  me  right  fore  adrad ; 
Ye  bene  fo  wilde  it  femith  as  ye  rave  : 
It  fat  me  wet  bettir  aie  in  a  cave 
To  bide,  and  rede  on  holy  faintis  lives  : 
Let  maidins  gon  to  dau'nce  and  yonge  wives, 

As  evir  thrive  I  (quod  this  Pandarus) 
Vet  coulde  I  tel  a  thing  to  don  you  play. 
Now  uncle  dere  (quod  fhe)  tellith  it  us 
For  Godd'is  love  :  is  than  th'  afliege  aweie_? 
I  am  of  Grekis  ferde  fo  that  I  deie. 
Nay,  nay,  (quod  he)  as  evir  mote  1  thrive 
It  is  a  thing  wel  bettir  than  fuche  five. 

Ye,  holy  God  !  (quod  fhe)  what  thing  is  that  ? 
What !  bettir  than  fuche  five  ?  Eighe  !  nay  iwis 
For  al  this  world  ne  can  I  f  edin  what 
It  fhould  yberi  :  fome  jape  I  trowe  it  is  ; 
And  but  your  felvin  fell  us  what  it  is 
My  wit  is  for  to'  arede  it  a!  to  kne  : 
As  helpe  me  God  I  n'ot  what  that  ye  mene. 

And  I  your  borow;  ne  ner  fhal  (quod  he) 
This  thing  be  tolde  to  you,  as  mote  I  thrive. 
And  why  fo,  uncle  mine,  why  fo  ?  (quod  ihe.) 
By  God  (quod  he)  that  wol  I  tel  as  blive, 
For  proudir  woman  is  there  none  on  live/ 
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And  ye  it  wi£e,  in  al  the  tonne  of  Troie  : 
I  ne  jape  nat,  fo  evir  have  I  joie. 

Tho  gan  fhe  to  won.drin  more  than  before 
A  thoufande  folde,  and  doune  her  eyin  caft, 
For  nevir  fithe  the  time  that  fhe  was  bore 
To  knowin  thing  defirid  fhe  fo  faft, 
And  with  a  fike  fhe  faid  him  at  the  laft, 
Now,  uncle  mine,  I  n'il  you  not  difplefe, 
-Nor  alkin  that  that  may  do  you  difefe. 

So  aftir  this  with  many  wordis  glade 
And  frendly  talis,  and  with  mery  chere, 
.Of  this  and  that  thei  fpeke,  and  gonnon  wade 
In  many  an  unkouth,  glad,  and  depe,  matere, 
As  frcndis  done  whan  thei  ben  met  ifere, 
Til  fhe  gan  alkin  him  how  Hector  ferde, 
That  was  the  toun'is  wall  and  Grekis  yerde. 

Ful  we!,  I  thanke  it  God,  faide  pandarus, 
Save  in  his  arme  he  hath  a  litle  wounde ; 
And  eke  his  frefhe  brpthir  Troilus, 
To  the  wife  worthy  Hector  the  fecounde, 
Jn  whom  that  every  vertuc  lifte  habounde, 
As  alii  trouthe  and  allc  gentilneffe, 
Wifedome,  honour,  fredome,  and  worthincffe. 

In  gode  faith,  erne,  (quod  fhe)  that  likith  me 
Thei  farin  wel ;  Godfave  'hem  bothe  two! 

trewliche  I  holde  it  a  grete  deinte 
A  king' is  fonne  in  armis  wel  to  do, 
And  be  of  gode  condicions  therto, 
For  grete  powir  and  moral  vertue  here 
Is  felde  ifene  in  one  perfone  ifcre. 

In  gode  faith  that  is  fothe,  (quod  Pandarus) 
But  by  my  trouth  the  king  hath  fonnis  twey, 
That  is  to  mene  Hector  and  Troilus, 
That  certainly  though  that  I  mould  ydey 
Thei  ben  as  voide  of  vicis,  dare  I  fey, 
As  any  nien  that  livin  undir  fonne  ; 
Ther  mighf  is  wide  iknow  and  what  thei  conne. 

Of  Hector  neftith  nothing  for  to  tel ; 
Jn  all  this  world  there  n'is  a  bettir  knight 
Than  he,  that  is  of  worthineffe  the  wel, 
And  he  wel  more  of  vertue  hath  than  might, 
This  knowith  many'  a  wife  and  worthy  knight : 
|  And  the  fame  prife  of  Troilus  I  fey  : 
God  helpe  me  fo  I  knowe  not  fuche  twe,y. 

Parde  (quod  fhe)  of  He&or  that  is  fothe, 
And  of  Troilus  the  fame  thing  trowe  I, 
For  drcdiiclTe  men  tellith  that  he  dothe 
In  armis  day  by  day  fo  worthily, 
And  bcrith  him  here  at  home  gently 
To  every  wight,  that  al  prife  hath  he 
Of  them  that  me  were  levift  praifid  be. 

Ye  fay  right  fothe  iwis,  (quod  Pandarus) 
For  yefterday  who  fo  had  with  him  ben 
Mightin  have  wondrid  upon  Troilus, 
For  nevir  yet  fo  thicke  a  fvvarme  of  been 
Ne  flewe  as  Grekis  from  him  gannin  fleen, 
I  And  through  the  felde  in  every  wight'is  ere 
There  was  no  crie  but  Troilus  is  there  ! 

Now  here  now  there  he  huntid  'hem  fo  faft 
There  n'as  but  Grekis  blode  and  Troilus  ; 
Now  him  he  hurt,  and  him  al  doun  he  caft ; 
Aye  where  he  went  it  was  array  id  thus  ; 
was  ther  deth,  and  fhclde  and  life  for  us, 
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That  as  that  day  ther  durft  him  none  withftondf 
While  that  he  helde  his  blody  fwerde  in  honde. 

Therto  he  is  the  frendilyift  man 
Of  gret  eftate  that  er  I  fawe  my  live, 
And  where  him  lifte  the  heft  felowfhip  can 
To  fuche  as  him  thinkith  able  to  thrive. 
And  with  that  word  tho  Pandarus  as  blive 
He  toke  his  leve,  and  faid  I  wol  gon  hen, 
Nay,  blame  have  I,  myne  uncle,  (quod  fhe)  theft. 

What  ellith  you  to  be  thus  wery  fone, 
And  namiliche  of  women  wol  ye  fo  ? 
Naie,  fittith  doune ;  parde  I  have  to  done 
With  you  to  fpeke  of  wifdome  er  ye  go ; 
And  every  wight  that  was  about  'hem  tho 
1'hat  herde  that  gan  ferre  awaie  to  ftonde. 
While  thei  two  had  al  that  'hem  lifte  on  honde. 

Whan  that  her  tale  a^  brought  was  to  an  ende 
Of  her  eftate  and  of  her  governaunce, 
(Quod  Pandarus)  Now  time  is  that  I  wende, 
But  yetl  fay  Arifith,  let  us  daunce 
And  cafte  your  widowe's  habite  to  mifchatmce  ; 
What  lifte  you  thus  your  felfe  to  disfigure, 
Sithe  you  is  tidde  fo  glad  an  avinture  ? 

But  wel  bethought;  for  love  of  God  (quod  fhe) 
Shal  I  nat  wetin  what  ye  mene  of  this  ? 
No,  this  thing  afkith  lefir  tho  quod  he) 
And  eke  it  me  would  full  muche  greve  iwi» 
If  I  it  tolde  and  ye  it  toke  amis: 
Yet  were  it  bette  my  tonge  to  holdin  ftil 
Than  fay  a  fothe  that  were  ayenft  your  wil. 

For,  nece  myne,  by  the  goddeffe  Minerve, 
And  Jupiter,  that  makith  the  thonde'ring, 
And  by  the  blifsful  Venus  that  I  ferve, 
Ye  ben  the  woman  in  this  world  living, 
Withoutin  paramours,  to  my  wetirig, 
That  I  beft  love,  and  lothift  am  to  greve, 
And  that  ye  wetin  wel  your  felfe  1  leve. 

Iwis,  mine  uncle,  (quod  fhe)  graunt  mercy ! 
Your  frendfhip  have  I  foundin  evir  yet ; 
I  am  to  no  man  beholdin  trevvly 
So  muche  as  you,  and  have  fo  litil  quit ; 
And  with  the  grace  of  God  emforth  my  wit 
As  in  my  gilte  I  fhal  you  ner  offende 
And  if  1  have  er  this  I  wol  amende, 

But  for  the  love  of  God  I  you  befeche, 
As  ye  be  he  that  I  love  moft  and  trifle, 
Let  be  to  me  your  fremid  manir  fpeche, 
And  faie  to  me  your  nece  what  fo  you  lift. 
And  with  that  worde  her  uncle'  anon  her  kilt, 
And  fayid,  Gladly,  my  leve  nece  fo  dere ! 
Take  it  for  gode  that  I  fhal  fay  you  here. 

With  that  fhe  gan  her  eyin  doune  to  cafle. 
And  Pandarus  to  coughe  began  a  lite, 
And  fay  id,  Nece,  alway,  lo !  to  the  lafte, 
How  fo  it  be  that  fome  "men  hem  delite 
With  fubtil  art  ther  talis  for  t'  endite, 
Yet  for  al  that  in  ther  entencion 
Ther  tale  is  all  for  fomc  conclufion. 

And  fithe  the  end  is  every  tal'is  ftrengtli, 
And  this  matir  is  fo  behovily, 
What  mould  I  paint  or  drawin  it  on  length 
To  you  that  ben  my  frende  fo  faithfully  ? 
And  with  that  worde  he  gan  right  inwardly 
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Beholdin  her,  and  lokin  in  her"  face, 

And  faide,Onfu,che  a  mirrour  muche  gode  grace ! 

Than  thought  he  thus,  if  I  my  tale  endite 
Ought  harde  .or  m^ke  a  proceffe  any  while, 
She  fhal  po  favour  have  therin  but  lite, 
And  trowe  I  woujd  her  in  my  wil  begile, 
For  tendir  wittis  wecin  al  be  wile 
Wher  as  thei  con  nat  plakiliehe  undirflond ; 
Fcrthy  her  wit  to  founin  wol  I  fontfe  ; 

And  lokid  on  hir  in  a  befy  wife, 
And  fhe  was  w'are  that  he  behelde  her  fo  ; 
Ah,  Lorde  !  (quod  fhe)  fo  fafte  ye  me  avife? 
Sawe  ye  me  ner  er  now  ?  what,  fay  ye  no  ? 
Yes,  yes,  (quod  he)  and  bet  wol  er  I  go; 
But  by  my  trouth  I  thoughtin  nowe  if  ye 
Be  fortunate,  for  now  men  lhall  it  fe. 

For  every  wight  fome  godely  avinture 
Somtime  is  fhape,  if  he  it  can  receive, 
But  if  that  he  ri*il  take  of  it  no  cure 
When  that  it  cometh,  but  wilfully  it  weive, 
]Lo,  neither  cafe  nor  Fortune  him  deceive, 
But  right  his  ewne  flouth  and  wretchidneffe  j 
And  fuche  a  wight  is  for  to  blame  I  geffe. 

Gode  avinture,  o  belle  nece !  have  ye 
Full  lightly  foundin,  and  ye  conne  it  take  ; 
And  for  the  love  of  God  and  eke  of  me 
Catche  it  anone,  left  avinture  yflake  ; 
What  fhould  I  lengir  proceffe  of  it  make  ? 
Yeve  me  your  hond,  for  m  this  world  is  none, 
If  that  you  lift,  a  wight  fo  well  begon. 

And  fithe  I  fpeke  of  gode  entencioun, 
As  I  to  you  have  tolde  wel  here  beforne, 
And  love  as  wel  your  honour  and  renoun     • 
As  any  creture  in  the  worlde  iborne, 
By  al  the  othis  that  I  have  you  fworne 
And  ye  be  wrothe  therfore,  or  wene  I  lie, 
Ne  fhal  I  never  fene  you  efte  with  eie. 

Beth  nat  agafte,  ne  quakifh  nat ;  wherto  ? 
Ne  chaungith  nat  for  fere  fo  your  hewe, 
For  hardily  the  worft  of  this  is  do  ; 
And  though  my  tale  as  now  be  to  you  newe, 
Yet  truft  alwaie  ye  fhal  me  findin  trewe ; 
And  were  it  thing  that  me  thought  unfitting 
To  you  ne  would  1  no  fuch  talis  bring. 

Nowe,  my  gode  erne,  for  Godd'is  love  I  pray 
(Quod  fhe)  come  of  and  tel  me  what  it  is, 
For  bothe  I  am  agaft  what  ye  wol  fay, 
And  eke  me  longith  it  to  wit  iwis, 
For  whethir  it  be  wel  or  be  amis 
Say  on  ;  let  me  not  in  this  fere  ydwel. 
So  woi  I  done  :  now  herkenith  I  fhal  tel. 

Now  nece  mine,  the  king'is  owne  dere  fonne, 
The  gode,  the  wife,  the  worthy,  frefh  and  fre, 
Whiche*  alway  for  to  done  wel  is  his  wonne, 
The  noble  Troilus,  fo  lovith  the 
That  but  ye  helpe  it  wol  his  bane  ybe. 
Lo  !  here  is  al :  what  fhouldin  I  more  fey  ? 
Doth  what  you  lift  to  make  him  live  or  dey. 

But  if  ye  let  him  dye  I  wol  ftervin, 
Have  here  my  trouthe,  nece,  I  n'il  not  lien, 
Al  fhould  I  with  this  knife  my  throte  kervin  : 
With  that  the  teris  burft  out  of  his  eyen, 
And  faide,  If  that  ye  done  us  both  to  dien 
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Thus  giltilefle,  than  have  ye  fifhid  faire ; 

What  mendeth  it  you  though  that  we  both  apaire? 

Alas  !  he  whiche  that  is  my  lorde  fo  dere 
That  trewe  man,  that  noble  gentle  knight, 
That  naught  defirith  but  your  frendly  chere, 
I  fe  him  dyin,  there  he  goth  upright, 
And  haftith  him  with  al  his  fulle  might 
For  to  beri  flaine,  if  his  fortune  affente  : 
Alas  that  God  you  fuche  a  beaute  fente  T 

If  it  be  fo  that  ye  fo  cruil  be 
That  of  his  deth  you  liftith  nought  to  retch, 
That  is  fo  trewe  and  worthy  as  we  fe, 
No  more  than  of  a'japir  or  a  wretch, 
If  ye  be  fuche,  your  beaute  may  nat  ftretch 
To  make  amendes  of  fo  cruill  a  dede  : 
A-visement  is  gode  before  the  nede. 

Wo  worthe  the  faire  gemme  that  is  vertulefTe ! 
Wo  worthe  that  herbe  alfo  that  dothe  no  bote ! 
Wo  worth  the  beaute  that  is  routheleffe  ! 
Wo  worth  that  wight  that  trede  eche  undir  fote  !j 
And  ye  that  ben  of  beaute  crpppe  and  rote, 
If  therwithal  in  you  ae  be  no  routhe, 
Than  is  it  harme  ye  livin,  by  my  trouthe. 

(And  a}fo  thinke  wel  that  this  is  no  gaude, 
For  me  were  levir  thou,  and  I,  and  he, 
Were  hongid  than  that  I  fhould  ben  his  baude, 
As  high  as  men  might  on  us  al  ife  : 
I  am  thine  erne  ;  the  fhame  were  unto  me 
As  wel  as  the  if  that  I  fhould  affent 
Through  mine  abet  that  he  thine  honour  fhent* 

Now  undirftonde,  for  I  you  nought  require 
To  bindv:  you  to  him  thorough  no  beheft 
Save  one,  that  ye  makin  him  bettir  chere 
Than  ye  han  don  er  this  and  more  fefte, 
So  that  his  life  be  favjd  at  the  lefte 
This  al  and  fome  is  plainly  our  entente  • 
God  helpe  me  fo  I  nevir  othir  mente. 

Lo !  this  requeft  is  nought  but  fkil  iwis, 
Ne  doute  of  refon  parde  is  there  none  : 
I  fet  the  worft  that  ye  dredin  ;  this  is, 
Men  would  wondir  to  fene  him  come  and  gone  j 
Ther  ayenift  anfwere  I  thus  anone, 
That  every  wight,  but  he  be  fole  of  kinde, 
Wol  deme  it  love  of  frendfhip  in  his  minde. 

What !  who  wol  demin  though  he  fe  a  man 
To  temple  gon  that  he  th*  imagis  eteth  ? 
Thinke  eke  howe  wel  and  wifely  that  he  can 
Governe  himfelfe  that  he  nothing  foryeteth, 
That  wher  he  cometh  he  pris  and  thonk  him 
And  eke  therto  he  fhal  come  here  fo  felde  [geteth ; 
What  force  were  it  though  all  the  toun  behelde  ? 

Suche  love  of  frendes  reignith  in  al  this  toun  : 
And  wrie  you  in  that  mantil  evirmo  ; 
And  God  fo  wis  be  my  falvacioun 
As  I  have  faide  your  beft  is  to  do  fo. 
But,  gode  nece,  alway  for  to  ftint  his  wo 
So  let  your  daungir  fugrid  ben  alite. 
That  of  his  deth  ye  be  not  al  to  wite. 

Crefeide,  which  that  herde  him  in  this  wife* 
Thought  I  fhal  fele  what  he  menith  iwis. 
Now  erne,  (quod  fhe)  what  wouldin  ye  devife  ? 
What  is  youre  rede  that  I  fhould  don  of  this  \ 
That  is  wel  faid,  quod  he  ;  certaine  beft  is 
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That  yfi  him  love  aien  for  his  laving, 
As  love  for  love  is  fkilful  guerdoning. 

Thinke  eke  how  elde  waftith  every  hour 
In  eche  of  you  a  part  of  your  beaute, 
And  therfore  er  that  age  doth  the  devour 
/Go  love,  for  olde  there  woll  no  wight  love  the. 
Let  this  proverbe  a  lore'  unto  you  be, 
jT0  late  iwarC)  quod  Beaute ',  ivhan  it  pafte^ 
And  elde ydauntitb  dc.ungir  at  the  laflf. 

The  king'is  fole  is  wont  to  crie  aloude, 
Whan  that  he  thinketh  a  woman  bereth  her  hie, 
So  longe  mote  ye  livin,  and  all  proude, 
Til  crow'is  fete  growin  undir  your  eie, 
And  fende  you  than  a  mirrour  in  to  prie 
Iti  which  that  ye  may  fe  your  face  a  morrowe  : 
Nece,  I  bid  him  wifhin  you  no  more  forowe. 

With  this  he  ftinte,  and  caft  adpune  the  bed, 
And  flie  began  to  breft  and  wepe  anone, 
And  faide,  Alas  for  wo  !  why  n'ere  I  died  ? 
For  of  this  world  the  faith  is  al  agone  : 
Alas  !  what  fhuldin  ftraunge  unto  me  done 
When  he  that  for  my  befte  frende  I  wende 
JRedith  me  love  who  fhulde  it  me  defende  J 

Alas  !  I  would  have  truftid  doutiles 
That  if  that  1  through  my  difavinture 
Had  lovid  eithir  him  or  Achilles, 
Hector,  or  any  othir  manir  creture. 
Ye  n'old  have  had  no  mercy  ne  mefure 
On  me,  but  alwaie  had  me  in  repreve  : 
This  falfe  worlde,  alas  !  who  may  it  leve  ? 

Wbat !  is  this  al  the  joy  and  al  the  feft  ? 
Is  this  your  rede  ?  is  this  my  biifsful  cas  ? 
•Is  this  the  very  mede  of  your  beheft  ? 
Is  this  al  paintid  proceffe  fai'd  (alas  !) 
Right  for  this  fine  ?  O  lady  mine  Pallas, 
Thou  in  this  di'edeful  cafe  for  me  purvey, 
For  fo  aftonied  am  I  that  I  dey. 

With  that  fhe  gan  ful  forowfully  to  fike  : 
Ah  !  may  it  be  no  bet  ?  (Quod  Pandarus) 
By  God  1  fhall  np  more  come  here  this  weke, 
And  God  to-forne,  that  am  miftruftid  thus  ; 
I  fe  wel  now  ye  fettin  lite  of  us  • 
Or  of  our  deth,  alas, !  I,  woful  wretche, 
Might  he  yet  live  of  me  were  nought  to  retche. 

O  cruil  god  of  Deth,  difpitous  Marte ! 
O  Furies  thre  of  hel !  on  you  \  crie, 
So  let  me  ner  out  of  this  houfe  departe 
Yf  that  I  ment  or  harme  or  vilanie ; 
But  fithe  I  fe  my  lorde  mote  nedis  die,        ^ 
And  I  with  him,  here  I  me  fhrive,  and  fey, 
That  wickidly  ye  done  us  bothe  to  dey. 
But  fithe  it  likith  you  that  I  be  ded, 
By  Neptunus,  that  god  is  of  the  Se, 
Fro  this  forthe  fhal  I  nevir  etin  bred 
Til  that  I  mine  own  hert'is  blode  maie  fe, 
For  certaine  I  wol  die  as  fone  as  he  : 
And  up  he  fterte,  and  on  his  way  he  raught, 
Til  fhe  againe  him  by  the  lappe  ycaught. 

Crefeide,  which  that  wel  nigh  ftarfe  for  fere, 
So  as  fhe  was  aye  the  moft  fcrefull  wight 
That  mightin  be,  and  herde  eke  with  her  ere, 
And  fawe  the  forowful  erneft  of  the  knight, 
<And  in  his  prayir  fa  we,  tke  non  unright, 


And  for  the  harme  eke  that  might  fallin  more, 
She  gan  to  rewe,  and  dredde  her  wondir  fore  i 

And  thus  fhe  thought ;  unhappis  fallin  thicks 
Al  day  for  love,  and  in  fuche  manir  caas 
As  men  ben  cruill  in  'hem  felfe  and  wicke  ; 
And  if  this  man  fie  here  hemfelfe,  ajas ! 
In  myprefence,  it  n'il  be  no  folas  : 
What  men  would  of  it  deme  I  can  nat  fay ; 
It  nedith  me  full  flighly  for  to  play. 

And  with  a  forowful  fighe-fhe  faide  thrie, 
Ah,  Lorde  !  me  is  betidde  a  fory  chaunce, 
For  mine  eftate  lieth  in  a  jeopardie, 
And  eke  mine  em'is  life  lieth  in  balaunce : 
But  natheleffe  with  Godd'is  govirnaunce 
I  fhal  fo  done  mine  honour  fhal  I  kepe, 
And  eke  his  life,  and  ftintin  for  to  wepes 

Of  barmis  tivo  the  leffe  is  for  to  cbefe  ; 
Yet  had  I  levir  makin  him  gode  there 
In  honour  than  mine  em'is  life  to  lefe ; 
Ye  faine  ye  nothing  ellis  me  requere. 
No,  wis,  (quod  he)  mine  owne  nece  fo  dcre  ! 
Now  wel,  (quod  fhe)  and  I  wol  don  my  paine  ; 
1  fhal  mine  herte  ayen  my  luft  conftraine. 

But  that  I  n'il  nat  holdin  him  honde, 
Ne  love  a  man,  that  can  I  naught  ne  may,  \ 
Ayenft  my  wil,  but  ellis  wol  I  foude, 
Mine  honour  fave,  plefe  him  fro  day  to  day  ; 
Therto  n'olde  I  not  onis  have  faide  nay 
But  that  I  dredde  as  in  my  fantafie  ; 
But  Cejfe  caufe  andaie  cffllth  maladie. 

But  here  I  make  a  proteftacion 
That  in  this  proceffe  if  ye  depir  go 
That  certainly  for  no  falvacion 
Of  you,  though  that  ye  ftervin  bothe  two, 
Though  al  the  worlde  on  o  dav  be  my  foj 
Ne  fhal  I  ner  on  him  have  othir  routhe. 
I  graunt  it  wel  (quod  Pandare)  by  my  trouthe. 

But  maie  I  truftin  well  to  you  (quod  he) 
That  of  this  thing  that  ye  han  hight  me  here 
Ye  woll  it  holdin  truely  unto  me  ? 
Ye,  doubtilefs,  quod  fhe,  myne  uncle  dere  ! 
Ne  that  I  fhall  have  caufe  in  this  matere 
(Quod  he)  to  plain  or  aftir  you  to  preche  ? 
Why  no,  parde  ;  what  nedith  more  fpeche  ? 

Tho  fellin  thei  in  othir  talis  glade, 
Till  at  the  laft,  O  gode  erne  !  (quod  fhe  tho) 
For  love  of  God,  whiche  that  us  bothe  ymade, 
Tell  me  how  firft  ye  wiftin  of  his  wo ; 
Wot  non  of  it  but  ye  ?  He  fayid  No. 
Can  he  well  fpeke  of  love,  (quod  fhe)  I  preie  ? 
Tell  me,  for  I  the  bet  fhall  me  purveie. 

Tho  Pandarus  a  litil  gan  to  fmile, 
And  fayid,  By  my  trouth  I  fhall  now  tell : 
This  othir  daie,  nat  gon  full  longe  while, 
Within  the-paleis  gardin  by  a  well 
Gan  he  and  I  well  halfe  a  daie  to  dwell, 
Right  tor  to  fpekin  of  an  ordinaunce 
How  we  the  Grekis  mightin  difavaunce  : 

Sone  after  that  begone  we  for  to  lepc 
And  caftin  with  our  dartis  to  and  fro, 
Till  at  the  laft  he  fayid  he  would  flepe, 
And  on  the  graffe  adoune  he  laied  him  tho ; 
Aud  I  aftir  gan  romin  to  and  fro, 
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Till  that  T  herd,  as 'I  walkid  alone, 
How  he  began  ful  wofuliy  to  grone. 

Tho  gan  I  ftalke  him  full  foftly  behinde, 
And  fikirly,  the  fothc  for  to  faine, 
As  I  can  clepe  ayen  now  to  my  minde, 
Right  thus  to  Love  he  gan  him  for  to  plain  : 
He  fay  id,  Lorde,  have  routh  upon  my  pain; 
All  have  I  ben  rebell  in  mine  entent, 
Now  fmca  culpa)  JLorde,  I  me  repent. 

O  God  \  that  at  thy  difpoficion 
I.edift  forth  the  fine  by  juft  purveiaunce 
Of  every  wight,  my  lowe  confeflion 
Accept  in  gre,  and  fende  me  foche  penaunce 
As  likith  the;  put  from  me  difperaunce, 
That  maie  my  ghoft  departe  alwaie  fro  the  : 
Thou  be  my  fliilde  for  thy  benignite. 

For  certis,  Lorde,  fo  fore  hath  fhe  me  wounded 
That  ftode  in  blacke  with  loking  of  her  eyen, 
That  to  mine  hert'is  botome  it  is  founded, 
Through  which  I  wot  that  I  muft  nedis  dien  ; 
This  is  the  worft,  I  dare  me  nought  bewrien, 
And  well  the  hotir  ben  the  gledis  rede 
That  men  *hem  wrien  with  afhin  pale  and  ded. 

\Vith  that  he  fmote  his  hedde  adoune  anone, 
And  gan  to  muttre  I  nat  what  truely, 
And  1  with  that  gan  ftill  awaie  to  gone, 
And  lete  thereof  as  nothing  wift  had  I, 
And  come  again  anon  and  ftode  him  by, 
And  faied,  Awake,  ye  flepin  all  to  long  ; 
It  femith  me  nought  that  Love  doth  you  wrong 

That  fiepin  fo  that  no  man  maie  you  wake ; 
\Vho  feie  evir  er  this  fo  dull  a  man  ? 
Ye,  frende,  (quod  lie)  doe  ye  your  hedd'isake 
For  love,  and  let  me  livin  as  I  can  : 
But  though  that  he  for  wo  was  pale  and  wan 
Yet  made  he  tho  as  frefhe  a.  countenaunce 
As  though  he  (hould  have  led  the  newe  daunce. 

This  paflid  forth  till  now  this  othir  daie 
It  fell  that  I  come  roming  all  alone 
Into  his  chambre,  and  founde  how  that  he  laic 
Upon  his  bedde ;  but  man  fo  fore  grone 
Nc  herd  I  nevir ;  and  what  was  his  mone 
Ne  wift  I  nought,  for  as  I  was  comming 
All  fodainly  he  left  his  complaining, 

Of  whiche  I  toke  fomewhat  fufp'ection, 
And  nere  I  come,  and  founde  him  wepe1  fore; 
And  God  fo  wife  be  my  falvacion 
As  I  had  nevir  routhe  of  nothing  more, 
For  neithir  with  engine  ne  with  no  lore 
jLJnnethis  might  I  fro  the  deth  him  kepe, 
That  yet  fele  I  mine  herte  for  him  wepe. 

And  God  wot  nevir  fith  that  I  was  borne 
Was  I  fo  bufle  no  man  for  to  preche, 
Ne  nevir  was  to  wight  fo  depe  yfworne,' 
Er  he  me  told  who  might  yben  his  Icche  ; 
But  not  to  you  reherfin  al  his  fpeche, 
Or  all  his  wofull  wordis  for  to  fowne, 
Ne  bid  me  nought,  but  ye  wojl  fe  me  fwone  ; 

But  for  to  fave  his  life,  and  ellis  nought, 
And  to  non  harm  of  you,  thus  am  1  driven  ; 
And  for  the  love  of  God  that  us  hath  wrought 
Soche  chere  him  doth  that  he  and  I  maie  liven. 
Now  have  I  plaj  to  you  mine  herte  ylhriven, 


And  fith  ye  wote  that  mine  entent  is  clene 
Take  hede  thereof,  for  none  evill  1  mene. 

And  right  gode  thrift  I  pray  to  God  have  ye 
That  han  foche  ,one  icaught  withoutin  net ; 
.And  be  ye  wife,  as  ye  be  faire  to  fe ; 
Well  in  the  ring  than  is  the  rubie  fet : 
There  werin  nevir  two  fo  well  imet 
Whan  ye  ben  his  all  whole  as  he  is  your  : 
The  mighty  God  us  grant  to  fe  that  hour ! 

Naie,  thereof  fpake  I  nat.     A  ha !  (quod  fhe) 
As  helpe  me  God  ye  fhendin  every  dele, 
A,  mercie,  dere  nece !  anon  (quod  he) 
What  fo  I  fpake  I  ment  it  nought  but  wele, 
By  Mars  the  god  that  helmid  is  of  ftele  : 
Now  beth  not  wroth,  my  blode,  my  nece  dere ! 
Now  well  (quod  flie)  foryevin  be  it  here. 

With  this  he  toke  his  leve,  and  home  he  went  > 
Ye,  Lorde,  how  he  was  glad  and  well  bigon ! 
Crefeide  arofe,  no  lengir  me  ne  ftent, 
But  ftreight  into  her  clofet  went  anon, 
And  fet  her  doune  as  ftill  as  any  ftone, 
And  every  worde  gan  up  and  doune  to  winde 
That  he  had  faied  as  it  came  her  to  minde. 

And  woxe  fomedele  aftonied  in  her  thought 
Right  for  the  new^  cafe  ;  but  whan  that  fhe 
Was  full  avifid,  tho  found  (he  right  nought 
Of  perill  why  that  fhe  oughte  aferde  be, 
For  man  maie  love  of  poffibilite 
A  woman  fo  that  his  herte  maie  to  breft 
And  fhe  nat  love  ayen  but  if  het  left. 

But  as  fhe  fat  alone  and  thoughte  thus, 
In  field  arofe  a  .{kirmifh  all  without, 
And  men  cried  in  the  ftrete,  Se  !  Troilus 
Hath  right  now  put  to  flight  the  Grekis  rout  i 
With  that  gonne  all  her  meine  for  to  fhout 
A !  go  we  fe;  caft  up  the  gatis  wide, 
For  through  this  ftrete  he  mate  to  paleis  ride, 

For  othir  waie  i*  fro  the  yatis  none 
Of  J)ardanus,  there  opin  is  the  cheine  : 
With  that  come  he  and  all  his  folke  anone 
And  efie  pace  riding  in  routis  tweine, 
Right  as  his  happie  daie  was  (fothe  to  feirie) 
For  whiche  men  faith  maie  not  diftourbid  be 
That  fhal  hetidin  of  neceffite. 

This  Troilus  fat  on  his  baie  ftede 
All  armid  fave  his  hedde  full  richily, 
And  woundid  was  his  horfe,  and  gan  to  b!e<Jc# 
On  whiche  he  rode  a  pace  full  foftily ; 
put  foche  a  knightly  fight,  lo  !  truily 
As  was  on  him  was  nat  withoutin  faile 
To  loke  on  Mars,  that  god  is  of  Battaile. 

So  like  a  man  of  armis  and  a  knight 
He  was  to  fene,  fulfilled  of  high  proweffe. 
For  bothe  he  had  a  bodie  and  a  might 
To  doen  that  thing  as  well  as  hardinefle, 
And  eke  to  fene  him  in  his  gere*  drefle, 
So  frefhe,  fo  yong,  fo  weldy,  femid  he, 
It  was  an  hevinpn  him  for  to  fe 

His  helme  to  hewiij  was  in  twentie  places, 
That  by  a  tiffue  hong  his  backe  behinde, 
His  fhelde  to  dafhed  with  fwerdis  and  with  mace?. 
In  whiche  men  might  many  an  arowe  finde 
That  thirlid  had  both  home,  andaerfe, 


Bckt  1L 


T  ROIL  US    AND 


And  aie  the  peple  cried,  Here  cometh  our  joie, 
And  next  his  brothir  holdir  up  of  Troie  ! 

For  which  he  wext  a  little  redde  for  fhame 
When  he  fo  herd  the  peple  on  him  crien. 
That  to  bcholde  it  was  a  noble  game 
Now  fobirliche  ne  caft  adoune  his  eyen,. 
Crefeide  anon  gan  all  his  chere  efpien, 
And  let  it  in  her  herte  fo  foftly  fmke 
That  to  her  felf  me  fayed,  Ho  !  give  me  drinke. 

For  of  her  owne  thought  (he  woxe  a'-  redde, 
Remembring  her  right  thus,  lo  !  this  is  he 
Whiche  that  mine  uncle  fwereth  he  mote  be  dedde 
But  I  on  him  have  mercie  and  pite  : 
And  with  that  ilke  thought  for  pure  fhame  fhe 
Gan  in  her  hedde  to  pull,  and  that  as  faft, 
While  he  and  all  the  peple  forth  by  paft  : 

And  gan  to  caft  and  rollin  up  and  doun 
Within  her  thought  his  excellent  proweffe, 
And  his  eftate,  and  alfo  his  renoun, 
His  witte,  his  Ihape,  and  eke  his  gentilnelTe  ; 
But  mofte  her  favour  was,  for  his  diftrefie 
Was  all  for  her,  and  thought  it  were  a  routh 
To  flaen  foche  one,  if  that  he  mente  trouth. 

Now  might  fome  envious  wight  janglin  thus, 
This  was  a  fodain  love ;  how  might  it  be 
That  fhe  fo  lightly  lovid  Troilus, 
Right  at  the  firft  fight  of  him  ?  Yea,  parde. 
Now  whofo  faied  fo  mote  he  nevir  the, 
For  every  thing  a  ginning  hath  it  nede 
Er  all  be  wrought  withoutin  any  dredc. 

For  I  faie  nat  that  fhe  fo  fodenly 
Yafe  him  her  love,  but  that  fhe  gan  encline 
To  liken'  him  tho,  and  I  have  told  you  why  j 
And  aftir  that  his  manhode  and  his  pine 
Made  love  within  her  herte  for  to  mine, 
For  whiche  by  procefle  and  by  gode  fervice 
He  wanne  her  love,  and  in  no  fodain  wife. 

And  alfo  blisful  Venus  wele  arayed 
Satte  in  her  fevinth  houfe  of  hevin  tho 
Difpofid  wele,  and  with  afpe<ftis  payed, 
To  helpin  fely  Troylus  of  his  wo ; 
And,  fothe  to  fayne,  fhe  n'as  nat  all  a  foe 
To  Troylus  in  hys  natyvyte, 
God  wote  that  wele  the  fonir  fpedin  he. 

Now  let  us  ftinte  of  Troilus  a  throwe, 
That  ridith  forth,  and  let  us  tonrne  faft 
Unto  Crefeide,  that  heng  her  hedde  full  lowe 
There  as  fhe  fatte  alone,  and  gan  to  caft 
Wherou  fhe  would  apoind  her  at  the  laft, 
\f  it  fo  were  her  eme  ne  would  yceffe 
For  TroiJus  upon  her  for  to  preffe. 

And,  Lorde  !  fo  fhe  gan  in  her  thought  argue. 
In  this  matter  of  whiche  I  have  you  told, 
And  what  to  doen  beft  were,  and  what  efchue, 
That  platid  fhe  ful  oft  in  many  fold ; 
Now  was  her  herte  warme,  now  was  it  cold  ; 
And  what  fhe  thought  of  fomwhat  fhal  1  write 
As  mine  amfthcur  liftith  to  me  t'  endite. 

She  thought  wele  firft  that  Troilus  perfon 
She  knewe  by  fight,  and  eke  his  gentilncffe, 
And  thus  fhe  faid,  All  were  it  nought  to  doen 
To  graunt  him  love,  yet  for  his  worthineffe 
It  wer  honor  with  plaie  and  with  gladnefie 
Vol.  I. 
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In  honefte  with  fuch  a  lorde  to  <$e\€ 
For  mine  eftate  and  allb  for  his  hele. 

Eke  well  wote  I  my  king's  fonne  is  he, 
And  fith  he  hath  to  fe  me  foche  delite, 
If  I  would  utterliche  his  fight  yflie, 
Par'aventure  he  might  have  me  in  difpite, 
Thorough  whiche  I  might  ftondin  in  worfc  plite  ;. 
Now  were  I  not  wife  me  hate  to  purchacc, 
Withoutin  nede,  there  I  maie  ftand  in  grace. 

In  every  thing  I  wot  there  lieth  mefurc  ; 
For  though  a  man  forbidith  dronkinefle, 
He  nought  forbiddith  that  every  creture 
Be  drinkileffe  for  alwaie,  as  I  gefle  ; 
Eke  fithe  I  wot  for  me  is  his  diftrefle 
I  ne  ought  not  for  that  thing  him  difpife, 
Sith  it  is  fo  he  menith  in  gode  wife. 

And  eke  I  knowe  of  longe1  time  agone 
His  thewis  gode,  and  that  he  n'is  not  nice, 
No  yauntour  faine  men  certain  he  is  none3 
To  wife  is  he  to  dbcn  fo  grete  a  vice, 
Ne  als  I  n'ill  him  nevir  fo  cherice 
That  he  fhall  make  a  vaunt  by  jufte  caufe; 
He  fhall  me  nevir  binde  in  foche  a  claufe. 

Now  fet  a  cafe,  the  hardift  is  iwis, 
Men  mightin  demin  that  he  lovith  me ; 
What  difhonour  were  it  unto  me  this  ? 
Maie  I  him  let  of  that  ?  why  naie,  parde  ; 
I  knowe  alfo,  and  alwaie  here  and  fe, 
Men  lovin  women  al  this  toune  about ; 
Be  thei  the  wers  ?  why  naie,  withoutin  doubt; 

I  thinke  eke  how  he  worthy  is  to  have 
Of  all  this  noble  toune  the  thriftyift 
That  woman  is,  if  fhe  her  honour  fave, 
For  out  and  out  he  is  the  worthyift 
Save  only  Hector,  whiche  that  is  the  beft  ; 
And  yet  his  life  lieth  all  now  in  my  cure  : 
But  foche  is  love^  and  eke  mint  avinture. 

Ne  me  to  love  a  wondir  is  it  nought, 
For  w  ell  wote  I  my  felf,  fo  God  me  fpede, 
All  woll  I  that  no  man  wift  of  this  thought, 
I  am  one  of  the  fairift  out  of  drede. 
And  godelyift,  who  fo  that  takith  nede, 
And  fo  men  faine,  in  all  the  toune  of  Trtue  3 
What  wondir  is  though  he  of  me  have  joie  ? 

I  am  mine  owne  woman,  well  at  efc, 
I  thanke  it  God,  as  aftir  mine  eftate, 
Right  yong,  and  ftond  untied  in  luftie  lefe, 
Withoutin  jeloufie,  and  foche  debate  ; 
Shall  no  hufbonde  faine  unto  me  Checke  mates 
For  either  thei  ben  full  of  jeloufie, 
Or  maiftirfull,  or  lovin  novelrie. 

What  fhall  I  doen  ?  to  what  fine  live  I  thus  I 
Shall  I  not  love  in  cafe  if  that  me  left  ? 
What  ?  pardieux  I  am  not  religious  ; 
And  though  that  I  mine  herte  fet  at  reft 
Upon  this  knight,  that  is  the  worthieft, 
And  kepe  alwaie  mine  honor  and  my  name, 
By  all  right  it  maie  doe  to  me  no  fhame. 

But  right  as  whan  the  funne  fhinith  brighr 
In  March,  that  chaungith  oftintime  his  face, 
And  that  a  cloud  ia  put  with  winde  to  flight 
Whiche  ovirfprat  the  funne  as  for  a  fpace, 
A  cloudy  thought  gan  through  her  foul<}  pace 
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That  ovirfpradde  her  brighte  thoughtis  all, 
So  that  for  fere  a  mofte  fhe  gan  to  fall. 

That  thought  was  this ;  Alas !  fith  I  am  fre 
Should  I  now  love  and  put  in  jeopardie 
Ivly  fikirneffe,  and  thrallin  liberte  ? 
Alas !  how  durft  I  thinkin  that  folie  ? 
Maie  I  not  well  in  othir  folke  afpie 
Ther  dredfull  joie,  ther  tonftreint  and  ther  paiii  ? 
Ther  lovith  non  that  ne  hath  why  to  plain  ? 

For  love  is  yet  the  mofte  ftormie  life 
Right  of  himfelf  that  evir  was  begonne, 
For  ever  fottae  miftruft  or  fome  nice  ftrife 
There  is  in  love,  fome  cloud  ovir  the  funne ; 
Thereto  we  wretchid  women  nothing  conne 
Whan  us  is  wo  but  wepe,  and  fit,  and  thinke  : 
Our  wretche  is  this,  our  owne  wo  to  drinke. 

Alfo  thefe  wickid  tonguis  ben  fo  preft 
To  fpeke  us  harme,  eke  men  ben  fo  untrue, 
That  right  anon  as  ceflid  is  ther  left 
So  ceffith  love,  and  forth  to  love  anewe  : 
But  Harme  adoe  is  doen,  ivbofo  it  rue  ; 
For  though  thefe  men  for  love  'hem  firft  to  rehde, 
Fulljbarp  beginning  brekitb  ofte  at  ende. 

How  oftin  time  hath  it  yknowin  ben 
The  trefon  that  to  women  hath  be  doe  ! 
To  what  fine  is  foche  love  I  can  not  fene,^ 
Or  where  becomith  it  whan  it  is  go 
There  is  no  wight  that  wote  I  trowe  fo ; 
Wher  it  becbmeth  lo  no  wight  on  it  fporneth ; 
That  erft  was  nothing  into  nothing  turneth*     - 

How  bufie  (if  I  love)  eke  muft  I  be 
To  plefm  'hem  that  jangle'  of  love  and.deme, 
And  coyen  'hem  that  thei  faie  no  harm  of  me  ! 
For  though  there  be  no  caufe  yet  'hem  may  feme 
Al  be  for  harme  that  folke  ther  frendis  queme ; 
And  who  maie  ftoppin  every  wickid  tong 
Or  foune  of  bellis  while  that  thei  ben  rong  ? 

And  after  that  her  thought  gan  for  to  clere, 
And  faied,  He  ivhiche  tbat  nothing  undirtaketb 
Nothing  achevitb,  be  him  lotb  or  dere  ; 
And  with  an  pthir  thought  her  hert  yquaketh  ; 
Than  flepith  hope,  and  aftir  drede  awaketh  ; 
Now  hote  now  cold  :  but  thus  betwixin  twey 
She  rift  her  up  and  went  her  for  to  pley. 

Adoune  the  ftaire  anon  right  tho  fhe  went 
Into  her  gardine,  with  her  hlfecis  thre, 
And  up  and  doun  thei  madiri  many'  a  went 
Flexippe'  and  fhe,  Tarbe'  and  Antigone, 
To  playin,  that  it  joie  was  to  fe, 
And  othir  of  her  women  a  grete  rout 
Her  folowed  in  the  gardine  all  about. 

Thisyerde  was  large,  and  railed  al  the  aleyes, 
And  fhadowed  wel  with  blob'omy  bowis  grene, 
And  benchid  newe,  and  fondid  all  the  weyes, 
In  whiche  fhe  walkith  arme  in  arme  betwene, 
Till  at  the  laft  Antigone  the  fhene 
Gan  on  a  Trojan  fong  to  fingin  clerc, 
That  it  an  hevin  was  her  voice  to  here. 

She  faied,  O  Love  !  to  whom  I  have  and  fhal 
Ben  humble  fubjed,  true  in  mine  entent, 
As  I  beft  can  to  you,  Lorde,  yeve  I  all 
For  evirmore  mine  hert'is  love  to  rent, 
For  nevir  yet  thy  grace  to  no  wight  font 
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So  blifsfull  caufe  as  me,  my  life  to  lede 
In  allt-  joie  and  furetie  out  of  drede. 

The  blifsful  God  hath  me  fo  well  befet 
In  love  iwis,  that  all  that  berith  life 
Imaginin  ne  could  how  to  be  bet ; 
For,  Lorde,  withoutin  jeloufie  or  ftrife 
I  love  one  whiche  that  mofte  is  ententife 
To  fervin  well,  unwerily'  or  unfained, 
That  evir  was,  and  left  with  harme  diftained, 

As  he  that  is  the  well  of  worthineffe, 
Of  trouth  the  ground,  mirrour  of  godelihedde,     ; 
Of  wit  Apollo,  ftone  of  fikirneffe, 
Of  virtue  rote,  of  lufte  findir  and  hedde, 
Thorough  whiche  is  all  forowe  fro  me  dedde : 
Iwis  I  love  him  beft,  fo  doeth  he  me  -T 
Now  gode  thrift  have  he  where  fo  er  he  be ; 

Whom  fhould  I  thankin  but  you,  god  of  Lover 
Of  all  this  bliffe  in  whiche  to  bathe  I  ginne  ? 
And  thankid  be  ye,  Lorde,  for  that  I  love  : 
This  is  the  righte  life  that  I  am  inne, 
To  flemin  all  manir  of  vice  and  fmne  ; 
This  doeth  me  fo  to  vertue  for  to'  entende 
That  daie  by  daie  Tin  my  wiM  amende. 

And  who  that  faieth  that  for  to  love  is  vice 
Or  thraWome,  though  he  fele  in  it  diftrefle, 
He  either  is  envious  or  right  nice* 
Or  is  unmightie  for  his  fhreudenefle 
To  lovin ;  for  foche  manir  folke  I  gefTe 
Diffamin  Love  as  nothing  of  him  knowe  ; 
They  fpeke  of  Love,  but.  nevir  bent  his  bowe. 
What  is  the  funrie  worfe  of  his  kinde  right 
'Though  that  a  man  for  febleffe  of  his  eyen 
Maie  not  endure  on  it  to  fe  for  bright  ? 
Or  love  the  worfe  that  wretchis  on  it  crien  ? 
No  wele  is  worth  that  maie  no  forowe  drien; 
And  forthy,  Who  that  hath  an  bedds  of-verre 
fro  cajl  gfftonit  ivare  h'nn  in  the  ijuerre* 

But  I  with  al  mine  herte  and  all  my  might, 
As  I  have  faied,  woll  love  unto  my  laft 
My  owne  dere  herte,  and  all  mine  owne  knight, 
In  whiche  mine  herte  ygrowin  is  fo  faft, 
And  his  in  me,  that  it  fhall  evir  laft  : 
All  did  1  dred  at  firft  to  love  begin 
Now  wote  I  well  there  is  no  pain  therein. 

And  of  her  fong  right  with  that  worde  fhe  ftent, 
And  therewithall,  Now  nece  (quod  Crefdde) 
Who  made  this  fong  now  with  fo  gode  entent  ? 
Antigone,  anfwerde  anon,  and  faide, 
Madame,  iwis  it  was  the  godelyift  rnaide, 
Of  grete  eftate,  in  all  the  toune  of  Troie, 
Who  led  her  life  in  mofte  honour  and  joie. 

Forfothe  fo  it  yfemith  by  her  fong, 
Quod  tho  Crefeide,  and  gan  therwith  to  fike, 
And  fayid,  Lorde  !  is  there  foche  blifle  emong 
Thefe  lovirs,  as  thei  can  fo  faire  endite  ? 
Ye,  wiffe,  quod  frefhc  Antigone  the  white, 
For  all  the  folke  that  have  or  ben  on  live 
Ne  couldin  well  the  blifle  of  love  difcrive. 
But  wenin  ye  that  every  wretche  wote 
The  parfite  bliffe  of  love  ?  why  naie,  iwis; 
Thei  wenin  all  be  love  if  one  be  hote ; 
Do'  waie,  do'  waie  !  thei  wote  nothing  of  this  :- 
Men  mote  aikin  of  fain&is  if  it  is 
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Ought  faire  in  hevcnr  and  why?  for  thei  can  tell ; 
And  afkin  fendes  if  it  be  foule  in  heJl  ? 

Creleide  unto  the  purpofe  nought  anfwerde, 
But  faied,  l\vis  it  woil  be  night  asfafte  ; 
But  every  worde  whiche  that  file  o'f  her  herde 
She  gan  to  printin  in  her  herte  fafte, 
And  aie  gan  love  her  lafle  for  to  agafte 
Than'  it  did  erft;  and  finkin  in  her  hertej 

it  fhe  wax  fomwhat  able  to  converte. 
The  day'is  honour  and  the  heven'is  eye, 
ic  night'is  foe,  all  this  clepe  1  the  fonne, 

weftrin  fait,  and  dounwatd  for  to  wrie; 
he  that  had  his  day'is  cburfe  irorme, 
white  thingis  woxin  all  dimme  and  donne 
lackc  of  light,  arid  fterris  for  to  apere, 
it  fhe  and  all  her  folke  in  went  ifere. 
So  wnah  it  likid  her  to  gon  to  refte, 

roidid  weriri  thei  that  voidin  ought; 
ic  fuyid,  that  to  flepin  well  her  lefte  ; 
Her  women  fone  unto  her  bedde  her  brought : 
Whan  al  was  huih't,than  laie  fhe  ilil  and  thought 
Of  all  this  thing  the  manir  and  the  wife  ; 
Reherce  it  nedith  not,  for  ye  ben  wife. 

A  nightingale  upon  a  cedre  grene 
(jndir  the  chambir  wall  there  as  fhe  laie 
Full  loude  yfong  ayen  the  mone  fhene, 
Par'aventure  in  his  bird'is  wife  a  laie 
Of  love,  that  made  her  herte  freflie  and  gait ; 
That  herkenid  fhe  fo  long  in  gode  entent 
Till  at  the  laft  the  decide  flepe  her  hcnt* 

And  as  fhe  flept  anon  right  tho  her  met 
How  that  an  egle,  fethered  white  as  bone, 
Undir  her  breft  hislonge  clawis  let, 
And  out  her  herte  he  rent,  and  that  anon, 
And  did  his  herte  into  her  breft  to  gon, 
Of  which  fhe  riought  agrofe  ne  nothing  fmerfy 
And  forthe  he  flyitfa  with  herte  left  for  hert. 
Now  let  her  flepe,  and  we  our  talis  holde 
Of  Troilus,  that  is  to  paleis  ridden 
Fro  the  fcarmifhe  of  the  whiche  I  have  tolde,^ 
And  in  his  chambir  fate  and  hath  abidden 
Til  two  or  thre  of  his  meffangirs  yeden 
For  Pandarns,  and  foughtin  him  full  faf£ 
Til  thei  him  fbund,  and  brought  him  at  the  laft.' 

This  Pandarus  came  leping  in  at  ones, 
And  fayid  thus,  Who  hath  ben  well  ibete 
To  daie  with  fwerdis  and  with  flonge  ftones 
But  Troilus,  that  hath  caught  him  an  hete  ? 
And  gan  to  jape,  and  faied,  Lorde  how  ye  fwete ! 
But  rife  and  let  us  foupe  and  go  to  refte  : 
And  he  anfwerde  him,  Doe  we  as  the  lefte. 

With  all  the  haft  godely  as  thei  might 
Thei  fped  'hem  fro  the  foupir  and  to  bedde, 
And  every  wight  out  at  the  dore  him  dight, 
And  wher'  him  lift  upon  his  waie  he  fped, 
But  Troilus  thought  that  his  herte  bledde 
For  wo  til  that  he  herde  fome  tiding, 
And  fayid,  Frende,  fhall  I  now  wcpe  or  fing  ? 
(Quod  Pandarus)  Be  ftill  and  let  me  flepe, 
And  doe'  on  thy  hode,  thine  nedis  fpedde  ybe, 
And  chefe  if  thou  wok  fing,  or  daunce,  or  lepe  : 
At  fhort  wordis,  thou  flialt  trowe  all  by  me, 
For,  9ir,  my  nece  woll  doin  well  by  the, 
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And  love  the  beft,  by  God  an4  by  my  trothe, 
But  lacke  of  purfute  marre  it  in  thy  ilothe. 
For  thus  ferforth  I  have  thy  werke  begon 
Fro  daie  to  daie,  till  this  daie  by  the  morowe 
Her  love  of  frendfhip  have  I  to  the  won, 
And  therto  hath  fhe  laid  her  faith  to  borow; 
Algate  o  fote  is  hameled  of  thy  forowe  : 
What  fhould  I  lengir  fermon  of  it  holde  ? 
As  ye  have  herd  before  all  he  him  tolde.. 

But  right  as  fiouris  through  the  cold  of  night 
Iclolid  fcoupin  in  ther  ftalkis  lowe, 
Redreffin^hem  ayen  the  funne  bright, 
And  fpredin  in  ther  kinde  courfe  by  rowe, 
Right  fo  gan  tho  his  eyin  up  to  throwe 
This  Troilus,  and  faied,  O  Venus  dere  ! 
Thy  might,  thy  grace,  iheried  be  it  here. 

And  to.  Pandare  he  held  up  both  his  hondes, 
And  fayid,  Lorde,  all  thine  be  that  I  have, 
For  I  am  whole,  and  broftin  ben  my  bondes  : 
A  thoulande  Troyis  who  fo  that.me  yave 
Eche  aftir  otliir,  God  fo  wis  me  fave, 
Ne  might  not  me  fo  gladin  :  lo !  mine  hert 
It  fpredith  fo  for  joie  it  woll  to  ftcrte. 

But,  Lorde",  how  fhall  I  doen  ?  how  fhall  I  liVen  ? 
Whau  fhall  I  next  my  own  dere  herte  yfe  ? 
How  fhall  this  Ibnge  time  awaie  'be  driven 
Til  that  thou  be  ayen  at  her  fro  me  ? 
Thou  maieft  anfwere, Abide,  abide;  but  He 
That  bangith  by  the  necks,  the  fothe  to  faine, 
In  grtte  difefe  abiditb  for  tfjt  faint. 

All  efily  now,  for  the  love  of  Marte, 
(Quod  Pandarus)  for  everything  hath  time, 
So  long  abide  till  that  the  night  dep.arte, 
For  all  fo  fikir  as  thou  Heft  here  by'  me, 
And  God  toforne,  I  woll  be  there  at  prime, 
And  for  thy  werkc  fomwhat  as  I  fhall  faie, 
Or  on  fome  othir  wight  this  charge  laie. 

For  parde  God  wot  I  have  evir  yet 
Ben  redy  the  to  ftrve,  and  to  this  night 
tfave  I  riot  fainid,  but  emforthe  my  wit 
Doen  all  thy  luft,  and  fhal  with  al  my  might  5 
Doe  now  as  I  fhall  faine,  and  fare  artght  j 

d  if  thou  n'llte,  wite  all  thy  felfe  the  'care  : 
Ori  me  is  nought  along  thine  evill  fare. 
f  wote  well  that  thou  wiiir  art  than  I 
A  thoulande  felde  ;  but  if  I  were  as  thou, 
God  helpc  me  fo,  as  I  would  uttirly 
light  of  mine  owne  honde  write  to  her  now 
A  lettir,  in  whiche  I  would  telle  her  how 
farde  amilTe,  and  her  befeche  of  routh  : 
fow  helpe  thy  felf,  arid  leve  it  for  no  flouth. 
And  I  my  felf  fhall  therwith  to  her  gon, 
And  whan  thou  woft  that  1  am  with  her  there. 
iVorthe  thou  up  on  a  conrfir  right  anon, 
Te  hardily,  and  that  in  tjiy  beft  gere, 
And  ride  forth  by  the  place  as  naught  ne  were, 

nd  thou  fhalt  finde  us  (if  I  maie)  fitting 
At  fome  windowe  into  the  ftrcte  loking. 
And  if  the  lift  than  maieft  thou  us  faine, 
.nd  upon  me  make  thou  thy  countenaunce, 
ut  by  thy  life  beware,  and  faft  efchue 
To  tarien  ought ;  God  fhild  us  fro  mifchaunce  1 
tide  forth  thy  waie  and  hold  thy  jovirnauncc ; 
Zij 
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And  we  filall  fpeke  of  the  fomwhat  I  trow, 
Whan  thou  art  gon,  to  doe  thine  eris  glow. 

Touching  thy  Icttir,  thou  art  wife  inough ; 
I  wot  thou  n'ilte  it  deigneliche  endite 
As  make  it  with  thefe  argumentis  toughr 
Ne  fcriven-like,  or  craftily  it  write ; 
Beblotte  it  with  thy  tens  eke  alite, 
And  if  tnou1  write  a  godely  worde  all  foft,. 
Though  it  be  gode  reherce  it  not  to  oft : 

For  though  that  the  beft  harpour  upon  live 
tV'ould  on  thebefte  founitl  jolly  harpe 
That  evir  was  with  all  his  fingirs  five 
Toucheaie  o  ftring.,  or  aie  o  warble  harpe^ 
Were  his  naillis  poincStid  nevir  fb  fharpe, 
It  fhuldc  makin  every  wight  to  dull 
To  here  his  gle  and  of  his  ftrokis  full. 

Ne  jombre  no  difcordaunt  thing  ifere, 
As  thusj,to  ufm  termis  of  phifike  -r 
In  lov'is  termis-  holde  of  thy  matere 
The  forme  alwaie,  and  doe  that  it  be  like  j, 
For  if  a  paintir  would  ypainte  a  pike 
With  aff 'is  fete,  and  heddid  as  an  ape, 
It  cordith  not,  fo  were  it  but  a  japs. 

This  counfaile  likid  well  to,  Troilus, 
But  as  a  dredfull  lovir  he  faied  this; 
Alas!   my  derebrothir  Pandarus  i 
I  am  afhamid  for  to  write  iwis, 
Left  of  mine  ignorance  I  faied  amisy 
Or  that  fhe  n'olde  it  for  difpite  receve  j 
Than  wer  I  ded,.  there  might  it  nothing  weve- 

To  that  Pandare  anfsverid,  If  the  left 
Doe  that  I  faie,  and  let  me  therewith  gon, 
For,  by  that  Lorde  that  foimid  eft  and  weft, 
I  hope  of  it  to  bring  anfwefe  anon 
Right  of  her  hondr  and  if  that  thou  n'ilte  noa 
Let  be^andforie  mote  he  ben  his  live' 
Ayenft  thy  luft  that  helpith  the  to  thrive. 

(Quod  Troilus)  Depardieux  1  afient  j 
Sithe  that  the  lifte  I  woll  arife  and  write,. 
And  hlifsfuli  God,  praie  kwith  gode  eutent 
The  viage  and  lettir  I  fhall  endite 
So  fpede  it,  and  thou  Minerva;  the  White 
Yeve  rhoU-me  witte  my  lettir  to  devife  ;; 
And  fet  him  dcun, and  wrote  right  in  this  wife.. 

Firft  he  gan  her  his  right  ladie  to  call, 
His  hert'is  life,  his  luft,, his  forowe"s  leche, 
His  blifle,  and  eche  thefe  othir  termis  all 
That  In  foche  cafe  ye  lovirs  alle  feche, 
And  in  full  humble  wife,  as  in  his  fpeche*. 
He  gan  him  recommaunde  unto  her  grace ; 
To  tell  all  how  itafkith  mokill  fpace. 

And  aftir  this  full  lowly  he  her  praied 
To  be  nought  wrothe  though  he  of  his  folic 
So  bardie  was  to  her  to  write,  and  faied 
That  love  it  made,  or  ellis  muft  he  die, 
AndpitouCy  gan  mercie  for  to  crie  ; 
And  afur.that  he  faied  (and  lied  fullloude) 
Himfelf  was- little  vvorthre,  and  lafie  he  coud, 

And  that  ihe  would  have  his  conning  excikcd, 
That  litil  was ;  and  eke  lie  dradde  her  fo, 
And  his  unwor-thincfle  aie  he  accufed  j 
And  aftir  that  than  gan  he  tel  hijs  wo  j 
But -that  w*s  eadskfie  \vithoutin  ho  j. 


And  faid,  he  would  in  trouth  alway  him  holde, 
And  redde  it  ovre%  and  gan  the  lettre  folde  : 

And  with  his  fake  teris  gan  he  bathe 
The  ruby  in  his  fignet,  and  it  fette 
Upon  the  wexe  delivirliche  and  rathe, 
Therwith  a  thoufande  timis  er  he  lette 
He  krfte  the  lettre  whair  he  had  itfhette, 
And  faide,  Lettre,  abKsful  deftine 
The  fhapin  is  ;  my  lady  fhal:  the  fe  ! 

This  Pandare  toke  the  lettre,  and  betimc 
A  morowe  to  his  nec'is  paleis  fterte, 
And  faft  he  fwore  that  it  was  paffid  prime, 
And  gan  to  jape,  and  faide,  Iwis  mine  herte 
So  frelhe  it  is  (although  it  fore  finer te) 
1  maie  nat  flepe  nevir  a  May'is  morowe> 
I  have  ajoly  wo,  a  lufty  ferowe. 

Crefeide,  whan  that  fhe  her  uncle  herde, 
With  dredeful  herte,  and  defirous  to  here 
The  caufe  of  his  comming,  right  thus  anfwerde  ; 
Now  by  your  faith,  mine  uncle  (quod  fhe)  derel 
What  manir  windis  gidith  you  now  here  ? 
Tell  us  your  joly  wo  and  your  penaunce  ; 
How  ferforth  be  ye  put  in  lov'is  daunce  ? 

By  God  (quod  he)  I  hop  alwaie  beliinde, 
And  fhe  to  laugh  as  though  her  herte  to  brefte* 
(QuoS  Pandarus)  Lokeaiwaie  that  ye  finde 
Game  in  mine  hoder  but  herkeneth  if  you  left  ; 
Ther  is  right  now  come  to  the  toune  a  geft, 
A  Greke  efpie,  and  tellith  newe  thinges, 
For  whiche  I  come  to  tell  you  newe  tidinges. 

Into  the  gardia  go  we',  and  ye  flial  here 
Al  privily  of  this  a  long  fermoun. 
With  that  thei  wentin  arme  in  arme  ifere 
Into  the  gardin  fro  the  chambre  doun  ; 
And  what  that  he  fo  ferre  was  that  the  foun 
Of  that  which  he  fpake  no  man  herin  might 
He  faid  her  thus,,  and  out  the  lettir  plight  i 

Lo  !  he  that  is  al  wholly  your'is  fre 
Him  reconimauudith  lowly  to  your  grace, 
And  tent  to  you  this  letter  here  by  me  ; 
Avifith  you  on  it  whan  ye  han  fpace, 
And  of  feme  godely  anfwere  you  purchacc, 
Or  helpe  me  God  fo,  plainely  for  to  faines 
He  maie  not  longe  livin  for  his  pairie. 

Ful-  dredefully  tho  gan  Ihe  ftondin  ftil, 
And  toke  it  not,  but  all  her  humble  chcre 
Gan  for  to  chaungin,.  and  faid,  Scripe  nor  bi!3 
For  love  of  God,  that  touchith  fuch  matere, 
Ne  bring  me  none  ;,  and  alfo,  uncle  dere  I 
To  mine  eftate  have  more  regarde  I  pray 
Than  to  his  luft  :  what  fhouklin  I  more  fay? 

And  lokith  now  if  this  be  refo-'nable, 
And  lettith  not  for  favour  ne  for  flouthe  ; 
To  faine  a  fothe,  now  is  it  convenable 
To  mine  eftate,  by  God  and  by  my  trouth S3 
To  take  it,  or  to  navin  of  him  routhe 
In  harming  of  my  felfe  or  in  repreve  ? 
Beare  it  ayen  for  him  that  ye  on  Leve. 

This  Pandarus  gan  on  her  for  to  ftare, 
And  fayid,  Now  is  this  the  gretift  wondef 
That  evir  1  fawe;  let  be  this  nice  fare  : 
To  dethe  mote  I  fmittin  be  with  thonder 
Yf  for  tae  cite  whiche  that  ftondith  yonder' 
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Would  I  a  lettir  to  -you  bring  or  take 

To  harme  of  you  :  what  lift  you  thus  it  make  ? 

But  thus  ye  farin  well  nigh  all  and  fome, 
That  he  that  moft  deiirith  you  to  ferve 
Of  him  ye  retchin  left  where  he  become, 
And  whethir  that  he  live  or  ellis  fterve ; 
But  for  al  that,  that  cr  I  maie  deferve 
Refufe  it  not,  (quod  he)  and  hente  her  faft, 
And  in  her  bofome  doune  the  lettir  thraft, 

And  faid  her,  Now  caft  it  awaie  anon 
That  folke  maie  fene  and  gaurin  on  us  twey. 
(Quod  fhe)  I  can  abide  till  thei  be  gon  ; 
And  gan  to  fmile,  and  faid  him,  Erne,  I  pray 
.Suche  anfwere  as  you  lift  your  felfe  purvey, 
For  truily  I  wol  no  lettir  write. 
No,  than  wol  I,  (quod  he)  fo  ye  endite. 

Therwith  fhe  lough,  and  fayid,  Go  we  dine; 
And  he  gan  at  himfelfe  to  japin  fafte, 
And  fayid,  Nece,  I  have  fo  gret  a  pine 
For  love,  that  everiche  othir  dale  I  fafte  ; 
And  gan  his  befie  japis  forth  to  cafte, 
And  made  her  fo  to  laugh  at  his  folie 
That  flic  for  laughtir  wenid  for  to  die. 

And  whan  that  fhe  was  comen'  into  the  hall 
Now  eme,  (quod  fhe)  we  wol  go  dine  anon  ; 
And  gan  fome  of  her  women  to  her  call, 
And  ftreight  into  her  chambre  gan  fhe  gone ; 
But  of  her  befineflis  this  was  one 
Amongis  othir  thingis,  out  of  drede 
Ful  privily  this  lettir  for  to  rede. 

Avifid  word  by  word  in  every  line, 
And  founde  no  lacke  ;  fhe  thought  he  coude  his 
And  put  it  up,  and  went  her  in  to  dine ;      [gode, 
And  Pandarus,  that  in  a  ftudie  ftode, 
Er  he  was  ware  fhe  toke  him  by  the  hode, 
And  fayid,  Ye  were  caught  er  that  ye  wifte. 
I  vouchfafe,  (quod  he)  do  whatere  you  lift*. 

Tho  wifhin  thei,  and  fet  Tiem  doune  and  ete ; 
And  aftir  none  ful  flighly  Pandarus 
Gan  draw  him  to  the  windowe  nie  the  ftrete, 
And  fayid,  Nece,  who  hath  arayid  thus 
The  yondir  houfe  that  fhnte  aforyene  us  ? 
Which  houfe  ?  (quod  fhe)  and  gan  for  to  beholde, 
And  knewe  it  wel,  and  whofe  it  was  him  tolde  : 

And  fellin  forthe  in  fpcche  of  thingis  fmale, 
And  fatin  in  the  windowe  bothe  twey. 
Whan  Pandarus  fawe  time  unto  his  tale, 
And  fuwe  well  that  her  folke  wer  al  awey, 
Now,  nece  mine,  tel  on  (quod  he)  I  prey  ; 
How  likith  you  the  lettre  that  ye  wot  ? 
Can  he  thereon  ?  for  by  my  trouth  I  n'ot. 

Therwith  al  rofy  hewid  tho  woxe  fhe, 
And  gan  to  hum,  and  fayid,  So  I  trowe. 
Aqnite  him  wel  for  Godd'is  love  (quod  he) 
My  felfe  tomedis  woll  the  lettre  fowe, 
And  helde  his  hondis  up,  and  fell  on  knowe, 
Nowe  gode  nece,  be  it  nevir  fo  lite, 
Ycve  me  the  labour  it  to  fowe  and  plite. 

Ye,  for  I  can  fo  writin  (quod  flie)  tho, 
And  eke  I  n'ot  what  I  fhould  to  him  fay. 
Naic,  nece,  quod  Pandarus,  faie  you  not  fo, 
Yet  at  the  left  ythoukith  him  I  pray 
Of  his  gode  will,    Q  doth  him  nut  to  dey ! 


Now  for  the  love  of  me,  my  nece  dere  ! 
Refufith  not  at  this  time  my  praiere. 

Depardieux!  (quod  fhe)  God  leve  al  be  wele; 
God  helpe  me  fo  this  is  the  firft  lettre 
That  er  I  wrote,  ye  al  or  any  dele  : 
And  into'  a  clofet  for  to'  avife  her  bettre 
She  went  alone,  and  gan  her  herte  unfettre 
Out  of  Difdain'is  prifon  but  a  lite, 
And  fet  her  doun  and  gan  a  lettre  write, 

Of  whiche  to  tel  in  fhorte  is  mine  entent 
Th*  effe&e  as  ferr-e  as  I  can  undirftonde  : 
She  thonkid  him  of  al  that  he  wel  ment 
Towardis  her,  but  holdin  him  in  hende 
She  n'olde  not,  ne  makin  her  felvin  bonde 
In  love,  but  as  hisfuftir  him  to  plefe 
She  would  aie  faine  to  done  his  hert  an  efei 

She  fhette  it,  >and  to  Pandare  in  gan  gon 
There  as  he  fat  and  lokid  into  ftrete, 
And  doun  fhe  fet  her  by  him  on  a  ftone 
Of  jafpre',  upon  a  quisfhen  of  gnide  ibete, 
And  faid,  As  wifely  helpe  me  God  the  gret« 
I  nevir  did  a  tiling  with  more  paine 
Than  write  this,  to  the  which  ye  me  conftraitie. 

A«d  toke  it  him  :  he  thonkid  her,  and  feide, 
God  wot  of  thing  ful  oftin  lothe  begonne 
Comith  ende  gode :  and  nece  mine  Crefeide, 
That  ye  to  him  of  harde  now  ben  iwonne 
Ought  he  be  glad,  by  God  and  yondir  fonne  ; 
For  why  ?  men  faine  ImpreJJlomt  ligto 
Full  lightly  len  are  redy  to  the  flight* 

But  ye  ban  plaied  the  tiraunt  al  to  longe, 
And  harde  was  it  your  herte  for  to  grave ; 
Now  ftinte,  that  ye  no  longir  on  it  honge, 
Al  woldin  ye  the  forme  of  daungir  fave, 
But  haftith  you  to  done  him  joye  to  have, 
For  truftith  wel,  To  long  idone  bardnejje 
Caufiihdiftitefuloftinfor  dijirefle. 

And  right  as  thei  declarid  this  matere 
Lo  !  Troilus  right  at  the  ftret'is  ende 
Came  riding  with  his  tenthe  fomme  ifere 
Al  foftily,  and  thidirwarde  gan  bende 
There  as  they  fate,  as  was  his  waie  to  wendc 
To  paleis  warde,  and  Pandare  him  afpide, 
And  faid,  Nece,  ife  who  comith  here  ride ! 

O  flie  not  in !  he  fethe  us  I  fuppofe, 
Left  he  may  thinkin  that  ye  him  efchue. 
Nay,  nay,  (quod  (be)  and  woxe  as  redde  as  rofe  J 
With  that  he  gan  her  humbly  to  falue 
With  dredful  chere,  and  ofte  his  hewis  mue, 
And  up  his  loke  debonairly  he  caft, 
And  beckid  on  Pandare  and  forth  by  paft. 

God  wot  if  he  fat  on  his  horfe  aright, 
Or  godely  was  befene  that  ilke  day  ; 
God  wot  where  he  were  like  a  manly  knight  9 
What  fhould  I  dretche,  or  tel  of  his  aray  ? 
Crefeide\  which  that  al  thefe  thingis  fey, 
To  tell  in  fhorte,  her  likid  al  ifere, 
His  peyfon,  his  aray,  his  loke,  his  chere, 

His  godely  imuir  and  his  gentilnefle, 
So  well,  that  never  fithe  that  fhe  was  borne 
Ne  haddin  fhe  fuche  routhe  of  his  diftreffe  ; 
And  howe  fo  fhe  hath  hard  ben  here  beforne 
To  God  hope  I  fhc  hath  now  caught  a  thorny 
Z  iij 
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She  fiia!  ft  at  pu!  it  out  this  nextC-  wike ; 
God  fende  her  mo  fuch  thornis  on  to  pike ! 

Pandarus,  whiche  that  {lode  her  fafte  by? 
Felte  iron  hotte,  and  he. began  to  imite, 
And  feide,  Nece,  I  pniye  you  hertilie 
Tel  me  that  I  fhal  afkin  you  aiite  ; 
A  woman  that  were  of  his  deth  to  wite, 
Withouten'  his  gilt,  but  for  her  lacke  of  routh, 
Were  it  wel  done?  (quod  fhe)  Naie,by  my  trouth. 

God  help  me  fo,  (quod  he)  ye  fay  mefqthe, 
Ye  felin  wel  your  felfe  that  I  nought  lie. 
Lo !  yonde  he  rideth,  (quod  fhc)  ye,  fo  he  dothe. 
Wel,  quod  Pandare,  as  I  have  tolde  you  thrie, 
Let  be  your  nicete  and  your  fo'ie, 
And  fpeke  with  him  in  efing  of  his  herte  ; 
Let  nicete  nat  do  you  bothe  fmerte. 

But  theron  was  to  hevin  and  to  done, 
Confidiring  al  thing  it  maie  nat  be, 
And  why  ?  for  fhame  ;  and  it  were  eke  to  fone 
To  grauntin  him  fo  gret  a  liberte, 
For  plainly  her  enteut  (as  fayid  fhe) 
Was  for  to  love  him  unwift  if  fhe  might, 
And  guerdon  him  with  nothing  but  with  fight* 

But  Pandarus  thought  it  fhal  rut  be  fo  ; 
If  that  I  maie  this  nice  opinion 
Shal  nat  ben  holdin  fully  yeris  two ; 
What  fhould  I  make  of  this  a  longe  fermon  ? 
He  muft  affent  on  that  cpnc}ufipn 
As  for  the  time,  and  whan  that  it  was  eve, 
And  al  was  wel,  he  rofe  and  toke  his  leve. 

And  on  his  way  fujl  fail  homewarde  he  fpedde, 
And  right  for  joy  he  felte  his  hert  to  daunce, 
And  Troilus  he  Ibundc  alone  abedde, 
That  laie  as  done  thefe  lovirs,  in  a  traunce, 
Betwixin  hope  and  derke  difefperaunce ; 
But  Pandarus  right  at  his  in  comming 
He  fong,  as  who  faith,  Lo  !  fomwhat  I  bring; 

And  faide,  Who  is  in  his  bedde  fo  fone 
Yburied  thus  ?  It  am  I,  frende,  (quod  he.) 
Who?  Troilus!  naie,  helpe  me  fo  the  mone, 
(  Quod  Pandarus.)   Thou  fhalt  up  rife  and  fe 
A  charme  that  was  yfent  right  now  to  the,   . 
The  whiche  can  heiin  the  of  thine  axeffe, 
If  thou  do  forthwith  ail  thy  befineffe, 

Ye,  through  the  might  of  God  (quod  Troilus.) 
And  Pandarus  gan  him  the  lettir  take, 
.And  faide,  Parde  God  hath  yholpin  us  : 
Tiave  here  a  light,  and  loke  on  all  thefe  blake. 
Bpt  oftin  gan  the  hert  to  glad  and  quake 
Of  Troilus  while  he  it  gan  to  rede, 
So  as  the  wordis  yave  him  hope  or  drede. 

But,  finally,  he  tpke  al  for  the  befte 
That  fhe  him  wrote,  for  fomwhat  he  behelde 
(On  which  he  thought  he  might  his  herte  reft, 
Al  covired  fhe  the  wordis  undir  fhelde  ; 
Thus  tp  the  more  worthy  part  he  him  helde, 
That  what  for  hope  and  Pandarus  behefte 
His  grete  wp  foryede  he  at  the  lefte. 

But  as  we  maie  al  daie  ourfelvin  fe 
Through  more  wode,or  cole  kindlith  the  more  fire, 
Right  fo  encrefe  of  hope,  of  what  it  be, 
Therwith  ful  oft  encrefith  eke  defire, 
Pr  as  an  oke  comith  of  a  litil  fpire, 


So  through  this  lettir  which  that  flic  him  fent 
Encrelln  gan  defire,  of  whiche  he  brent. 

Wherfore  I  fay  alway  that  day  and  night 
This  Troiius  gan  to  defirin  moie 
Then  he  did  erft  through  hope,  and  did  his  might 
To  prefip  on,  as  by  Pandurus  lore, 
And  \\ritin  to  her  of  his  Ibrowes  fore 
Fro  day  to  day  :  he  let  it  nought  refrcide 
That  by  Pandare  he  fomwhat  wrot  or  ieide ; 

And  did  alfo  his  othir  obfervaunces 
Thajt  till  a  lovir  Ipngith  in  this  caas,     • 
And  aftir  that  his  dice  tumid  on  chaunces 
So  -was  he  eithir  glad,  or  faide  Alas  ! 
And  held  aftir  his  geftis  aie.  his  pans, 
And  after  fuche  anfweris  as  he  hadde 
So  werin  his  daies  fory  othir  gladde. 

But  to  Pandare  alway  was  his  recours, 
And  pitoufly  gan  aie  to  him  to  plaine, 
And  him  befought  of  rede  and  fome  focours ; 
And  Pandarus,  thaf  fa\ve  his  wode  paine, 
Wext  well  nigh  ded  for  routh,  fothe  for  to  faine, 
And  befely  with  al  his  hert  gan  cafte 
Some  of  his  wo  to  fleen,  and  that  as  fafte  ; 

And  faide,  Lorde,  and  frende,  and  brothir  dere  I 
God  wot  that  thy  difefe  y dothe  me  wo, 
But  wolt  thou  ftintin  al  this  woful  chere, 
And  by  my  trouth  er  it  be  dayis  two, 
And  God  toforne,  yet  fhal  I  fhape  it  fo 
That  thou  fhalt  come  into  a  certaine  pluce 
There  as  thou  maieft  thy  felfe  praien.  her  of  grace* 

And  certainly  I  n'ot  if  thou  it  wofte, 
But  thei  that  ben  experte  in  love  it  fay, 
It  is  one  of  thefe  thingis  fortherith  moil 
A  man  to  have  a  leifir  for  to  praie, 
And  iikir  place  his  wo  for  to  bewraie, 
For  in  gode  hert  it  mote  fome  routh  imprefTe 
To  here  and  fe  the  giltleffe  in  diftreffe. 

Par'aventure  thinkift  thou  though  it  be  fo 
That  Kinde  would  her  ydone  for  to  beginne     - 
To  have  a  manir  routh  upon  my  wo, 
Saith  Daungir  Nay,  thou  fhalt  me  nevir  win  ; 
So  rulith  fhe  her  hert'is  goite  within 
That  though  fhe  beudin  yet  fhe  ftonte  on  rote ; 
What  in  effect,  is  this  unto  my  bote  ?. 

Thinke  here  ayen  whan  that  the  fturdy  oke, 
On"  which  men  hackith  oftin  for  the  nones, 
Recevid  hath  the  happy  falling  ftroke, 
The  grete fweight  makith'it  fall  all  at  ones, 
As  done  thefe  grete  rockjs  or  thefe  milneftones^ 
For  fwiftir  courfe  cometh  thing  that  is  of  wighti 
Whan  it  difcendith,  than  done  thingis  light. 

But  rede  that  bowith  doune  for  every  blaft 
Ful  lightly  ceffith  winde  it  wol  arife, 
But  fo  n'il  not  an  oke  whan  it  is  caft, 
It  nedith  me  nought  longe  the  for  to'  vife  ; 
Men  fhall  rejoyfm  of  a  grete  emprife 
Atchevid  wel,  and  ftout  withoutin  dout, 
Al  have  men  ben,the  lengir  there  about. 

But,  Troilus,  now  tel  me  if  the  left 
A  thing  whiche  that  I  fhal  afkin  of  the; 
Whiche  is  thy  brothir  that  thou  lovift  befl 
As  in  thy  very  hert'is  ptivitc  ? 
Iwis  my  brothir  Ueiphubus,  (quod  he<) 
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Now,  (quod  Pandare)  er  hour'is  twife  twelve 
He  fhal  the  efe  unwift  of  it  himfelve. 

Now  let  me"  alone,  and  workin  as  I  may, 
(Quod  he)  and  to  Deiphobus  went  he  tho, 
Which  had  his  lord  and  grete  frend  ben  aie  ; 
Save  Troilus  no  man  he  lovid  fo  : 
To  tel  in  fhorte,  withoutin  wordis  mo, 
(Quod  Pandarus)  I  pray  you  that  ye  be 
Frende  to  a  caufe  whiche  that  ytouchith  me. 

Yes,  par^e,  (quod  Deiphobus)  wel  thou  woft 
Al  that  evff  I  may,  and  God  tofore, 
Al  n'ere  it  but  for  the  man  I  love  moft, 
My  brothir  Troilus  ;  but  fay  wherfore 
It  is,  for  fithe  the  day  that  I  was  bore 
J  n'as,  ne  nevir  more  to  ben  I  thinke, 
Ayenft  a  thing  that  mightin  the  forthinke. 

Pandarus  gan  him  thanke,  and  to  him  feide, 
LO  !  Sir,  I  have  a  lady  in  this  toune 
That  is  my  nece,  and  callid  is  Crefeide, 
To  whiche  fome  men  would  done  oppreffioun, 
And  wrongfully  have  her  pofieffioun, 
Wherfore  I  of  your  lordfhip  you  befeche 
To  ben  our  frende  withoutin  more  fpeche. 

Deiphobus  him  anfweide,  O !  is  nat  this 
That  thou  fpekift  of  to  me  thus  ftraungely 
Crefeide,  my  frende  ?  Pandarus  faid  him  Yes, 
Than  nedith  (quod  Deiphobus)  hardily 
Ho  more  of  this,  for  truttith  wel  that  I 
Wol  be  her  champion  with  fpere  and  yerde  ; 
I  ne  rought  nat  though  all  her  foes  it  herde. 

But  telle  me,  thou  that  woft  all  this  matere, 
How  might  I  beft  avaiiin  now  ?  let  fe. 
(Quod  Pandarus)  If  ye,  my  lorde  fo  dere, 
Woldin  as  now  do  this  honour  to  me 
To  prayin  her  to  morowe,  lo,  that  fhe 
Came  unto  you  her  plaintis  to  devife 
Her  adverlaries  would  of  it  agrife. 

And  if  I  more  durft  prayin  you  as  now, 
And  chargin  you  to  have  fo  grete  travaile, 
To  have  fome  of  your  brethrin  here  with  you, 
That  mightin  to  her  caufe  bettir  avaik ; 
Than  wote  I  wel  fhe  mightin  nevir  faile 
For  to  ben  holpin,  what  at  your  inftaunce, 
What  with  her  othir  frendis  govirnaunce. 

Deiphobus,  whiche  that  comin  was  of  kinde 
To  al  honour  and  bounte  to  confente, 
Anfwerde,  It  fhal  be  done ;  and  I  can  finde 
Yet  greater  helpe  to  this  in  mine  entente  : 
What  woldeft  thou  faine  if  for  Helen  I  fent 
To  fpeke  of  this  ?  I  trowe  it  be  the  beft, 
For  fhe  may  ledin  Paris  as  her  left. 

Of  He&or,  which  that  is  my  lord  my  brother, 
It  nedith  nat  to  praien  him  frende  to  be, 
For  I  have  herde  him,  o  time  and  eke  other, 
Spekin  of  Crefeide  fuche  honour  that  he 
Maie  faine  no  bet :  fuch  hap  to  him  hath  flic 
It  nedith  nat  his  helpis  more  to  crave ; 
He  flial  be  fuche  right  as  we  wol  him  have. 

Speke  thou  thy  felfe  alfo  to  Troilus 
On  my  behalfe,  and  praie  him  with  us  dine. 
Sir,  al  this  fhal  be  done,  (quod  Pandarus) 
And  toke  his  leve,  and  nevir  gan  to.  fine, 
JBut  to  his  nec'is  houfe  as  ftr  eight  .as  line 
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He  came,  and  found  hef  fro  the  mete  arife, 
And  let  him  doun,  and  fpake  right  in  this  wife ; 

He  faidc,  O  very  God  fo  have  I  ronne, 
Lo  i  nece  mine,  fe  ye  nat  how  I  fvvete  ? 
1  n'ot  whethir  ye  the  more  thanke  me  conne  ; 
Be  ye  not  ware  how  that  falfe  Poliphete 
Is  now  about  eftfonis  for  to  plete, 
And  bringin  on  you  advocacies  newe  ? 
I  ?  no,  (quod  fhe)  and  chaungid  al  her  hewe. 

What !  is  he  more  about  me  for  to  dretci 
And  done  me  wrong  ?  what  fhal  I  don  ?  alas ! 
Yet  of  him  felfin  nothing  would  I  retche, 
N'ere  it  for  Antenor  and  ./Eneas, 
That  ben  his  frendis  in  fuch  manir  caas; 
But  for  the  love  of  God,  mine  uncle  dere  ! 
No  force  of  that,  let  him  have  al  ifere, 

Withoutin  that  I  have  inough  for  us. 
Nay,  (quod  Pandare)  it  mall  nothing  be  fo, 
For  I  have  ben  right  now  at  Deiphobus, 
At  Hecftor,  and  mine  othir  lordis  mo, 
And  mortly  makid  ecKe  of  'hem  his  fo, 
That  by  my  thrifte  he  fhal  it  nevir  winne 
For  aught  he  can,  whan  fo  that  he  beginne. 

And  as  thei  caftin  what  was  beft  to  done 
Deiphobus,  of  his  owne  curtifie, 
Came  her  to  praye  in  his  propir  perfone 
To  holde  him  on  the  morowe  companie 
At  dinir,  whiche  fhe  ne  wolde  not  denie, 
But  godely  gan  to  his  prayere  olu  ye  : 
He  thonkid  her,  and  went  upon  his  wey. 

Whan  this  was  don  this  Pandarus  anorte, 
(To  tellin  in  fhorte)  forth  he  gan  to  wende 
To  Troilus  as  ftil  as  any  ftone, 
And  al  this  thing  he  tolde  him  orde  and  ende, 
And  how  that  he  Deiphobus  gan  to  blende, 
.And  faide  him,  Now  is  time  of  that  ye  comic 
To  bere  the  belle  to  morow',  and  all  is  woniie. 

Now  fpeke,  now  pray,  now  pitoufly  complains 
Let  nat  for  nice  fhame,  for  drede  or  flouth  ; 
Somtime  a  man  mote  tel  his  owne  paine ; 
Beleve  it,  and  fhe  wol  have  on  the  routh ; 
Thou  (halt  ben  favid  by  thy  faith  and  trouth  : 
But  well  wot  I  thou  now  art  in  a  drede, 
And  what  it  is  I  lay  I  can  arede  : 

Thou  thinkift  now  how  mould  I  don  al  this 
For  by  my  cheris  moftin  folke  efpie 
That,  for  her  love  is  that  I  fare  amis, 
Yet  had  I  levre'  unwift  for  forow  die  : 
'  Nowe  thinke  nat  fo,  for  thou  doft  gret  folie, 
For  I  right  HOW  have  foundin  a  manere 
'  Of  fleight  for  to  coverin  al  thy  chere. 

Thou  fhalt  gon  ovirnight,  and  that  as  blive 
Unto  Deiphobus  houfe  as  the  to  plaie, 
Thy  malady  aware  the  bette  to  drive ; 
!  For  why  ?  thou  femift  fike,  the  fothe  to  faie ; 
Sone  after  that  doune  in  thy  bedde  the  laie, 
And  faie  thou  maift  no  lengir  up  endure, 
And  lie  right  there  and  bide  thine  avinture. 

Say  that  the  fevir  is  wont  the  to  take 
The  fame  time,  and  laftin  till  a  morowe  ; 
And  let  fe  now  how  well  thou  canft  it  make 
For  parde  fike  is  he  that  is  in  forowe  : 
Go  now,  farcwel,  and  Venus  here  toborowe 
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I  hope  and  thou  this  purpefe  holde  ferme 
Thy  grace  (he  fhal  the  fully  there  conferme. 

(Quod  Troilus)  Iwis  thou  alle  nedeleffe 
Confailift  me  that  fikeliche  J  me  faine, 
For  I  am  fike  in  erneft  douteleleffe, 
So  that  wel  nigh  I  flervin  for  the  paine. 
(Quod  Pandarus)  Thou  {halt  the  better  plaine, 
And  haft  the  leffe  nede  for  to  counterfete, 
For  Him  men  demiy  bate  that  men  fe  ftuete. 

Lo  !  holde  the  at  thy  trifle  clofe,  and  I 
Shal  wel  the  deere  unto  thy  bowe  y drive  i 
Therwith  he  took  his  leve  all  foftily, 
And  Troilus  to  his  paleis  went  blive, 
So  glad  ne  was  he  ner  in  all  his  live, 
And  to  Pandarus  rede  gan  al  affent, 
And  to  Deiphobua  houfe  at  night  he  went. 

What  nedith  it  to  tcllin  all  the  chere 
That  Deiphobus  unto  his  brothir  made, 
Or  his  axis,  or  his  fikeliche  manere 
How  men  gon  him  with  clothis  for  to  lade 
When  he  was  laid,  and  how  men  would  him  glade  ? 
But  all  for  nought;  he  helde  forth  aie  the  wife 
That  ye  han  herde  Pandare  ere  this  devife. 

But  certaine  is  er  Troilus  him  leide, 
Deiphobus  had  praied  him  ovirnight 
To  ben  a  frende  and  helping  to  Crefeide ; 
God  wot  that  he  that  grauntid  anon  right 
To  ben  her  fulle  frend  with  all  his  might : 
But  fuch  a  nede  was  it  to  praien  him  thennc 
As  for  to  biddin  a  wode  man  to  renne. 

The  morowe  came,  and  nighin  gan  the  time 
Of  mealtide,  whan  that  the  faire  Quene  Helen 
Shope  her  to  ben  an  hour  aftir  the  prime 
With  Deiphobus,  to  whom  me  n'olde  faine, 
But  as  his  fuftir  homely,  fothe  to  faine, 
She  came  to  dinir  in  her  plaine  entent, 
But  God  and  Pandare  wift  al  what  this  meat. 

Came  eke  Crefeide  all  innocent  of  this, 
Antigone  her  necc  and  Tarbe'  alfo  : 
But  flie  we  now  prolixite  beft  is, 
For  love  of  God,  and  let  us  faft  ygo 
Right  to  the'  effecle  withoutin  talis  mo, 
Why  al  tliis  folke  affemblid  in  this  place, 
And  let  us  of  ther  faluinjfispace. 

Gret  honour  did  'hem  Deiphobus  certaine. 
And  fedde  him  wel  with  all  that  might  'hem  like, 
But  evirmo,  alas  !  was  his  refraine, 
My  gode  brothir,  Troilus  the  fike, 
Lithe  yet ;  and  therwith*]  he  gan  to  fike, 
And  after  that  he  painid  him  to  glade 
Hem  as  he  might,  and  chere  gode  he  made. 

Complainid  eke  Helen  of  his  fikeneffe 
.  So  faithfully,  that  pity  was  to  here, 
And  every  wight  gan  wexin  for  axes 
A  leche  anon,  and  faide,  In  this  manere 
Men  curin  folke,  this  charme  I  wol  the  lere  : 
But  there  fat  one,  al  lift  her  na,t  to  teche, 
That  thought,  yet  beft  ;ouldin  I  ben  his  leche. 

Aftir  complaint  him  gonnin  thei  to  preife, 
As  folke  don  yet  whan  fome  wight  hath  begon 
To  preife  a  man,  and  up  with  preife  him  reifc 
A  thoufande  folde  yet  higher  than  the  fon ; 
He  is,  he  can,  that  fewe  othir  lordes  kon ; 


And  Pandarus  of  that  thei  would  afferme 
He  nought  forgate  ther  praifing  to  conferme. 

Hcrde  all  tkis  thing  feire  Crefeide  wel  inough, 
And  every  worde  gan  for  to  notifie, 
For  whiche  with  fobre  chere  her  herte  lough, 
For  who  is  that  ne  would  her  glorifie 
To  mowin  fuche  a  knight  done  live  or  die  ? 
But  al  paffe  I,  left  ye  to  longe  ydwell ; 
But  for  o  fine  is  al  that  er  I  tell. 

The  time  came  fro  dinir  for  to  rife, 
And  as  'hem  ought  arifm  everichone, 
And  gon  a  while  of  this  and  that  devife ; 
But  Pandarus  brake  al  this  fpeche  anon, 
And  faid  to  Deiphobus,  Wol  ye  gon, 
If  it  your  will  be,  as  I  erft  you  prayde, 
To  fpekin  of  the  nedis  of  Crefeide  ? 

Helen,  which  that  by  the  hondJ  her  helde, 
Toke  firft  the  tale,  and  faide.  Go  we  blive  ; 
And  godely  on  Crefeide  fhe  behelde, 
And  fayid,  Jovis,  let  him  nevir  thrive 
That  doth  you  harm,  and  reve  him  fone  of  live, 
And  yeve  me  forowe  but  he  fhal  it  rue 
If  that  I.  may,  and  alle  folke  be  true. 

Tel  thou  thy  nec'is  cafe,  (quod  Deiphobus 
To  Pandarus)  for  thou  canft  beft  it  tell. 
My  Lprdis  and  my,  Ladies,  it  flant  thus ; 
What  fhpuld  I  lengir  (quod  he)  do  you  dwell  ? 
He  ronge  'hem  out  a  proces  like  a  bell 
Upon  her  foe,  that  hight  was  Polyphete, 
So  heinous  that  men  mightin  on  it  fpete. 

Anfwcrde  of  this  eche  worfe  of 'hem  than  other, 
And  Polyphete  thei  gonnin  thus  to  vrarien,' 
And  honged  be  fuche  one  were  he  my  brother, 
And  fo  he  fhal,  for  it  ne  male  nought  varien  : 
What  fhould  I  lengir  in  this  tale  tarien  ? 
Plainliche  al  at  onis  thei  her  highten 
To  ben  her  frende  in  all  that  «r  thei  mighten. 

Spake  than  Helen,  and  faid  to  Pandarus, 
Wot  aught  my  lord  my  brothir  of  this  materc, 
I  mene  He&or,  or  wote  it  Troilus  ? 
He  faide  her  Ye ;  but  wol  ye  me  now  here  ? 
Me  thinketh  thus,  fith  that  Troilus  is  here 
It  were  gode  if  that  ye  wouldin  aflent 
She  tolde  him  her  feife  al  this  er  (he  went ; 

For  he  wol  have  the  more  her  grefc  at  hcrte, 
Bicaufe  lo,  fhe  a  worthy  lady  is, 
And  by  your  wil  1  wol  but  in  right  fterte, 
And  dp  you  wete,  and  that  anon  iwis, 
If  that  he  flepe  or  wol  aught  here  qf  this  : 
And  in  he  lept,  and  faid  him  in  his  ere, 
God  have  thy  foule  !  for  brought  have  I  thy  bere. 

To  fmilin  of  this  gan  tho  Troilus  ; 
And  Pandarus  withoutin  rekining 
Out  went  to  Helen  and  Deiphobus, 
And  faid  'hem,  So  there  be  no  tarying , 
Ne  more  prefe,  he  wol  well  that  ye  bring 
Crefeide  my  lady  that  is  now  here 
And  as  he  maie  enduren  he  wol  her  here, 

But  wel  ye  wote  the  chambre  is  but  lite, 
And  fewe  folke  may  lightly  make  it  warme  ; 
Now  lokith  ye,  for  I  wol  have  no  wite. 
To  bring  in  prefe  that  might  I  ydon  him  harme, 
Or  him  diiefin  for  my  bettir  arme ; 
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her'  it  be  bet  fhe  abide  till  eftfonis 
ow  lokith  ye,  that  knowin  what  to  don  is. 
I  fay  for  me  beft  is,  as  I  can  knowe, 
hat  no  wight  in  ne  wende  but  ye  twey, 

it  were  I,  for  I  can  in  a  throwe 
herfe  her  cafe  unlike  that  (he  can  fey, 
d  aftir  this  (he  may  onis  him  prey 
b  ben  gode  lorde  in  Ihort,  and  tafce  her  leve ; 

s  may  not  mokill  of  his  efe  him  reve. 
And  eke  for  (he  is  flraunge  he  woll  forbere 
efe,  whiche  that  him  darin  nat  for  you ; 
othir  thing  that  touchith  nat  to  her 
wol  it  tel,  I  wote  it  well  right  now, 
it  fecrete  is,  and  for 'the  town'is  prow  : 
d  thei,  that  knew  nothing  of  his  entente, 
ithout  more  to  Troilus  in  thei  vventc. 
Heleine  in  all  her  godely  foftly  wife 
an  him  falue  and  womanly  to  plaie, 
"  faied,  Iwis  ye  mote  algate  arife  ; 
ow,  faire  brothir,  be  all  whole  I  praie ; 
her  arme  right  over'  his  fhuldir  laie, 
him  with  all  her  wit  to  recomfort ; 
fhe  beft  could  fhe  gan  him  to  difport. 
So  after  this  (quod  fhe)  We  you  befeke, 
y  dere  brothir !  Deiphobus  and  I, 
or  love  of  God,  and  fo  doeth  Pandare  eke, 
o  ben  gode  Jorde  and  frende  right  hertily 
nto  Crefeide,  whiche  that  certainly 

ivid  wrong,  as  wot  well  here  Pandare, 
t  can  her  cafe  well  bet  than  I  declare. 
This  Pandarus  gan  nevve  his  tong  affile, 
nd  all  her  cafe  reherce,  and  that  anone  : 
"han  it  was  faied,  fone  aftir  in  a  while 
(Quod  Troilus)  As  fone  as  I  maie  gone 
I  woll  right  fain  with  all  my  might  ben  one. 
Have  God  my  trouth,  her  caufe  for  to  fufteine  : 
Now  good  thrift  have  ye  (quod  Helen  the  Quene.) 

(Quod  Pandarus)  And  it  your  will  ybe 
That  fhe  maie  take  her  leve  er  that  fhe  go. 
O,  ellis  God  forbid  it !  (tho  quod  he) 
If  that  fhe  vouchfafin  for  to  doe  fo. 
And  with  that  wprde  (quod  Troilus)  Ye  two, 
Deiphobus  and  my  fufter  lefe  and  dere, 
To  you  have  I  to  fpeke  of  a  matere, 

To  ben  avifid  by  your  rede  the  better ; 
And  found  (as  hap  was)  at  his  bedd'is  hedde 
The  copie  of  a  tretife  and  a  letter 
That  He&or  had  him  fent  to  afkin  redde 
If  foche  a  man  was  worthy  to  ben  dedde  ? 
Wote  I  naught  who,  but  in  a  grifly  wife 
He  prayid  'hem  anone  on  it  avife. 

Deiphobus  gan  this  letter  for  to'  unfolde 
In  erneft  grete,  fo  did  Helen  the  Quene, 
And  roming  ou^warde  fait  it  g<mnc  beholde, 


3ounward  a  fteire,  into  an  herber  grene ; 
This  ilke  thing  thei  reddin  'hem  betwene, 
And  largily  the  mountenaunce  of  an  houre 
Thei  gonne  on  it  to  redin  and  to  poure. 

Now  let  'hem  rede,  and  tourne  we  anone 
To  Pandarus,  that  gan  full  fafte  prie 
That  all  was  well,  and  out  he  gan  to  gone 
nto  the  grete  chambir,  and  that  in  hie, 
And  fayid,  God  fave  all  this  companie  ! 
Come,  necc  mine,  my  ladie  Quene  Helen, 
Abidith  you,  and  eke  my  lordis  twene. 

Rife,  take  with  you  your  nece  Antigone, 
Or  whom  you  lift,  or  no  force  hardily; 
The  lafle  preffe  the  bettir  :  come  forth  with  me^ 
And  lokith  that  ye  thonkin  humbily 
Them  all  thre,  and  whan  ye  maie  godily 
Your  time  ifee  takith  of  them  your  leve, 

:ft  we  to  long  his  reftis  him  bireve. 

All  innocent  of  Pandarus  entent, 
Quod  tho  Crefeide,  Go  we,  uncle  dere  I 
And  arme  in  arme  inward  with  him  fhe  went, 
Avifing  well  her  wordis  and  her  chere ; 
And  Pandarus  in  erneftfull  manere 
Jayid,  All  folke,  for  Godd'is  love  I  praie, 
Stintith  right  here,  and  foftily  you  plaie. 

Avifith  you  what  folke  ben  here  within, 
And  in  what  plite  one  is,  God  him  amende ! 
And  inward  thus  full  foftily  begin  ; 
Mece,  I  conjure  and  highly  you  defende, 
On  hig  behalfe  whiche  that  foule  us  allfende, 
And  in  the  vertue  of  corounis  twaine, 
Slea  nat  this  man  that  hath  for  you  this  paJne. 

Fie  on  the  dcvill !  thinke  whiche  one  he  is, 
And  in  what  plite  h«  lieth  ;  come  of  anone  ; 
Thinke  all  fache  taried  tide  but  loft  it  n'is, 
That  woll  ye  bothe  faine  whan  ye  ben  one  ; 
And  fecondly,  there  yet  devinith  none 
Upon  you  two,  come  of  now  if  ye  conne 
While  folke  is  blent,  lo  !  all  the  time  is  wonne, 

In  titiring,  and  purfute,  and  delaies, 
The  folke  devine  at  wegging  of  a  ftre, 
And  though  ye  would  han  aftir  merie  dai«s 
Than  dare,  ye  nat ;  and  why  ?  for  fhe  and  fhe 
Spake  foche  a  worde  ;  thus  lokid  he  and  he  : 
Left  time  be  lofte  I  dare  nat  with  you  dele, 
Come  of  therfore,  and  bringith  him  to  hele. 

But  now  to  you,  ye  lovirs  that  ben  here, 
Was  Troilus  nat  in  a  cankedort, 
That  laie  and  might  the  whifpring  of  'hem  here, 
And  thought,  o  Lorde  !  right  now  rcnnith  my  fort 
Fully  to  die  or  have  anone  comfort, 
And  was  the  firit  time  that  he  (hould  her  praie 
Of  love ;  o  mightie  God !  what  fliall  he  laie! 
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O  BLISFULL  light !  of  whiche  the  bemis  cl'ere 
Adornith  alle  the  thrrd  heviii  faire, 
O  fonn'is  life  !  o  Jov'is'doughtir  dere  ! 
Plefaunce  of  love  !  o  godely  debonuire  ! 
In  gentle  hertes  aie  redy  to  repaire, 
O  very  caufe  of  hele  and  of  gladnefle, 
Iheried  be  thy  might  and  thy  godenelfe  ! 

In  heven  and  hell,  in  yerth  and  the  fait  fc, 
Is  felt  thy  might,  if  that  I  well  difcerne, 
As  man,  brid,  befte,  fifhe,  herbe,  and  grene  tre, 
Thei  fele  in  timis  with  vapour  eterne  : 
God  lovith,  and  to  love  he  woll  naught  werne  j 
And  in  this  worlde  i\o  liv'is  creture 
Withoutin  love  is  wroucht  or  maie  endure. 

Ye,  Jovis,  firil  to  thilke  affe&is  glade, 
Through  whiche  that  thingis  livin  all  and  be. 
Commendidin  and  amorous  him  made 
On  mortall  thing,  and  as  ye  lift  aie  ye 
Yeve  him  in  love  efe  or  adverfite, 
And  in  a  thoufande  formis  doune  him  fent 
For.love  in  ycrth,  and  whom  you  lift  he  hent. 

Ye  fiers  Mars,  apeiin  of  his  ire, 
And  as  you  lift  ye  makin  hertes  digne, 
Algatis  them  that  ye  woll  fet  a  fire 
Thei  dredin  fhame,  and  vicis  thei  refigne ; 
Ye  doen  'hem  curteis  be,  frefhe,  and  benigne, 


And  hie  or  lowe  aftir  a  wight  entendsth 
The  joyis  that  he  hath  your  might  it  fendeth. 

Ye  holdin  reigne  and  houfe  in  unite, 
Ye  fothfaft  caufe  of  frendfhip  ben  alfo; 
Ye  knowin  all  thilke  covered  qualite 
Of  thingis  whiche  that  folke  on  wondrin  fo 
Whan  thei  can  nat  conftrue  how  it  maie  go 
She1  loveth  him,  or  why  he  lovith  here, 
As  why  this  fifhe  nat  that  comith  to  were. 

Ye  folke  a  l^we  have  fet  in  univerfc, 
And  this  knowe  I  by  them  that  lovirs  be, 
That  who  fo  ftrivith  with  you  hath  the  werfe 
Now  ladie  bright,  for  thy  benignite, 
At  reverence  of  them  that  fervin  the, 
Whofe  clerke  I  am,  fo  techith  me  divife 
Some  joie  of  that  is  felt  in  thy  fervice  : 

Ye  in  my  nakid  hert'is  fentiment 
Inhilde,  and  doe  me  (hewe  of  thy  fwetenefle, 
Caliope  !  thy  voice  be  now  prefent, 
For  now  is  nede  ;  feeft  thou  nat  my  diftrefle 
How  I  mote  tell  anon  right  the  gladnefle  . 
Of  Troilusto  Venus  herying  ? 
To  whiche  gladnefle  who  nede  hath  God  him  bring! 
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r.AiE  all  this  mene  while  this  fad  Troilus 
Recording  his  leflbn  in  this  manere, 
Mafeie,  thought  he,  thus  vvoll  I  faie  and  thus, 
•Thus  woll  I  plain  unto  my  ladie  dere, 
That  \vorde  is  gode,  and  this  fhall  be  my  chere 
This  n'ill  I  nat  foryetin  in  no  wife  : 
pod  leve  him  werkin  as  he  can  devife. 

And,  Lorde  !  fo  that  his  herte  began  to  quappe 
Hering  her  come,  and  fhort  gan  for  to  fike  ; 
And  Pandaraus,  that  led  her  by  the  lappe, 
Came  nere,  and  gan  in  at  the  curtein  pike, 
And  faied,  God  doe  bote  on  all  that  are  fike ! 
Se  who  is  here  you  comin  to  vifite; 
Lo  !  here  is  {he  that  is  your  deth  to  wite. 
Therwith  it  femid  as  he  wept  almolle. 
Ala!  quod  Troilus,  fo  routhfully, 
Where  me  be  wo  o  mightie  God !  thou  wofte  : 
Who  is  all  there  1  fe  nat  truily. 
Sir,  (quod  Crefeide)  it  is  Pandare  and  I. 
Ye,  fwete  herte,  alas  !  I  maie  nat  rife' 
TO  knele,  and  do  your  honour  in  fome  wife. 

And  dreHid  him  Upward;  and  fhe  right  thp 
Gan  both  her  hondis  fo.ft  upon  him  leie. 
O,  for  the  love  of  God  doe  ye  not  fo 
To  me  !  (quod  fhe.)  Ey,  what  is  this  to  fei ! 
Sir,  comen*  am  I  to  you  for  caufis  tweie, 
Firft  you  to  thonke,  and  of  your  lordfhipe  eke 
Continuaunce  T  wqulde  you  befeke. 

This  Troilus,  that  herd  his  ladie  praie 
Of  lordfhip,him  wox  neithir  quick  ne  dedde, 
Ne  might  o  worde  for  fhame  unto  it  faie, 
Although,  men  fhouldin  fmitin  of  his  hedde, 
But,  Lorde  !  fo  he  woxe  fodainliche  alle  redde  j 
And,  Sir,  his  leffon  that  he  wendp  conne 
To  prayin  her  is  through  his  wit  ironne. 

Crefeide  all  this  efpyid  well  inough, 
For  fhe  was  wife,  and  loved  him  ner  the  lefle, 
All  n'ere  he'  in  all  aparte,  or  made  it  tough, 
"Or  was  to  bolde  to  fing  a  fol'is  mafic ; 
But  whan  his  fhame  began  fomwhat  to  pafie 
His  reafons,  as  I  maie  my  rimis  holde, 
1  woll  you  tell  as  techin  bokis  oldc. 

In  chaungid  voice,  right  for  his  very  drede, 
Whiche  voice  eke  quoke,  and  therto  his  manere 
Godclie  abafh't,  and  now  his  hewis  rede 
Now  pale,  unto  Crefeide  his  ladie  dere. 
With  loke  doune  caft  and  humble  yoldin  chere, 
Lo  the  aldirfirft  worde  that  him  afterte 
jVas  twyis,  Mercie,  raercie,  my  dere  herte ! 


And  flint  a  while,  and  whan  he  might  out  bring 
The  nexte  word,  was,  God  wote  for  1  have 
As  faithfully  as  1  have  had  konning 
Ben  your'is  all,  God  fo  my  foule,  lave, 
And  fhall,  till  that  I  wofull  wight  be  grave 
And  though  I  dare  ne  can  unto  you  plain 
Iwis  1  fuffir  not  the  laffe  pain. 

Thus  moche,  as  now,  ah  womanlicht  wife  ! 
I  maie  out  bring,  and  if  this  you  difplefe 
That  fhall  I  wreke  upon  mine  owne  life 
Right  fone  I  trowe,  and  doe  your  herte  an  efe, 
If  with  my  deth  your  hert  I  maie  ^pefe  , 
But  fens  that  ye  han  herd  me  fomwhat  fey 
Npw  retche  I  nevir  how  fone  that  I  deie. 
Therwith  his  manly  forowe  to  beholde 
It  might  have  made  an  herte  of  ftone  to  rew, 
And  Pandare  wept  as  he  to  watir  would, 
And  pokid  evir  his  nece  newe  and  newe, 
And  fayid,  Wo  begon  ben  hertis  true  ; 
For  love  of  God  make  of  this  thing  an  ende, 
Or  flea  us  bothe  at  ones  er  that  ye  wende. 

,  I,  what  ?  (quod  flie,)  By  God  and  by  my  trouth, 
I  n'ot  nevir  what  ye  \vilne  that  I  feie. 
Eie  !  what  ?  "(quod  he)  that  ye  have  on  him  routh 
For  Godd'is  love,  and  doeth  him  nat  to  deie. 
Now  than  thus,  (quod  fhe)  I  wollin  him  pieie 
To  telliri  me  the  fine  of  his  entente ; 
Yet  wift  I  nevir  well  what  that  he  mente. 

What  that  I  mene,  o  my  fwete  herte  dere! 
(Quod  Troilus)  o  godely  frefhe  and  fre  ! 
Thar  with  the  ftremis  of  your  eyin  clere 
Ye  wouldin  fomtime  frendly  on  me  fe, 
And  than  agrein  that  I  maie  ben  he 
Withoutin  braunche  of  vice  on  any  wife 
In  trouthe  alwaie  to  do  you  my  fervife, 

As  to  my  ladie  right,  and  chefe  refort, 
With  all  my  witte  and  all  my  diligence, 
And  I  to  have  right  as  you  lift  comfort, 
Under  your  yerde  egall  to  mine  offence, 
As  deth,  if  that  I  brekin  your  defence, 
And  that  ye  digne  me  fo  mochil  honour 
Me  to  commaundin  aught  in  any  hour, 

And  I  to  ben  your  very  humble,  true, 
Secrete,  and  in  my  puinispacient, 
And  evir  to  defirin  frefhly  newe 
To  fervjn,  and  ben  aie  like  diligent, 
And  with  gode  herte  all  wholly  your  talent 
R-ecevin,  in  gre,  how  fore  that  me  fmerte  : 
Lo,  this  mene  I,  o  mine  owne  fwete  herte  \     -     • 
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(Quod  Pandanis)  Lo !  here  an  hard  requeft, 
And  refo'nable  a  ladie  for  to  werne ; 
Now  nece  mine,  by  Natall  Jov'is  feft, 
Were  I  a  god  ye  fhouldin  fterve  as  yerne, 
That  herin  well  this  man  wol  nothing  yerne 
But  your  honor,  and  fene  him  almofte  fterve, 
And  ben  fo  lothe  to  fuffre*  him  you  to  ferve, 

With  that  ftie  gan  her  eyin  on  him  caft 
Full  efily  and  full  debonairly, 
Avifing  her,  and  hied  her  not  to  faft 
With  ner  a  worde,  but  faied  him  foftily, 
Mine  honour  fafe  I  woll  well  truily, 
And  in  foche  forme  as  ye  can  now  devife, 
Reccvin  him  fully  to  my  fervife ; 

Befeching  him,  for  Godd' is  love,  that  he 
Would  in  honour  of  trouth  and  gentillnefle, 
As  I  well  mene,  eke  menie  well  to  me. 
And  mine  honour  with  wit  and  bufmefle 
Aie  kepe ;  and  if  I  maie  doen  him  gladnefle 
From  hennisforthe  iwis  I  n'ill  not  fame  : 
Now  bethe  all  whole,  no  lengir  ye  ne  plain. 

But  nathelefle  this  warne  I  you,  (quod  fhe) 
A  king'is  fonne  although  ye  be  iwis, 
Yet  ye  fhall  no  more  have  foverainte 
Of  me  in  love  than  right  in  that  cafe  is, 
Ne  n'ill  I  forbere  if  ye  do«n  amis 
To  wrathin  you,  and  while  that  ye  me  ferve 
Cherifhe  you  right  aftir  that  ye  deferve. 

And  fhortily,  dere  herte,  and  all  my  knight ! 
Beth  glad,  and  drawith  you  to  luftinefle, 
And  T  fhall  truely,  with  all  my  full  might, 
Your  bittir  tourin  all  to  fwetineffe, 
If  I  be  flae  that  maie  do  you  gladnefle 
For  every  wo  ye  fhall  recovir  blifle. 
And  him  in  armis  toke,  and  gan  him  kifle. 

Fill  Pandarus  on  knees,  and  up  his  eyen 
To  hevin  threwe,  and  helde  his  hondis  hie ; 
Immortall  god !  (quod  he)  that  maieft  not  dien 
Cupide,  of  this  thou  maift  the  glorifie, 
And  Venus,  thou  maift  makin  melodic  : 
Withoutin  honde  me  femith  that  in  toune 
Fpr  this  miracle  I  here  eche  bell  foune. 

But  ho !  no  more  now  of  this  ilke  matere } 
For  why  ?  this  folke  woll  comin  up  anone 
That  have  the  lettir  redde  :  lo  1  1  'hem  here ; 
But  I  conjure  the  Crefeide  anone, 
And  thou  to  Troilus,  whan  thou  maift  gone. 
That  at  mine  houfe  ye  ben  at  my  warning, 
For  I  full  well  ihall  fhapin  your  comming ; 

And  efith  there  your  herds  tight  inough, 
And  let  fe  whiche  of  you  mail  here  the  bell 
To  fpeke  of  love,  and  right  therwith  he  lough. 
For  there  have  ye  a  leifir  for  to  tell. 
(Quod  Troilus)  How  long  ihall  I  here  dwell 
Er  this  be  doen  ?  Quod  he,  Whan  thou  maieft  rife 
This  thing  fhall  be  right  as  you  lift  devife. 

With  that  Helen  and  alfo  pleiphobus 
Tho  comin  upward,  right  at  the  ftaire's  ende^ 
And,  Lorde !  fo  tho  gan  gronin  Troilus, 
His  brothir  and  hisfuftir  for  to  blende. 
(Quod  Pandarus)  It  time  is  that  we  wende  ; 
Take,  nece  mine,  your  leve  at  them  all  thre, 
And  let  'hem  fpekc,  and  comith  forth  with  me. 


She  toke  her  leve  at  'hem  full  thriftily, 
As  fhe  well  could,  and  thei  her  reverence/ 
Unto  the  full  ydiddin  hertily, 
And  wondir  well  fpekin  in  her  abfence 
Of  her,  in  praifmg  of  her  -excellence, 
Her  govirnaunce,  her  wit,  and  her  manere 
Commendidin,  that  it  joie  was  to  here. 

Now  let  her  wende  unto  her  owne  place. 
And  tournin  we  to  Troilus  againe, 
That  gan  full  lightly  of  the  lettir  pace 
That  X)eiphobus  had  in  the  gardine  faine, 
And  of  Helen  and  of  him  he  would  feinc 
Delivirid  ben,  and  faied  that  him  left 
To  flepe^  and  aftir  talis  have  a  reft. 

Helen  him  kift,  and  toke  her  leve  as  blive, 
Deiphobus  eke,  and  home  went  every  wight, 
And  Pandarus  as  fafte  as  he  maie  drive 
To  Troilus  tho  came  as  line  right, 
And  on  a  paillet  all  that  glade  night, 
By  Troilus  he  laie  with  raerie  chere, 
And  well  was  them  that  thei  werein  yfere. 

Whan  every  wight  was  voided  but  thei  two9 
And  all  the  doris  werin  faft  ifhet, 
To  tell  in  fhort,  withoutin  wordis  mo, 
This  Pandarus  withoutin  any  let 
Up  rofe,  and  on  his  bedd'is  fide  him  fet, 
And  gan  to  fpekin  in  a  fobir  wife 
To  Troilus  as  I  fhall  you  devife. 

Mine  aldirlevift  JLorde,  and  brothir  dere  ! 
God  wot  and  thou  that  it  fate  me  fo  fore 
Whan  I  the  fawe  fo  languifhing  to  yer.c 
For  love,  of  whiche  thy  wo  woxe  alwaie  more, 
That  I  with  all  my  might  and  all  my  lore 
Have  ever  fifchin  doen  my  bufmefle 
To  bringin  the  to  joie  out  of  diftrefle ; 

And  have  it  brought  to  foche  plite  as  thou  woft, 
So  that  through  me  thou  ftondift  now  in  waie 
To  farin  well,  I  faie  it  for  no  boft ; 
And  woft  thou  why  ?  but  fhame  it  is  to  faie, 
For  the  have  I  begon  a  game  to  plaie 
Whiche  that  I  nevir  doen  fhall  eft  for  other, 
Altho  he  were  a  thoufande  fold  my  brother ; 

That  is  to  faie,  for  the  am  I  become, 
Betwixin  game  and  erneft,  foche  a  mene 
As  makin  women  unto  men  to  come, 
All  faie  I  nat,  thou  woft  well  what  I  mene, 
For  the  have  I  my  nece,  of  vicis  clene, 
So  fully  made  thy  gentillnefle  to  trift 
That  all  fhall  ben  right  as  thy  felfin  lift.  < 

But  God,  that  all  wotteth,  take  I  to  witnefle 
That  never  this  for  covetife  I  wrought, 
But  onely  for  to  abredge  that  diftrefle 
For  whiehe  well  nie  thou  deydift,  as  me  thought ; 
But,  gode  brothir,  doith  now  as  the  ought 
For  Godd'is  love,  and  kepe  her  out  of  blame, 
Sins  thou  art  wife,  and  fave  alwaie  her  name  : 

For  wel  thou  wpfte  the  name  as  yet  of  her 
Emonges  the  peple'  as  (who  faieth)  halowed  if| 
For  that  man  is  unbore,  I  dare  well  fwere, 
That  ever  wift  that  fhe  yet  did  ajnis  : 
But  wo  is  me  that  I  that  caufe  all  this 
Maie  thinkin  that  fhe  is  my  nece  dere, 
And  I  her  erne,  and  traitour  eke  ifere. 
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And  wer  it  wift  that  I  through  mine  engine 
Had  in  my  nece  iput  this  fantafie 
To  doen  thy  luft,  and  wholly  to  be  thine, 
Why,  all  the  worlde  wouldin  upon  it  crie, 
And  fayin  that  I  the  worft  trecherie 
Did  in  this  cafe  that  evir  was  begon, 
And  Ihe  fordon,  and  thou  right  nought  iwon, 

Wherefore  er  I  woll  ferthir  gone  or  paas 
Yet  efte  I  the  befeche  and  fully  faie 
That  privite  go  with  us  in  this  caas, 
That  is  to  faine,  that  thou  us  never  wraie ; 
And  be  not  wrothe  though  I  the  oftin  praie 
To  holdin  fecre  foche  an  high  matter, 
For  fkilfull  is,  thou  wofte  well,  my  praier. 

And  thinke  what  wo  there  hath  betid  cr  this 
For  making  of  avauntis,  as  men  rede, 
^  And  what  mifchaunce  in  this  worlde  yet  there  is 
Fro  daie  to  daie  right  for  that  wickid  dede, 
For  whiche  thefe  wife  clerkis  that  ben  dfde 
Have  evir  this  proverbid  to  us  young, 
That  Tbefrjl  vertue  it  to  kepe  the  toung. 

And  n'ere  it  that  I  wilne  as  now  abredge 
Eiffufion-  of  fpeche,  I  ceuld  almofte 
A  thoufande  elde  ftories  the  aledge 
Of  women  lofte  through  falie  and  fol'is  bofte  j 
Proverbis  canft  thy  felf  inow,  and  wofte 
•Ayenift  that  vice  for  to  ben  a  blabbe 
All  faied  men  fothe,  as  often  as  the!  gabbe. 

0  tongue,  alas  !  fo  oftin  here  before 
Haft  thou  made  many  a  tedie  bright  of  hewe 
Saied,  Welawaie  the  daie  that  I  was  bore  ! 
And  many'  a  maidins  forrowe  for  to  newe ; 
And  for  the  more  parte  all  is  but  untrue 

That  men  of  yelpe  and  it  wer  brought  to  preve  ; 
Of  kinde  none  avauntour  is  to  lere. 

Avauntour  and  a  lier  all  is  one, 
As  thus ;  I  fuppofe  a  woman  graunt  me 
Her  love,  and  faieth  that  othir  woll  file  Done, 
And  I  am  fworne  to  holdin  it  fecre, 
And  aftir  I  goe  tell  it  two  cr  thre  ; 
Iwis  I  am  a  vauntour  at  the  left, 
And  Her  eke,  for  Ibreke  my  beheft. 

Now  lokith  than  if  thei  be  not  to  blame 
Soche  manir  folk,  what  fhal  I  ckpe  'hem,  what  ? 
That  'hemavaunt  of  women,  and  by  name, 
That  yet  behight  'hem  nevir  this  ne  that, 
Nc  knowin  'hem  no  more  than  mine  olde  hat : 
No  wondir  is,  fo  God  me  fendin  hele, 
Though  women  dredin  with  u&  men  to  dele. 

1  faie  nat  this  for  no  miftruft  of  you, 
Ne  for  no  wife  men,  but  for  folis  nice, 
And  for  the  harme  that  in  the  worlde  is  now 
As  well  for  folie  oft  as  for  malice, 

For  well  wote  I  that  in  wife  folk  that  vice 
No  woman  drat,  if  fhe  be  well  avifed, 
For  Wife  men  ben  by/Ms  barme  chaflifed. 

But  now  to  purpofe,  leve  brothir  dere  5 
Have  all  this  thing  that  I  have  faied  in  minde, 
And  kepe  the  clofe,  and  be  now  of  gode  chere, 
For  all  thy  daies  thou  malt  me  true  yftnde; 
I  fhall  thy  procefle  fet  in  foche  a  kinde, 
And  God  toforne,  that  it  fhall  the  fuffife, 
5or  it  fhall  be  right  as  thou  wolt  devife» 


For  well  I  wote  thou  menift  wefl  parde, 
Therefore  I  dare  this  fully  undirtake ; 
Thou  woft  eke  what  thy  ladie  grauntid  the, 
And  daie  is  fet  the  charteris  to  make  : 
Have  now  gode  night,  I  maie  no  lengir  wake, 
And  bid  for  me,  fith  thou  art  now  in  bliffe, 
That  God  me  fende  deth  or  fone  liffe. 

Who  might  ytellin  halfe  the  joie  or  fefte 
Whiche  that  the  foule  of  Troilus  tho  felte  J 
Hering  the*  effect  of  Pandarus  behefte 
His  olde  wo,  that  made  his  herte  to  fwelt, 
Gan  tho  for  joie  to  waftin  and  to  melt, 
And  all  the  reheting  of  his  Ckes  fore 
At  onis  fled,  he  felt  of  'hem  no  more ; 

But  right  fo  as  thefe  holtes  and  thefe  hayls 
That  han  in  wintir  dedde  ybcn  and  drie 
Reveftin  'hem  in  grene  whan  that  Maie  is, 
Whan  every  luftie  befte  liftith  to  pleie, 
Right  in  that  felfin  wife,  fothe  for  to  feie, 
Woxe  fodainly  his  hertl  full  of  joie, 
That  gladdir  was  there  nevir  man  in  Troie  ;, 

And  gan  his  loke  on  Pandarus  up  caft 
Full  fobirly,  and  frendly  on  to  fe, 
And  fayid,  Frende,  in  Aprilis  the  laft, 
As  well  thou  woft,  if  it  remembir  the, 
How  nigh  the  deth  for  wo  thou  founde  me, 
And  how  thou  diddift  all  thy  bufineffe 
To  knowe  of  me  the  caufe  of  my  diftrefle  ; 

Thou  woft  how  long  I  it  forbare  to  faie 
To  the  that  art  the  man  that  I  beft  trift, 
And  perill  none  was  to  the  to  bewraie, 
That  wift  I  well  j  but  tell  me  if  the  lift, 
Sith  I  fo  lothe  was  that  thy  felf  it  wift, 
How  durty  I  mo  tellin  of  this  matcre 
That  quake  now  tho  no  wight  maie  us  here  ? 

But  nathelefle,  by  that  God  I  the  fwere, 
That  as  him  lift  maie  all  this  world  governe, 
And  if  I  lie  Achillas  with  his  fpere 
Mine  herte  cleve,  all  were  my  life  ctcrne, 
As  I  am  mortall,  if  I  late  or  yerne 
Would  it  be  wraie,  or  durft^or  ihould,  or  conne> 
For  all  the  gode  that  God  made  undir  fonne  j 

That  rathir  die  I  would  and  determine, 
As  thinkith  me  now,  ftockid  in  prifoun, 
In  wretchidnefle,  in  filthe,  and  in  vermine, 
Captife  to  cruill  King  Agamemnoun ; 
And  this  in  all  the  templia  of  this  toun, 
Upon  the  goddis  all,  I  woll  the  fwere, 
To  morowe  daie,  if  that  the  iikith  here. 

And  that  thou  haft  fo  moche  idoeu  for  me 
That  I  ne  maie  it  nevirmore  deferve 
This  knowe  I  well,  all  might  I  now  for  the 
A  thoufande  timis  on  a  morowe  fterve ; 
I  can  no  more  but  that  I  woll  the  fenre 
Right  as  thine  own  flave,  whithir  fo  thou  wende^ 
For  evirmore  unto  my  liv'is  ende. 

But  here  with  al  mine  herte  I  the  befeche 
That  nevir  in  me  thou  deme  foche  folie, 
As  I  ftiall  faine,  me  thought  by  thy  fpeche, 
That  this  whiche  thou  me  doeft  for  companiq 
I  mould  wenin  it  were  a  bauderie  ; 
I  am  not  wode  all  if  I  leude  ybe : 
It  is  nat  fo,  that  wpte  I  well  parde, 
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B"ut  he  that  goeth  For  gold  or  for  richefle 
On  foche  meltagis,  call  him  what  ye  lift, 
And  this  that  thou  doeft,  call  it  gentilneffe, 
Compaflion,  and  felowihip,  and  trift, 
Departin  it  fo,  for  widewhere  is  wift 
How  that  there  is  diverfite  requered 
Betwixin  thingis  like,  as  I  have  lered. 

And  that  thou  knotve  I  ne  thinke  not  ne  wene 
That  this  fervice  a  fhame  be  or  a  jape, 
I  have  my  faire  fuftir  Polyxene, 
Caffandra',  Helen,  or  any  of  the  frape^ 
Be  fhe  never  fo  faire  or  well  ifhape, 
Tell  me  whiche  thou  wilt  of  everichone 
To  have  for  thine,  and  let  me  than  alone. 

But  fith  that  thou  haft  doen  me  this  fervice 
My  life  to  fave,  and  for  non  hope  of  mede, 
So  for  the  love  of  God  this  grete  emprife 
Performe  it  out,  for  now  is  the  mofte  nede ; 
For  high  and  lowe^  withoutin  any  drede, 
I  woll  alwaie  thine  heftis  alle  kepe  : 
"  Have»  now  gode  night,  and  let  us  bothe  flepe. 
Thus  held  'hem  eche  of  othir  well  apaied, 
That  all  the  worlde  ne  might  it  bet  amende, 
And  on  the  morowc,  whan  thei  were  araied 
Eche  to  his  owne  nedis  gan  entende; 
But  Troilus,  though  as  the  fire  he  brende 
For  fharpe  defireofhope  and  ofplefaunce, 
He  not  forgate  his  gode  wife  govirnaunce ; 

But  in  himfelf  with  manhode  gan  reftrain 
Eche  rakill  dede  and  eche  unbridlid  chere, 
That  all  tho  that  livin,  fothe  for  to  faine, 
Ne  fhould  have  wifte  by  worde  or  by  manere 
"What  that  he  ment  as  touching  this  matere, 
From  every  wight  as  ferre  as  is  the  cloud, 
He  was  fo  wife,  and  well  diffimu'len  coud. 

And  all  the  while  whiche  tkat  I  now  devife 
This  was  his  life,  with  all  his  fulle  might, 
By  daie  he  was  in  Mart'is  high  fervice, 
That  is  to  fain,  in  armis  as  a  knight, 
And  fore  the  more  part  all  the  longe  night 
HS  lay  and  thought  how  that  he  might  yfervc 
His  ladie  befte,  her  thanke  for  to  deferve. 
N'ill  I  not  fwerin,  although  he  laie  foft, 
That  in  his  thought  he  n'asfomwhat  difefed, 
Ne  that  he  tournid  on  his  pillowes  oft, 
And  would  of  that  him  miflid  have  ben  efed ; 
But  in  foche  cafe  men  be  nat  alwaie  plefed 
For  aught  I  wote,  no  more  than  was  he, 
That  can  I  deme  of  poffibilite. 

But  certain  is,  to  purpofe  for  to  go, 
That  in  this  while,  as  written  is  in  gefte, 
He  fawe  his  ladie  fomtime,  and  alfo 
She  with  him  fpake  when  that  fhe  durft  and  Icfle, 
And  by  ther  both  avife,  as  was  the  befte, 
Appoinctidin  full  warely  in  this  nede, 
So  as  thei  durft,  how  they  wouldin  precede. 

But  it  was  fpokin  in  fo  fhort  a  wife, 
In  foche  awaite  alwaie,  and  in  foche  fere, 
Left  any  wight  divinin  or  divife 
Would  of  'hem  two,  or  to  it  laie  an  ere, 
That  all  this  worlde  fo  kfe  to  'hem  ne  were 
As  that  Cupido  would  'hem  his  grace fende 
To  makin  of  ther  purpofe  right  an  enck. 


But  thilke  little  that  thei  fpake  or  wrought  - 
His  wife  ghofte  toke  aie  of  all  foche  hcde, 
It  femid  her  he  wift~  what  Ihe  thought 
Withoutin  worde,  fo  that  it  was  no  nede 
To  bid  him  aught  to  doen  or  aught  forbede, 
For  which  fhe  thought  that  love,  al  come  it  Jate; 
Of  alle  joie  had  openid  her  the  yate. 

,  And  fhortly  to  this  procefTe  for  to  pace, 
So  well  his  werke  and  wordis  he  befet 
That  he  fo  full  ftode  in  his  ladie's  grace 
That  twentie  thoufande  timis  er  fhe  let 
She  thonkid  God  fhe  evir  with  him  met ; 
So  could  he  him  governe  in  foche  fervice 
That  aH  the  worlde  ne  might  it  b«t  devife  : 

For  why  ?  fhe  founde  him  fo  difcrete  in  all. 
So  fecrete,  and  eke  of  fuch  obeifaunce, 
That  well  fhe  felt  he  was  to  her  a  wall 
Of  fteele,  and  fhelde  from  every  difplefatince, 
That  to  yben  in  his  gode  govirnaunce, 
So  wife  he  was,  fhe  was  no  more  afered, 
I  mene  as  fere  as  it  ought  ben  requered. 

And  Pandarus  to  quicke  alwaie  the  fire 
Was  evir  ilike  preft  and  diligent ; 
To  efe  his  frende  was  fet  al  his  defire  ; 
He  fho've  aie  on  ;  he  to  and  fro  was  fent, 
He  lettirs  bare  whan  Troilus  was  abfent, 
That  nevir  man  as  in  his  frend'is  nede 
Ne  bare  him  bet  than  he  withoutin  drede. 

But  now  para'venture  fome  man  waitin  w'oM 
That  every  worde  or  fonde,  or  loke  or  chere, 
Of  Troilus  that  I  rehercin  fhold, 
In  al  this  while  unto  his  lady  dere,- 
I  trowe  it  were  a  long  thing  for  to  here, 
Or  of  what  wight  that  ftonte  in  fuche  diftointe 
His  wordis  al  or  every  loke  to  pointe. 

Forfothe  I  have  not  herde  it  done  er  this 
In  ftorie  none,  ne  no  man  here  I  wene, 
And  though  I  would  yet  I  couM  not  iwis, 
For  there  was  fome  epiftel  'hem  betwene 
That  would  (as  faith  min  au&or)  welcontene 
Nie  halfe  this  boke,  of  which  him  lift  not  write  3 
How  fhould  I  than  a  line  of  it  endite  ? 

But  to  the  gret  effede  than  faie  I  thus, 
That  ftonding  in  concorde  and  in  quiete 
This  ilke  two,  Crefeideand  Troilus, 
As  I  have  tolde,  and  in  this  time  fwetc, 
Save  onely  ofte  mightin  thei  not  mete, 
Ne  leifir  have  ther  fpechis  to  fulfell, 
That  it  befil  right  as  I  fhal  you  tell, 

That  Pandarus,  that  evir  did  his  might 
Right  for  the  fine  that  I  fhal  fpeke  of  here, 
As  for  to  bringin  to  his  houfe  fome  night 
His  faire  nece  and  Troilus  ifere, 
Where  as  at  leifir  al  this  high  matere 
Touching  her  love  were  at  the  ful  up  bounde,> 
Had  out  of  doute  a  time  to  it  yfounde ; 

For  he  with  grete  deh'beracion, 
Had  every  thing  that  therto  might  availc 
Forne  caft,  and  put  in  execution, 
And  neithir  lefte  for  cofte  ne  for  travaile ; 
Come  if  'hem  lifte  'hem  fhoulde  nothing  fails 
And  for  to  ben  in  aught  efpyid  there 
That  wifte  he  wd  an  iaapoflible  v/ere, 
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And  dredcleffe  it  clere  was  in  the  winde 
Of  every  pie  and  every  letgame, 
Now  al  is  wel,  for  al  the  world  is  bllnde 
In  this  matif  bothe  fremid  and  tame ; 
This  timber  is  al  redy  up  to  frame  ; 
Us  lackith  naught  but  that  we  wetin  wold 
A  certaine  houre  in  whiche  (he  comin  fhold, 

And  Troilus,  that  al  this  purvciaunce 
Knew  at  the  ful,  and  waited  on  it  aie, 
And  hereupon  eke  made  gret  ordinaunce, 
And  founde  his  caufe  and  therwith  his  aray, 
Yf  that  he  were  ymifiid  night  or  day, 
There  while  he  was  aboutin  this  fervice, 
That  he  was  gon  to  don  his  facrifice, 

And  mufle  at  fuche  a  temple  alone  wake, 
Anfwerid  of  Apollo  for  to  be, 
And  firft  to  fene  the  holy  laurir  quake 
Er  that  Apollo  fpake  out  of  the  tre, 
To  tellin  him  whan  Orekis  next  fhould  fie; 
And  forthy  let  him  no  man,  God  forbede  1 
B>ut  praie  Apollo  helpin  in  this  nede. 

Now  is  there  litill  more  for  to  be  done 
But  Pandare  up,  and,  fhortly  for  to  faine, 
Right  fone  upon  the  chaunging  of  the  mone, 
Whan  lightleffe  is  the  world  anight  or  twaine, 
And  that  the  welkin  mope  him  for  to  faine, 
He  ftreight  amorowe  unto  his  nece  went, 
Ye  have  wel  herde  the  fine  of  his  entente. 

Whan  he  was  comen'  he  gan  anon  to  plaie, 
As  he  was  wont,  and  of  himfelfe  to  jape, 
And  finally  he  fwore,  and  gan  her  faie 
By  this  and  that,  ihe  mould  him  not  efcape, 
No  lengir  done  him  aftir  her  to  cape, 
But  certainly  that  me  muft,  by  her  leve, 
Come  foupin  in  his  houfe  with  him  at  eve. 

At  which  fhe  lough,  and  gan  her  firft  excufe, 
And  faid,  Itrainith,  lo  !  how  mould  I  gone  ? 
Let  be,  (quod  he)  ne  ftonde  not  thus  to  mufe; 
This  mote  be  don,  ye  fhal  come  there  anone, 
So  at  the  laft  herof  thei  fel  at  one, 
Or  ellis  foft  he  fwore  her  in  her  ere 
He  n'olde  nevir  comin  there  fhe  were. 

Sone  aftir  this  fhe  unto  him  gan  rowne, 
And  alkid  him  if  Troilus  were  there  ? 
He  fwore  her  Nay,  for  he  was  out  of  towne, 
And  faid,  What,  nece,  I  pofe  that  he  were  there, 
|  You  durft  nevir  thereof  have  the  more  fere  ? 
For  rathir  than  men  might  him  there  afpie 
Me  levir  were  a  thoufande  folde  to  die. 

Naught  lift  mine  auclour  fully  to  declare 
What  that  fhe  thought  whan  that  he  faid  her  fo, 
That  Troilus  was  out  of  toune  ifare,    „, 
And  if  he  faide  therof  foth  or  no, 
But  that  without  awaite  with  him  to  go 
She  grauntid  him,  fithe  he  her  that  befought, 
And  as  his  nece  obeyid  as  her  ought. 

But  natheleffe  yet  gan  fhe  him  befeche, 
Although  with  him  to  gone  it  was  no  fere, 
For  to  beware  of  gofifhe  peplis  fpeche, 
That  dremin  thingis  whiche  that  nevir  were, 
And  well  avifm  him  whom  he  brought  there ; 
(And  faid  him,  Eme,  fens  I  muft  on  you  trill 
Loke  al  be  wel ;  I  do  now  as  you  lift, 


He  fwore  her  this  by  ftockls  and  by  ftones, 
And  by  the  goddis  that  in  hevin  dwell, 
Or  ellis  were  him  levir  foule  and  bones 
With  Pluto  King  as  depe  ben  in  hell 
As  Tantalus  :  what  fhouldin  I  more  tell  ? 
Whan  al  was  wel  he  rofe  and  toke  his  leve, 
And  flic  to  fotipir  came  whan  it  was  eve, 

With  a  certaine  numbre  of  her  ovvne  men, 
And  with  her  fayir  nece  Antigone, 
And  othir  of  her  women  nine  or  ten  ; 
But  who  was  glad  newe,  who,  as  trowyin  ye  ? 
But  Troilus,  that  ftode  and  might  it  fe 
Throughout  a  litil  window  in  a  ftewe, 
Ther  he  befhet  till  midnight  was  in  mewe, 

Unwift  of  every  wight  but  of  Pandare. 
But  to  the  point.    Now  whan  that  fhe  was  come 
With  al  joie,  and  all  her  frendis  in  fare, 
Her  eme  anone  in  armis  hath  her  nome, 
And  aftir  to  the  foupir  al  and  fome, 
Whan  as  time  was,  ful  fofte  thei  'hem  yfet, 
God  wot  there  was  no  deinte  ferre  to  fct. 

And  aftir  foupir  gonnin  thei  to  rife, 
At  efe  wel,  with  hertis  full  frefh  and  glade, 
And  wel  was  him  chat  coude  beft  devife 
To  likin  her,  or  that  her  laughin  made  : 
He  fonge,  fhe  plaide;  he  tolde  a  tale  of  Wade; 
But  at  the  laft,  as  every  thing  hath  ende, 
She  toke  her  leve,  and  nedis  would  thens  wende. 

But,  o  Fortune  !  executrice  of  wierdes, 

0  influencis  of  thefe  hevins  hie  I 

Soth  is  that  undir  God  ye  ben  our  hierdes, 
Though  to  us  beftis  ben  the  caufis  wrie ; 
This  mene  I  now,  for  fhe  gan  homward  h-ie; 
But  execute  was  al  befide  her  leve 
The  goddis  wil,  for  whiche  fhe  muft  bileve. 

The  bente  mone  with  her  hornis  all  pale, 
Saturn  and  Jove,  in  Cancro  joynid  were, 
That  fuche  a  raine  from  hevin  gan  availe 
That  every  manir  woman  that  was  there 
Had  of  that  fmoky  raine  a  very  fere, 
At  the  which  Pandare  tho  lough,  and  faid  thenne, 
Now  were  it  time  a  lady  to  gone  henne  ? 

But,  gode  nece,  if  that  I  might  evir  pkfe 
You  any  thing,  than  pray  I  you  (quod  he) 
To  don  mine  hert  as  now  fo  gret  an  efe 
As  for  to  dwell  here  al  this  night  with  me; 
For  why  ?  this  is  your  owne  houfc  parde, 
For  by  my  txouthe,  I  fay  it  nat  in  game, 
To  wende  as  nowe  it  were  to  me  a  fhame. 

Crefeide,  which  that  could  as  mokil  gode 
As  halfe  a  world,  toke  hede  of  his  prayere, 
And  fens  it  rained,  and  al  was  in  a  flode, 
She  thought  as  gode  chepe  may  I  dwellin  here, 
And  graunt  it  gladly  with  a  frend'is  chere, 
And  have  a  thonke,  as  grutche  and  than  abide, 
For  home  to  gon  it  may  nat  well  betide. 

I  wol,  (quod  fhe)  mine  uncle  lefe  and  dere  J 
Sens  that  you  lift ;  it  fkil  is  to  be  fo  ; 

1  am  right  glad  with  you  to  dwellin  here  ; 
I  feide  but  in  game  that  I  wolde  goe. 
I.wis  graunt  mercy  !  nece,  (quod  he)  tho; 
Were  it  a  game  or  no,  the  fothe  to  tell, 
Now  am  1  glad  fens  that  you  lift  to  dwell, 
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Thus  al  is  wel ;  but  tho  began  aright 
The  newe  joy,  and  al  the  feft  againe ; 
But  Pandarus,  if  godely  had  he  might, 
He  would  have  hyid  her  to  bedde  full  faine, 
And  faid,  O  Lorde  1  this  is  an  huge  raine, 
This  were  a  wethir  for  to  flepin  in, 
And  that  I  rede  us  fone'  to  begin  : 

And,  nece,  wot  ye  where  I  wol  you  laie  ? 
For  that  we  ftul  nat  liggin  ferre  afpnder, 
And  for  ye  neithir  ihullin,  dare  I  faie, 
Herin  the  noife  of  rainis  ne  of  thonder, 
By  God  right  in  my  litil  clofet  yonder, 
And  I  wol  in  that  uttir  houfe  alone 
Ben  wardain  of  your  women  everichone ; 

And  in  this  middle  chambre  that  ye  fe 
Shal  all  your  women  flepin  wel  and  fofte, 
And  there  I  fayid  fhal  your  felvin  be. 
And  if  ye  liggin  wel  to  night  come  ofte, 
And  carith  not  what  wethir  is  alofte. 
Goth  in  anone,  and  whan  fo  that  ye  left 
Go  we  to  flepe,  I  trowe  it  be  the  beft. 

There  n'is  no  more,  but  here  aftir  fone 
Thei  drank,  voidid,  and  cuitinsdrew  anone; 
Gan  every  wight  that  hadde  nought  to  done 
More  in  the  place  out  of  the  chambre  gone ; 
And  evir  more  fo  fterneliche  it  rone, 
And  blewe  therwith  fo  wonderlichfl  loude, 
That  wel  nigh  no  man  herin  othir  coude, 

Tho  Pandarus  her  erne,  right  as  him  ought. 
With  women  fuche  as  were  her  moft  aboute, 
Ful  glad  unto  her  bedd'is  fide  her  brought, 
And  toke  his  leve,  and  gan  ful  lowe  to  loute, 
And  faid,  Here  at  this  clofet  dore  withoute 
Right  ovirthwart  your  women  liggin  all, 
That  whom  ye  lift  of  'hem  ye  maie  fone  call* 

So  whan  that  (he  was  in  the  clofet  laide, 
And  al  her  women  forth  by  ordinaunce 
A  bedde  werin,  there  as  I  have  yfaide, 
There  n'as  no  more  to  fkippin  nor  to  praunce 
But  bodin  go  to  bedde  with  mifchaunce, 
If  any  wight  ftering  were  anywhere, 
And  let  'hem  flepin  that  abedde  ywere. 

But  Pandarus,  that  wel  couthe  eche  adele 
The  olde  daunce,  and  every  point  therin, 
"Whan  that  he  wifte  that  aU  thing  was  wele, 
He  thought  he  wolde  upon  his  werke  begin, 
And  gan  the  ftewe  dore  all  foft  unpin 
As  ftil  as  ftone,  withoutin  lengir  lette  ; 
By  Troilus  adoun  right  he  him  fette. 

And,  fhortly  to  the  pointe  right  for  to  gone, 
Of  al  this  werke  he  told  him  orde  and  ende, 
And  fayid,  Make  the  redy  right  anone, 
For  thou  {halt  into  hevin  bliffe  ywende. 
Now  blifsful  Venus!   thou  me  grace  yfendc, 
(Quod  Troilus)  for  nevir  yet  no  nede 
Had  I  er  now,  ne  halfindele  the  drede. 

(Quod  Fandarus)  Ne  drede  the  ner  a  dele, 
For  it  fhal  be  right  as  thou  wolt  defire; 
So  thrive  I  this  night  fhal  I  make  it  wele, 
Or  caftin  all  the  gruil  in  the  fire. 
Yet,  blifsful  Venus  !  this  night  thou  me'  enfpire, 
(Quod  Troilus)  as  wis  as  I  the  ferve, 
And  evir  bet  and  bet  ihal  til  I  fterve, 


And  if  I  had,  o  Venus  ful  of  mirthe ! 
Afpedis  badde  of  Mars  or  of  Saturne, 
Or  thou  Combufte,  or  let  were  in  my  birtfy 
Thy  father  pray  I  al  thilke  harme  difturne 
Of  grace,  and  that  I  glad  aien  maie  turne, 
For  love  of  him  thou  lovideft  in  the  fliawe, 
1  mene  Adon,  that  with  the  bore  was  flawe  : 

O  Jove  !  eke  for  the  love  of  faire  Europe, 
The  which  in  form  of  bulle  awaie  thou  fet ; 
Now  helpe,  o  Mars !  that  with  thy  blody  cope, 
For  love  of  Cypria,  thou  me  nought  ne  let ; 
O  Phoebus  !  thinke  when  Daphne  her  felve  fhet 
Undir  the  barke,  and  laurir  woxe  for  drede, 
Yet  for  her  love  o  helpe  me  at  this  nede ! 

O  Mercuric  I  for  the  love  of  her  eke 
For  which  Pallas  was  with  Aglauros  wrothe 
Now  helpe ;  and  eke  Diane  !  I  the  befeke 
That  this  viage  ne  be  nat  to  the  lothe; 

0  Fatall  Suftrin !  whiche  or  any  clothe 
Me  fhapin  was  my  deftine  me  fponne, 
So  helpith  to  this  werke  that  is  bcgonne  ! 

(Quod  Pandarus)  Thou  wretchid  mouc'is  hertj 
Art  thou  agaft  fo  that  me  wol  the  bite  ? 
Why,  do  on  this  furred  cloke  upon  thy  flierte, 
And  fold  we  me,  for  I  wol  have  the  wite, 
But  bide,  and  let  me  gon  before  alite  ; 
And  with  that  worde  he  gan  undone  a  trappe, 
And  Troilus  he  brought  in  by  the  lappe. 

The  fterne  winde  Ib  loude  began  to  route 
That  no  wight  other'is  noife  might  yhere, 
And  thei  that  layin  at  the  dore  without 
Full  fikirly  thei  fleptin  all  ifere  ; 
And  Pandarus  with  a  ful  fobre  chere 
Goth  to  the  dore  anon  withoutin  lette 
There  as  thei  lay,  and  foftily  it  fhette; 

And  as  he  came  ayenwarde  privily 
His  nece  awoke,  and  alkith,  Who  goeth  there  I 
Mine  owne  dere  nece !  (quod  he)  it  am  I, 
Ne  wpndrith  not,  ne  have  of  it  no  fere ; 
And  nere  he  came,  and  faid  her  in  her  ere, 
No  worde  for  love  of  God  I  you  befeche, 
Let  no  wight  rife  and  herin  of  our  fpeche* 

What !  whiche  waie  be  ye  comen  ?  Benedicitt  f 
(Quod  flie)  and  how  thus  unwifte  of  'hem  all  f 
Here  at  this  fecret  trappe  dore  (quod  he.) 
(Quod  tho  Crefeide)  Let  me  fome  wight  call. 
Eigh  !  God  forbid  that  it  fhould  fo  befall 
(Quod  Pandarus)  that  ye  fuche  foly  wrought ! 
Thei  might  demin  thing  that  thei  nevir  thought. 

//  it  nat  gods  ajleplng  bouilde  to  wake. 
Ne  yeve  a  wight  a  caufe  for  to  divine ; 
Your  women  flepin  al  I  undirtake, 
So  that  for  them  the  houfe  men  mightin  mine, 
And  flepin  wollen  till  the  funne  fliine, 
And  when  my  tale  ybrought  is  to  an  ende 
Unwift  right  as  I  came  fo  wol  I  wende. 

Now,  nece  mine,  ye  fhul  well  undirftonde, 
(Quod  he)  fo  as  ye  women  demin  all, 
That  for  to  holde  in  love  a  man  in  honde, 
And  him  her  lefe  and  her  dere  hert  to  call, 
And  makin  him  an  how  above  a  call, 

1  mene,  as  love  an  othir  in  mene  while, 
She  doth  her  i'clfe  a  fhaoie  and  him  a  gile* 
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Now  wherby  that  1  tellin  you  al  this 
Ye  wote  your  ielfe  as  wel  as  any  wight, 
How  that  your  love  al  fully  grauntid  is 
To  Troilus,  that  is  the  worthieft  wight 
One  of  the  world,  and  therto  trouth  iplight, 
That  but  it  were  on  him  alonge  ye  n'olde 
Him  nevir  falfm  while  ye  levin  fholde. 

Now  ftonte  it  thusj  that  fith  I  fro  you  went 
This  Troilus,  right  platly  for  to  feine, 
Is  through  a  guttir  by  a  privy  went 
Into  my  chambre  come  in  al  this  reine, 
tJnwift  cf  every  manir  wight  certaine 
iSave  of  my  felfe,  as  wifely  have  I  joie, 
-And  by  the  faith  I  owe  Priam  of  Troie  : 

And  he  js  come  in  fuche  paine  and  diftf  effe 
pfhat  but  he  be  all  fully  wode  by  this 
He  fodainly  mote  fall  into  wodeneffe 
But  if  God  helpe  :  and  the  caufe  why  is  this, 
He  faith  him  told  is  of  a  frende  of  his 
How  that  ye  ihould  love  one  that  hight  Horafi, 
for  forow  of  which  this  night  fhal  be  his  laft. 
^    Crefeide1,  whiche  that  al  this  wondir  herde, 
Can  fpdainly  aboute  her  hert  to  colde, 
And  with  a  figh  {he  forowfully  anfwerdj 
Alas  !  I  wende  whofoere  talis  tolde, 
My  dere  hert,  certis,  eme,  would  me  nat  holde 
So  Ijghtly  faulfe  :  alas !  conceitis  wrong 
What  harme  thei  done  !  for  now  live  I  to  long. 

Horafte,  alas !  and  falfm  Troilus  ! 
I  knowe  him  not,  God  helpe  me  fo  !  (quod  fhe.) 
Alas  !  what  wickid  fpirite  tolde  him  thus  ? 
Now  certis,  eme,  to  morow'  and  I  him  fe 
1  fhal  therof  as  full  excufm  me 
As  evir  did  woman,  if  that  him  like^ 
And  with  that  worde  fhe  gan  full  fore  to  fike. 

O  God !  (quod  fhe)  fo  worldly  felineffe, 
Whiche  clerkis  callin  falfe  felicite, 
Ymediid  is  with  many'  a  bitterneffe 
Ful  anguifhous,  that  is,  God  wote,  (quod  fhe) 
Condicion  of  veine  profperitCj 
For  eithir  joyis  comin  nat  ifsre, 
Or  ellis  no  wight  hath  'hem  alwaie  here. 

O  brotil  wele  of  mann'is  joie  unftable  ! 
With  what  wight  fo  thou  be,  or  how  thou  playe, 
JJithir  he  wote  that  thou  joie  art  mutable, 
Or  wote  it  nate,  it  mote  been  one  of  twaie  : 
Now  if  he  wote  it  nat  how  maie  he  faie 
That  he  hath  very  joie  and  filineffe 
That  is  of  ignoraunce  aie  in  darkeneffe  ? 

Now  if  he  wote  that  joy  is  tranfitory, 
(As  every  joie  of  worldly  thing  mote  flie) 
Than  every  time  he  that  hath  in  memory 
The  drede  of  lefing  makith  him  that  he 
May  in  no  parfite  fikerneffe  ybe, 
And  if  to  lefe  his  joie  he  fet  a  mite 
Than  fcmith  it  that  joy  is  worth  ful  lite. 

Wfcerfore  1  wol  define  in  this  matere, 
That  truily  for  aught  I  can  efpie 
There  is  no  very  wele  in  this  world  here  ; 
But  o  thou  wickid  ferpent  Jealoufie ! 
Thou  mifbelevid,  envious  folie, 
Why  hait  thou  Troilus  made  me  to  untrift, 
That  nevir  yet  agihe  him  that  i  wifte  ? 
Voi.  I. 


(Quod  Pandarus)  Thus  fallin  is  this  raas. 
Why,  uncle  mine,  (quod  (he)  who  tolde  him  this  ? 
And  .why  doth  my  dere  herte  thus  alas  ! 
Ye  wote,  ye,  nece  min,  (quod  he)  what  it  is; 
I  hope  al  fhal  be  wel  that  is  amis, 
For  ye  maie  quenche  al  this  if  that  you  left.; 
And  doeth  right  fo ;  I  holde  it  for  the  beft. 

So  fhal  I  do  to  morow',  iwis,  (quod  fhe) 
And  God  toforne,  fo  that  it  fhul  fuffice. 
To  morow,  alas !  that  were  faire  (quod  he.) 
Nay,  nay,  it  maie  nat  ftondin  in  this  wife, 
For,  nece  mine,  thus,  writin  clerkis  wife, 
That  Peril  is  ivith  dr etching  in  ydraiva  ; 
Nay,  fuche  abodis  berl  nat  worthe  an  hawe. 

Nece,  alle  thing  hath  time,  I  dare  avowe^, 
For  whan  a  chambre'  a  fire  is  or  an  hall, 
Wel  more  nede  is  it  fodainly  refcowe 
Than  to  difpute  and  afke  amongis  all 
How  is  this  candil  in  the  ftrawe  yfall  ? 
Ah,  benedicite  /  for  al  among  that  fare 
The  harme  is  done,  and  farwel  felde'fare; 

And,  nece  mine,  ne  take  it  nat  agrefc 
If  that  ye  fuffre'  him  al  night  in  this  wo$ 
God  helpe  me  fo  ye  had  him  nevir  lefe ; 
What  dare  I  fainj  now  there  is  but  we  twty 
But  wel  I  wote  that  ye  wol  fiat  fo  do, 
Ye  ben  to  wife  to  don  fo  gret  folie, 
To  put  his  life  al  night  in  jeopardie. 

Had  I  him  nevir  lefe  ?  by  God  1  wene 
Ye  ne  had  nevir  thing  fo  lefe,  (quod  fhe.) 
Now  by  my  thrifte  (quod  he)  that  fhall  be  fene£ 
For  fithe  ye  make  this  enfample  of  me, 
If  I  al  night  would  him  in  forowe  fe 
For  al  the  trefour  in  the  toune  of  Troie, 
I  bidde  God  that  I  nevir  mote  have  joie. 

Now  lokdi  than  if  ye  that  ben  his  love 
Should  put  his  life  all  night  in  jeopardy 
For  thing  of  nought :  now  by  that  God  abov£ 
Nat  onely  this  delaie  eometh  of  folie 
But  of  malice,  if  tkat  I  mould  nat  He  : 
What !  platly  and  ye  fuffre'  him  in  diftrefle 
Ye  neithir  bounte  done  ne  gentilneffe. 

(Quodtho  Crefeide)  Wol  ye  done  o  thing? 
And  ye  therwith  fhal  ftinte  al  his  difefe, 
Have  hei^nd  berith  him  this  blewe  ring, 
For  there^nothing  might  him  bettir  plefe 
Save  I  myfelfe,  ne  more  his  hert  apefe ; 
And  faie,  my  dere  her te  !  that  his  forowe 
Is  caufeleffe,  that  fhal  he  fene  to  morowe. 

A  ringe !  (quod  he)  ye  hafilwodis  ihaken  t 
Ye,  nece  mine,  that  ring  muft  have  a  ftone, 
A  ftone  which  that  might  ded  men  alive  makefl* 
And  fuche  a  ring  trowe  I  that  ye  have  none : 
Difcrecion  out  of  your  hed  is  gone, 
That  fele  I  now,  (quod  he)  and  that  is  routhe  ; 

0  time  iloft,  wel  maift  thou  curfm  flouthe  ! 
Wote  ye  not  wel  that  noble  and  hie  coragfc 

Ne  fbroweth  nat,  ne  ftintith  eke  for  lite, 
But  if  a  fole  were  in  a  jelous  rage 

1  n'olde  fettin  at  his  forowe  a  mite, 
But  fefte  hina  with  a  fewe  wordis  white 

An  othir  deie,  whan  that  I  might  him  findc  j 
But  this  thing  fiant  al  in  anothir  kindc  j 
Aa 
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This  is  fo  gentle*  and  fo  tendir  of  herte 
That  with  his  deth  he  wol  his  forowes  wreke, 
For  truft  it  wel  how  fore  fo  that  him  fmerte 
He  wol  to  you  no  jelous  wordis  fpeke  ; 
And  forthy,  nece,  er  that  his  hert  to  breke, 
So  fpeke  your  felfe  to  him  of  this  matere, 
For  with  a  worde  ye  maie  his  herte  ftere. 

Now  have  I  toHe  what  peril  he  is  in, 
And  his  coming  unwift  to  every  wight, 
Ne  parde  harme  maie  there  be  none  ne  fin, 
I  wol  my  £elf  be  with  you  al  this  night ; 
Ye  know  eke  how  it  is  your  owne  knight, 
And  by  that  right  ye  muft  upon  him  trifte, 
And  I  al  preft  to  fetche  him  when  you  lifle. 

This  accident  fo  pitous  was  to  ht-re, 
And  eke  fa  like  a  fothe,  at  prime  face, 
And  Troilus  her  knight,,  to  her  fo  dere, 
His  prive  comming,  and  the  fikir  place, 
That  though  fhe  thought  fhe  did  him  than  a  grace, 
Confidirid  all  thingis  as  they  ftode, 
No  wondir  is,  fens  he  did  al  for  gode. 

Crefeide  anfwerde,.  As  wifely  God  at  reft 
My  foml£  bring  as  me  is  for  him  wo, 
And,  erne,  iwis  faine  would  I  don  the  beft, 
If  that  I  a  grace  had  for  to  do  fo  ; 
But  whethir  that  ye  dwel  or  for  him  go 
I  am,  til  God  me  bettir  minde  fende, 
At  Dulcarnon,  right  at  my  witt'is  ende. 

(Quod  Pandanis)  Ye,  nece,  wol  ye  here,. 
Dulcarnon  clepid  is  fleming  of  wretches., 
It  iemith  hard,,  for  wretchis  wol  nought  lere 
For  very  flouthe,  or  othir  wilfull  tetches, 
Thisfaid  is  by  them  that  ben't  worth  two  fetches; 
But  ye  ben  wife,  and  that  ye  han  on  honde 
N'is  neithir  harde  ne  ikilful  to  withflonde. 

Than,  erne,  (quod  flie)  doeth  hereof  as  you  lift, 
But  er  he  come  I  wol  up  firfl  arife, 
And  for  the  lov£  of  God,  fensal  my  trifl 
Is  on  you  two,  and  ye  beth  bathe  wife, 
So  werkith  now,  in  fo  difcrete  a  wife, 
That  I  honour  maie  have  and  he  plefaunce, 
For  I  am  here  al  in  your  govirnaunce 

Tha-t  is  wel  faid,  (quod  he}  my  nece  dere  I 
There  gode  thrifte  on  that  wife  gentill  herte; 
But  liggith  ftill,  and  takith  him  right  here, 
It  nedith  nat  no  ferthir  for  him  fterte  ; 
And  eche  of  you  efe  othir  forowes  fmert, 
For  love  of  God  and  Venus  I  the  herie, 
For  fone  hope  I  that  we  fliallin  ben  merie. 

This  Troilus  full  fone  on  knees  him  fette 
Fill  fobrely  right  by  her  bedd'is  hed, 
And  in  his  bcfte  wife  his  lady  grette; 
But  Lord  !  fo  fhe  woxe  fodainliche  all  red, 
And  thought  anonehow  that  fhe  fhuldebe  dedde  ; 
She  coulde  nat  o  worde  aright  out  bringe, 
So  fodainly  for  his  fodaine  comingc. 

But  Pandarus,  that  fo  wel  could  fole 
In  every  thing,  to  plaie  anon  began, 
And  Ciyid,  Nece,  fe  how  this  lord  gun  kncie, 
Now  for  your  troutW  fe  this  gentil  man; 
And  with  that  worde  he  for  a  quifhin  ran, 
And  faid,  Knelith  now  whilis  that  thou  leile, 
There  God  your  hertis  bring  foue  to  rtfte. 


Can  I  naught  fain,  for  fhe  bad  him  nat  rife,. 
If  forowe'  it  put  out  of  her  remembraunce, 
Or  ellis  that  fhe  toke  it  in  the  wife 
Of  duetie  as  for  his  obfervaunce  ; 
But  well  finde  I  fhe  did  him  this  plefaunce, 
That  {he  him  kifl,  although  fhe  fikid  fore, 
And  bad  him  fit  adoun  withoutin  more. 

(Quod  Pandarus)  Now  wol  ye  well  begin, 
Now  doth  him  fittin  dotane,  gode  nece  dere  1 
Upoa  your  bedd'is  fide,  al  there  within, 
That  eche  of  you  the  bet  rnaie  othir  here  ; 
And  with  that  worde  he  drew  him  to  the  fere, 
And  toke  a  light,  and  found  his  countinauncc 
As  for  to  loke  upon  an  old  romaunce. 

Crefcide,  that  was  Troilus  lady  right, 
And  clere  {lode  in  a  grounde-  of1  fikirnefle,. 
All  thought  fhe  that  her  fervaunt  and  her  knight 
Ne  fhulde  of  trouthe  none  unright  of  her  gefle, 
Yet  nathelefie,  confidrkl  his  diftrefle, 
And  that  love  is  in  caufe  of  fuche  folie, 
Thus-  to  him  fpake  fhe  of  hi&  jcloufie  : 

LQ,  herte  mine  !  as  would  the  excellence 
Of  love,  aienft  the  whiche  that  no  man  maie, 
Ne  ought  eke  godely  makin  refiflence, 
And  eke  bicaufe  I  felte  wel  and  faie 
Your  grete  trouth  and  fervice  every  daie, 
And  that  your  hert  al  mine  was,  foth  to  faine, 
This  drove  me  for  to  rewe  upon  your  paine  ; 

And  your  godenes  have  I  founden*  ahvay  yet. 
Of  whiche  my  dere  hert,  and  al  my  knight  1 
I  thanke  it  you,  as  fcrre  as  I  have  wit, 
Al  can  I  nat  as  much  as  it  were  right ; 
And  I  emforth  my  conning  and  my  might 
Have,  and  aie  fhal,  how  fore  fo  that  me  fmert, 
Ben  to  you  trewe  and  wkole  with  all  mine  hert ; 

And  dredileffe  that  fhal  be  founde  at  preve  : 
But,  herte*  mine  !  what  al  this  is  to  faine 
Shal  well  be  told,  fo  that  ye  nought  you  greve, 
Though  I  to  you  right  on  your  felf  complaine, 
For  therewith  mene  I  finally  the  paine 
That  halt  your  hert  and  mine  in  hevineffe 
Fully  to  flaine,  and  every  wrong  redrefle. 

My  gode  hert  mine !  n'ot  I  for  why  ne  how 
That  Jeloufy,  alas  !  that  wicked  wivere, 
Thus  caufeleffe  is  cropin  into  you, 
The  harme  of  whiche  I  would  fain  delivere  : 
Alas  '  that  he  all  whole  or  of  him  flivere 
Should  have  his  refute  in  fo  digne  a  place  f 
Than  Jove  him  fone  out  of  your  herte  erace ! 

But  o  thou  Jove  !  o  au&our  of  nature  1 
Is  this  an  honour  to  thy  dignite 
That  folke  ungilty  iulTrin  here  injure, 
And  who  that  gilty  is  al  quite  goeth  he  ? 
O  were  it  Icfull  for  to  plaine  of  the, 
That  undefervid  fuffrift  jelqufie, 
Of  that  I  would  upon  the  plaine  and  crie. 

Eke  al  my  wo  is  this,  that  folke  now  ufe^ 
To  faine  right  thus  ;  Ye,  jeloufie  is  lave, 
And  would  a  bufhil  of  venim  excufen, 
For  that  a  grane  of  love  is  on  it  fhove, 
Bat  thivt  wote  high  Jove  that  fittin  above 
If  it  be  likir  love,  or  hate,  orgrame, 
And  aftir  that  it  ought  to  bere  his  name. 
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But  all  was  huAYt,  and  Pandare  up  as  fall ; 
O  nece  !  pece,  or  we  be  loft  (quod  he  ;) 
Bethe  nat  agaft ;  but  certain  at  the  laft 
For  this  or  that  he  into  bedde  him  caft, 
And  faide,  O  thefe  !  is  this  a  mann'is  hertc  ? 
And  of  he  rent  all  to  his  bare  fherte, 

And  fayid,  Nece,  but  and  ye  helpe  us  now, 
Alas !  your  owne  Troilus  is  Ionic. 
Iwis  fo  would  1,  and  I  wills  how, 
Full  fain,  (quod  Ihe,)  Alas  that  I  was  borne ! 
Ye,  nece,  woll  ye  pullin  out  the  thorne 
That  ftiketh  in  his  hert*-  (quod  Pandare  ?) 
Saie  all  faryeve,  and  ftint  is  all  this  fare. 

Ye,  that  to  me  (quod  (he)  full  levir  were 
Than  all  the  gode  the  funne  about  ygoeth ; 
And  therewithall  fhe  fwore  him  in  his  ere, 
Iwis,  my  dere  herte  1  I  am  not  wrothe/ 
Have  here  my  trouth,  and  many'  an  othir  othe. 
Now  fpeke  to  me,  for  it  am  I  Crefeide  : 
But  ail  for  naught ;  yet  might  he  not  abreide. 

Therwith  his  poulce  and  paumis  of  his  hondes 
Theigan  to  frote,  and  wete  histemplis  twain, 
And  to  delivir  him  fro  bittir  bcncles 
She  oft  him  kiftj  and,  fhortly  for  to  fain, 
Him  to  rewakin  fhe  did  all  hdr  pain  ; 
Aud  at  the  laft  he  gan  his  breth  to  drawe, 
And  of  his  fwough  fbne  aftir  that  adawe, 

And  gan  bet  minde  and  refon  to  him  take  • 
But  wondir  fore  he  was  abafhed  iwis, 
And  with  a  figh  whan  he  gan  bet  awake 
He  faied,  O  mercie,  God  !  what  thing  is  this  ? 
Why  doe  /e  with  your  felvin  thus  amis  ? 
(Quod  tho  Crefeide)  is  this  a  mann'is  game  ? 
What,  Troilus  !  woll  ye  do  thus  for  lhamc  ? 

And  therwithail  her  arnie  ovre'  him 
And  ail  foryave,  and  oftin  time  him  keft  : 
He  thonkid  her,  and  to  her  fpake  and  faied 
As  fill  to  purpoie  for  his  hert'is  reft  ; 
And  the  to  that  anfwerde  him  as  her  left, 
And  with  her  godelie  wordis  him  difport 
She  gan,  and  oft  his  forowcs  to  comfort. 

(Quod  Pandarus)  For  aught  I  can  afpien 
This  light  nor  I  ne  ferving  here  of  naught, 
Light  is  nat  gode  for  fik;  folkis  cyen  ; 
But  for  the  love  of  God,  fens  ye  ben  brought 
In  this  gode  plite,  let  now  non  hcvy  thought 
Ben  hangid  in  the  herds  of  you  twey  ; 
And  bare  the  candle  tovvardes  the  chimney. 

Sone  after  this,  though  it  no  ncdc  ywcre, 
Whan  fhe  foche  othis  as  her  lift  devife 
Had  of  him  takin,  her  thought  tho  no  fere 
Ne  caufe  eke  none  to  bid  him  thennis  rife  c 
Yet  leffe  thing  than  othis  maie  fuffice 
In  many'  a  cafe,  for  every  wight  I  gaffe 
That  lovith  well  mem'th  but  gentilnefTe. 

But  in  effect  fhe  would  y  wcte  anon 
Of  what  man,  and  eke  where,  and  alfo  why, 
He  jelous  was,  fens  there  was  caul'3  non, 
And  eke  the  figne  which e  that  he  toke  it  by, 
She  bade  him  that  to  tell  her  bufily, 
Or  ell's  certain  (he  bare  him  on  honde 
That  this  was  doen  of  malice,  her  to  fon 
A  a  : 
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Withoutin  more,  fhortly  for  to  fain, 
He  muft  obeie  unto  his  ladie's  heft, 
And  for  the  laflfe  harme  he  muft  fomwhat  fain; 
He  faied  her,  Whan  fhe  was  at  foche  a  fcft 
•She  might  on  him  have  lokid  at  the  left; 
N'ot  I  nat  what  (all  dere  inough  a  rifhe) 
/..«  '^  '  'hat  nedis  muft  a  caufe  out  fifhe. 

And  flie  anfwerde,  Swetc  hert !  all  were  it  fo, 
W;  '*  harrac  was  that,  (ince  I  non  evill  mcne  ? 
Fur  by  that  God  that  wrought  us  bathe  two 
In  all  rhanir  thing  is  mine  entent  clene ; 
Soche  argumentcs  he  be  nat  worthe  a  bene  ; 
Wo  11  ye  the  child ifh  jelous  coanterfcte  ? 
Now  were  it  worthy  that  ye  were  ibete. 

Tho  Troilus  gan  forowfully  fike, 
Left  fhe  be  wrothe  him  thought  his  herte  deide, 
And  faied,  Alas  !  upon  my  forowe's  fike 
Have  mercie,  o  fwete  herte  mine,  Crefeide  ! 
And  if  that  in  tho  wordis  that  I  feide 
Be  any  wrong,  I  woll  no  more  trefpace  ; 
Doeth  what  yfln  lift  ;  I  am  all  in  your  grace. 

And  fhe  anfwerde,  Of  gilt  mifericorde, 
That  is  tr  faine,  that  I  foryeve  all  this, 
And  evirmore  on  this  night  you  recorde, 
And  bethe  well  ware  ye  doe  no  more  am ig. 
Naie,  dere  hert  mine  !  no  more  (quod  he)  iwis. 
Am}  now  (quod  fhe)  that  I  have  you  doe  fmerte 
Foryeve  it  to  me,  mine  owne  fwete  herte  ! 

This  Troilus  with  bliffe  of  that  fupprifed 
Put  all  in  Godd'is  hande,  as  he  that  nn.it 
Nothing  but  well,  and  fodainly  avifed 
He  her  in  his  armis  faft  to  him  hent  ; 
And  Pandarus  with  a  full  gode  entent 
JLaied  him  to  flepe,  and  faied,  If  ye  be  wife 
Sownith  not  now,  left  more  folke  arife. 

What  might  or  mare  the  fely  rarke  faie 
When  that  the  fparhauke  hath  him  in  his  fote? 
I  can  no  more  but  of  thefe  ilke  twaie, 
(To  whom  this  tale  fugre  be  or  fote) 
Though  I  tary  ayere,  fomtime  I  mote 
After  mine  audthour  tellin  ther  gladneffe, 
As  well  as  I  have  tolde  ther  Revineffe. 

Crefeide,  whiche  that  felt  her  thus  itakey 
(As  writin  clerkisin  ther  bokis  old) 
Right  as  an  afpirr  lefe  fhe  gan  to  quake 
"Whan  ihe  him  felt  her  in  his  armis  foldj 
But  Troilns  all  whole  of  tapis  cold 
Ca:i  thankin  tho  the  blisfull  goddis  fevenv 
Thus  Sondry  paints  brinptn  folk  to  hewn. 

This  Troilus  in  armis  gan  her  ftraine, 
And  fayid,  Swete !  as  evir  mote  I  gone 
J^ow  be  ye  caught ;  now  here  is  but  we  twaine  J 
Now  yeldith  you,  for  othir  bote  is  none. 
To  that  Crefeide  anfwerid  thus  anone, 
Ne  had  I  er  now,  my  fwete  herta  dere  f 
Ben  yoldin,  iwis  I  were  now  not  here. 

O  foth  is  faied,  that  helid  for  to  be 
Of  a  fevir  or  othir  grete  fikneffe 
Men  muft  drinkiu,  as  we  may  oftin  fe, 
Full  bittir  drinke,  and  for  to  have  gladneffe 
Men  drinkin  oft  in  pain  and  in  diftreffe ; 
I  mene  it  here,  as  for  this  avinture, 
That  through  a  pain  hath  founclin  al  his  cure. 


And  now  fwetneffe  yfemith  ferrc  more  fwe 
That  bittirneffe  affayid  was  biforne, 
For  out  of  wo  in  bliffe  now  thei  flete  ; 
Non  foche  thei  feltin  fithins  thei  were  borne  ; 
Now  is  this  bettirthan  bothe  two  be  lorne  : 
For  love  of  God  take  every  woman  hede 
To  werkin  thus  if  it  come  to  the  nede. 

Crefeide  all  quite  from  every  drede  and  tent 
As  fhe  that  jufte  caufe  had  him  to  trift, 
Made  him  foche  feft  it  joie  was  for  to  fene, 
Whan  fee  his  tro-uth  and  ckne  entent  j wift  ; 
And  as  about  a  tre.  with  many*  a  twift 
Bitrent  and  writiiin  is  the  fwete  wodbinde 
Gan  eche  of  'hem  m  arnirs  othir  winde. 

And  as  the  newe  abafhid  nightingale, 
That  ftintith  firft,  whan  fhe  bcginnith  fing, 
Whan  that  fhe  herith  any  herd'is  tale, 
Or  in  the  hedgis  any  wight  ftering, 
And  aftir  fikir  doeth  her  voice  out  ring, 
Right  fo  Crefeide,  whan  that  her  drede  {lent, 
Opened  her  hert,  and  told  him  her  entent. 

And  right  as  he  that  feeth  his  deth  ifhapen, 
And  dyin  mote,  in  aught  that  he  maic  geffe, 
And  fodainly  rcfcous  doeth  him  efcapen, 
And  from  his  deth  is  brought  in  fikirneffe, 
For  al  this  worlde  in  foche  prefent  gladneffe 
Was  Troilus  and  hath  his  lady  fwete  ; 
With  no  worfe  hap  God  let  usnevir  mete! 

Her  armis  fmall,  her  back  both  ftreight  and  foft» 
Her  fidis  long,  and  flefhy,  fmothe,  and  white, 
He  gan  to  ftroke,  and  gode  thrift  bad  full  oft, 
Her  fnow- white  thrpte,  her  breftis  round  and  UtC> 
Thus  in  this  heven'  he  gan  him  to  delite, 
And  therwithall  a  thoufande  times  her  kifl, 
That  what  to  doen  for  joie  unneth  he  wift. 

Than  faied'  he  thus,  O  Love  !  o  Churite  !  > 
Thy  mothir  eke,  Citherea  the  fwete  1 
Aftir  thy  felf  next  heryid  be  fhe, 
Venus  I  mene,  the  wellwilly  planete, 
And  next  that  Hymenceus  !  I  the  grete, 
For  nevir  man  was  to  you  goddis  hold 
As  I,  whiche  ye  have  brought  fro  caris  cold. 

Benigne  Love  \  thou  holy  bond  of  thinges,     . 
Who  fo  woll  grace,  and  lift  the  not  hououre,    ^ 
Lo  !  his>defire  woll  flie  withoutin  winges, 
For  n'oldifb  thou  of  bountie  'hem  focoure 
That  fervin  beft,  and  mofte  alwaie  laboure, 
Yet  were  all  loft,  that  dare  I  well  fain  certes, 
But  if  thy  grace  ypaffid  our  defertes. 

And  for  thou  me,  that  left  thonke  coud  defcrvC 
Of  them  that  nombred  ben  unto  thy  grace. 
Haft  holpin  there  I  likely  was  to  fterve, 
And  me  beftowid  in  fo  high  a  place 
That  thilke  boundis  maie  no  bliffe  furpace, 
1  can  no  more,  but  laude  and  reverence 
'Be  to  thy  bounte  and  thine  excellence. 

And  therwithall  Crefeide  slion  he  kift^ 
Of  whiche  certain  fhe  ne  felt  no  difefe, 
And  thus  faied  he,  Now  wold  to  God  I  wift, 
Mine  herte  fwete  !  how  I  you  beft  might  plefeJ 
What  man  (quod  he)  was  evir  thus  atefc 
As  I,  on  whiche  the  fairift  and  the  beft 
That  er  I  feie  deiuith  her  heit  to  reft  £ 


B&  Iff. 

Here  male  ye  fene  that  mercie  paflith  right, 
The'  experience  of  that  is  felt  in  me, 
That  am  unworthy  to  fo  fvvete  a  wight ; 
But  harte  mine  !  of  your  benignite 
So  thinkith,  that  though  I  unworthy  be 
Yet  mote  I  nede  amendin  in  fome  wife 
Hight  through  the  vertue  of  your  hie  fervice. 

And  for  the  love  of  God,  my  lady  derei 
Sith  he  hath  wrought  me  for  I  fhal  you  ferve, 
As  thus J  mene,  that  ye  woll  be  my  fere 
To  do  me  live,  if  that  you  lift,  or  fterve  ; 
So  techith  me  how  that  I  maie  deferve 
>  Your  thonke,  fo  that  I  through  min  ignoraunce 
>Ie  doe  nothing  that  you  be  difplefaunce  : 

For  certis,  frefhe  and  womanliche  wife  ! 
This  dare  I  faie,  that  trouth  and  diligence, 
That  (hall  ye  findin  in  me  all  my  life, 
Ne  I  woll  not  certain  breke  your  defence, 
And  if  I  doe,  prefent  or  in  abfence, 
For  love  of  God  let  fie£  me  with  the  dede, 
if  that  it  like  unto  your  womanhede. 

Iwis,  (quod  fhej  mine  owne  herte'is  luft  ! 
My  ground  of  efe,  and  al  mine  herte  dere ! 
Graunt  mercie  !  for  on  that  is  all  my  truft : 
But  let  us  fall  awaie  fro  this  mattere, 
For  it  fuffifith  thi«  that  faid  is  here, 
And  at  o  worde,  withoutin  repentaunce, 
Welcome  my  knight,  my  pece,  my  fuffifaunce  ! 

Of  ther  delite  or  joies  one  of  the  left 
Were  impoffible  to  my  wit  to  faie, 
But  judgith  ye  that  have  ben  at  the  felt 
Of  foche  gladneffe,  if  that  him  lift  to  plaie, 
I  can  no  more  but  thus,  thefe  ilke  twaie 
That  night,  betwixin  drede  and  fikirneffe, 
Feltin  in  love  the  gretift  worthineffe. 

O  blisfuil  night !  of  them  fo  long  ifought, 
How  blithe  unto  'hem  bodu  two  tliou  were  ! 
Why  ne'  had  I  foche  feft  with  my  foule  ibought 
Ye,  or  but  the  left  joie  which  that  was  there  ? 
Awaie  thou  fouls  daungir  and  thou  ferei 
And  let  'hem  in  this  hevin  bliffe  ydwell, 
That  is  fo  high  that  all  ne  can  I  tell. 

But  fothe  is,  though  I  can  not  tellin  all, 
As  can  mine  au&hour  of  his  excellence, 
Yet  have  I  faied,  and  God  toforne  (hall, 
In  every  thing  all  wholly  his  fentence, 
And  if  that  I  at  Lov'is  reverence 
Have  any  worde  in  echid  for  the  heft, 
Doeth  therwithall  right  as  your  ielvin  left ; 

For  all  my  wordis  here,  and  every  part, 
I  fpeke  'hem  all  undir  correction 
Of  you  that  feling  have  in  lov'is  art, 
And  put  it  all  in  your  difcrecion, 
To  encrefe  or  make  diminicion 
Of  my  langage,  and  that  I  you  befeche  : 
But  now  to  purpofe  of  my  rathir  fpeche. 

Thefe  ilke  two,  that  ben  in  armis  laft, 
So  lothe  to  'hem  afondir  gon  it  were, 
That  eche  from  othir  wendin  ben  biraft, 
Or  ellis,  lo  !  this  was  ther  mofte  fere, 
That  al  this  thing  but  nice  dremis  were, 
For  whiche  full  oft  eche  of  'hem  faid,  O  fvvete  ! 
I  you  thus,  or  els  doe  I  it  'mete  ? 
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|       And,  Lorde  !  fo  he  gan  godelle  .on  her  fe, 
That  nevir  his  loke  ne  blent  from  her  face, 
And  faied,  O  my  dere  herte  !  maie  it  be 
That  it  be  fothe  th'atye  ben  in  this  place  ? 
Ye,  herte  mine  !  God  thanke  I  of  his  grace, 
(Quod  tho  Crefcide)  and  therwithall  him  kift, 
That  where  here  fpirite  was  for  joie  fhe  n'ift. 

This  Troilus  full  oft  her  eyin  two 
Gan  for  to  kiffe,  and  faied,  O  eyin  clere  ! 
It  werin  ye  that  wrought  me  foche  wo, 
Ye  humble  nettis  of  my  lady  dere, 
Though  there  be  mercie  writtin  in  your  chere/ 
God  wote  the  text  full  harde  is  for  to  finde  ; 
How  couldin  ye  withoutin  bonde  me  binde  ? 

Therwith  he  gan  her  faft  in  armis  take, 
And  well  an  hundrid  timis  gan  he  fike, 
Not  foche  forowfull  fighis  as  men  make 
For  wo,  or  ellis  whan  that  folke  be  fike, 
But  efie  fighi-s,  foche  as  ben  to  like, 
That  fhewid  his  affection  within  ; 
Of  foche  manir  fighis  could  he  not  blin. 

Sone  aftir  this  thei  fpake  of  fondrie  thing:st 
As  fill  to  purpofe  of  this  avinture, 
And  play  in  enterchaungidin  ther  ringes, 
Of  whiche  I  can  not  tellin  no  fcripture, 
But  well  wot  a  broche  of  gold  and  azure, 
In  whiche  a  rubie  fet  was  like  an  hert, 
Crcfeide  him  yave,  and  ftacke  it  on  his  fherte. 

Lorde  1  trowe  ye  that  a  coveitous  wretche 
That  blamith  love,  and  hake  of  it  difpite, 
That  of  tho  pens  that  he  can  muckre'  and  ketche 
Was  evir  yet  yeve  to  him  foche  delite, 
As  is  in  love  in  o  poinc"l  in  fome  plite  ? 
Naie,  doubtileffe,  for  all  fo  God  me  fave 
So  parfite  joie  ne  maie  no  nigard  have. 

Thei  woll  faie  Yes,  but  Lorde  that  fo  thei  lie  ! 
Tho  bufie  wr.etchis  full  of  wo  and  drede 
That  cailin  love  a  wodeneffe.  or  folie ; 
But  it  fliall  fall  'hem  as  I  fball  you  rede, 
Thei  mail  forgon  the  white  and  eke  the  rede, 
And  live  in  wo,  there  God  yeve  'hem  mifchauncc, 
And  every  lovir  in  his  Uouthe  avaunce. 

As  would  to  God  tho  wretchis  that  difpifc 
Service  of  love  had  eris  all  fo  long 
As  had  Midas,  all  full  of  covetife, 
And  therto  dronkin  had  as  hotte  ai»d  ftrong 
As  Cyrus  did  for  his  affe&is  wrong, 
To  techin  'hem  that  thei  ben  in  the  vice, 
And  lovirs  not,  although  thei  hold  'hem  nice. 

'Thefe  ilke  two  of  whom  thai  I  you  faie, 
Whan  that  ther  hertis  well  affurid  were, 
Tho  gonnin  thei  to  fpekin  and'  to  plaie, 
And  eke  rehercin  how,  and  whan,  and  where, 
Thei  knewin  firft,  and  every  wo  or  fere 
That  paffid  was  ;  but  all  foche  hevineffe, 
Ithonkid  God,  was  tournid  to  gladneffe. 

And  evirmore  whan  that  'hem  fell  to  fpeke 
Of  any  thing  of  foche  a  time  agone 
With  kiffing  all  that  tale  fhould  ybreke, 
And  fallin  into  a  newe  joie  anone, 
And  diddin  all  ther  might,  fens  thei  were  one, 
For  to  recoveren  bliffe  and  ben  at  efe, 
And  pajiid  wo  with  joyis  counterpaife, 
A  a  ii 
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Refon  well  not  that  I  fpekin  of  flepc, 
For  it  accordith  not  to  my  mattere ; 
God  wote  thei-toke  of  it  full  little  kepe, 
But  left  this  night  that  was  to  'hem  fo  dere 
NL  ihouM  in  v'Jiine  efcapc  in  no  manere 
It  was  bifet  in  joie  and  bufmefle 
Of  all  that  fop nith  into  gentilneffc. 

But  whan  the  cock,",  commune  aftrologer, 
Gan  on  his  breft  to  bete  and  aftlr  crpwe, 
And  Lucifer,  the  day 'is  meffanger, 
Gan  for  to  rife,  and  out  hisbemis  throwe, 
Andcltward  rofe,  to  him  that  could  it  knov/, 
Fortiina  Major,  than  anone  Ciefeide 
With  herte  fore  to  Troilus  thus  feide  : 

Mine  hert'is  life,  my  truft,  al  my  plefauncc  ! 
That  I  was  borne,  alas  !  that  me  is  wo, 
That  daie  of  us  mote  make  difceveraunce, 
Tor  time  it  is  to  rife  and  hennis  go, 
Or  ellis  I  am  loft  for  evirmo. 
O  Night !  alas  !  why  n'ilt  thou  ore  us  hove 
As  long  as  whan  Alcmepa  Jaie  by  Jove  ? 

O  blac'ke  Night  !  as  folke  in  bokis  rede, 
That  fhapin  art  by  God  this  worlde  to  hide 
At  certain  timis  with  thy  derke  wede, 
That  undir  that  men  might  in  reft  abide, 
Wei  qughtin  beftes  to  plain  and  folke  to  chide, 
That  thereas  daie  with  labor  would  us  breft, 
That  thou  us  flieft  and  deinift  us  not  reft, 

Thou  doeft,  alas  i  fo  fhortly  thine  office, 
Thou  rakle  Night,  that  God  makir  of  kindc 
The  for  thine  haft,  and  thine  unkinde  vice 
So  faft  aie  to  our  hcmifphere  binde, 
That  nevirmore  undir  the  ground  thcu  winde, 
For  through  thy  rakle  hying  out  of  Troie 
Have  I  forgone  thus  haftily  my  joie. 

This  Troilus,  that  with  tho  wordis  felt, 
As  thought  him  tho,' for  piteous  diftrefle 
The  blodie  teris  from  his  herte  melt, 
As  he  that  yet  ncvir  foche  hevineffe 
Affayid  had  out  of  fo  grete  gladneffe, 
c  Gan  therewithall  Crefeide  his  lady  dere 
lu  armis  ftrain,  and  faid  in  this  manere  ; 

O  cniill  Daie !  accufer  of  the  joie 
That  Night  and  Love  hath  ftole  and  faft  iwrie, 
Accm-fid  be  jhy  commjng  into  Troie  ! 
For  e'very  bowre  hath  one  of  thy  bright  even  : 
Knvious  Daie  !  what  lift  the  fo  to  ipieri  ? 
What  haft  thou  loft  ?  why  fekift  thou  this  place  ? 
There  God  thy  light  fo  quenche  for  his  grace  ! 

Alas  !  what  have  thefe  lovirs  the  agilt  ? 
Difpitous  Daie!   thine  be  the  paine  of  hell, 
For  many'  a  lovir  haft  thou  flain  and  wilt; 
Thy  poring  in  vvoll  no  where  let  'hem  d^cll : 
What  !  profrift  tbou  thy 'light  here  for  to  fel? 
Go,  fell  it  them  that  fmale  felis  grave  ; 
We  well  the  not ;  us  nejith  no  daie  have. 
And  eke  the  fonni  Titan  gan  he  chide, 
And  faid,  O  fole  !  well  male  men  the  difpife, 
That  haft  all  night  the  Dauning  by  thy  fide, 
And  full  rift  her  fo  lone  up  fro  the  rife, 
For  to  difefe  us  lovirs  in  this  wife  ; 
What !  hold  your  bed  there  thou  and  thy  Morcw  ; 
I  bidde  God  fo  ycve  you  both  ioro\\e. 


Therwith  full  fore  he  fighed,  and  thus  he  fcidc  \ 
My  lady  bright,  and  of  my  wele  or  wo 
The  well  and  rote  !  o  godely  mine,  Crefeide ! 
And  (hall  I  rife,  alas !  and  fliall  I  goe  .» 
Now  fele  I  that  mine  herte  mote  a  two  ; 
And  how  fhould  I  my  life  an  houre  fave 
Sens  that  with  you  is  a!l  the  life  I  have  ? 

What  fiiall  I  doen  ?  for  certis  I  n'ot  how, 
Ne  whan,  alas !  I  ihal  the  tinv  i'e 
That  in  thisplite  I  maie  ben  eft  with  you, 
And  of  my  life  God  wote  how  fhall  that  be, 
Sens  that  defire  right  now  fo  bitith  me 
That  I  am  dede  anon  but  I  retourne  : 
How  fhould  I  long,  alas  !  fro  you  fojourne  : 

But  natheleffe,  mine  owne  ladie  bright ! 
Yet  were  it  fo  that  I  wift  uttirly 
That  I  your  humble  fervaunt  and  your  knight     , 
Were  in  your  herte  ifet  fo  fermijy 
As  ye  in  mine,  the  whiche  thing  truily 
Me  levir  were  than  have  thefe  worldis  twain, 
Yet  fhould  I  bet  endurin  all  nv.y  pain. 

To  that  Crefeide  anfwerid  right  anon, 
And  with  a  fig-h  fhe  faied,  O  herte  dere  ! 
The  game  iwis  fo  ferforth  now  is  gon 
J'hat  firft  fhall  Phcebus  fallin  from  the  fphere, 
And  everiche  egle  ben  the  dov'is  fere, 
And  every  rocke  out  of  his  place  afterte, 
Er  Troilus  go  out  of  Crefeide's  herte. 

Ye  ben  fo  depe  within  mine  herte  ygrave, 
That  tho  I  would  it  turne  out  of  my  thought, 
As  wifely  very  God  my  foule  fave, 
To  dyin  in  the  pain  I  coulde  nought ; 
And  for  the  love  of  God,  that  us  hath  wrought^ 
Let  in  your  brain  none  othir  fantafie 
ho  crepin,  that  it  caufe  me  to  die. 

And  that  ye  me  would  have  as  faft  in  rninde 
As  I  have  you,  that  would  I  you  befeche, 
And  if  I  wift  fothily  that  to  finde, 
God  tnio-ht  not  o  point  of  my  joyis  eche. 
But,  herte  mine  !  withoutin  more  fpeche, 
Bethe  to  me  true,  or  ellis  were  it  routhc, 
For  I  am  thine,  by  God  and  by  my  trouthe. 

Bethe  glad  forthy,  and  live  in  fikirneffe, 
Thus  faied  I  ner  er  this,  ne  fhall  to  mo  ; 
And  if  to  you  it  were  a  grete  gladneffe 
To  tourne  ayen  fone  aftir  that  ye  go, 
As  faine  would  I  as  ye  that  it  were  fo, 
As  v/ifely  God  mine  herte  bring  to  refte, 
And  him  in  armis  toke,  and  ofte  kefte. 

Ayenft  his  will,  fithe  it  mote  nedis  be, 
This  Troilus  up  rofe,  and,  faft  him  cled, 
And  in  his  armis  toke  his  lady  fre 
An  hundrid  times,  and  on  his  waie  him  fped, 
And  with  foche  wordis  as  his  herte  ybled 
He  feide,  Farith  wel,  my  dere  herte  fwete ! 
That  God  us  graunte  found  and  fone  to  mete. 

To  whiche  no  worde  for  forowe  {he  anfwerd, 
So  fore  gan  his  parting  her  to  diftrain, 
And  Troilus  unto  his  paleis  ferd, 
As  wo  bigon  as  fhe  was,  fothe  to  faine, 
So  harde  him  wrong  of  fliarpe  defire  the  pain; 
Por  to  ben  efte  there  he  was  in  plefaunce, 
That  it  may  neve  out  of  his  remembraunce. 
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Rctournid  to  his  roiall  paleis  fone 
He  foft  unto  his  bedde  gan  for  to  (hrinke, 
To  flepe  long,  as  he  was  wont  to  doen ; 
But  all  for  naught ;  he  maie  wel  ligge  and  winke, 
But  flepe  maie  there  none  in  his  herte  finke, 
Thinking  how  fhe,  for  whom  defire  him  brendc, 
A  M.  folde  was  worth  more  than  he  wende. 

-And  in  his  thought  gan  up  and  doune  to  wende 
tier  wordis  all,  and  every  continaunce, 
And  fermily  impreffin  in  his  minde 
The  lefte  poinde  that  to  him  was  plefauncc, 
And  verily  of  thilke  remembraunce 
Defire  al  newe  him  brende,  and  luft  to  brede 
Gan  more  than  erft,  and  yet  toke  he  non  hede. 

Crefeide  alfo  right  in  the  fame  wife 
Of  Troilus  gan  in  her  herte  fhct, 
His  worthineffe,  his  luft,  his  dedis  wife, 
His  gentilneffe,  and  how  fhe  with  him  met, 
Thonking  Love  that  he  fo  well  her  befet, 
Defiring  oft  to  have  her  herte  dere 
In  foche  a  place  as  fhe  durft  make  him  chere. 

Pandare  a  morowe  which  that  commin  was 
Unto  his  nece  gan  her  faire  to  grete, 
•And  faied,  All  this  night  fo  rained  it  alas  ! 
That  all  my  drede  is  that  ye,  nece  fwete ! 
Have  little  leifir  had  to  flepe  and  mete  : 
All  night  (quod  he)  hath  rain  fo  do  me  wake 
That  fome  of  us  I  trowe  ther  heddis  ake. 

And  nere  he  came,  and  faid,  How  ftant  it  now, 
This  merie  morowe  ?  nece,  how  can  ye  fare  ? 
Crefeide  anfwerde,  Nevir  the  bet  for  you, 
Foxe  that  ye  ben,  God  yeve  your  herte  care  ; 
God  helpe  me  fo  ye  caufid  all  this  fare, 
Trowe  I,  (quod  fhe)  for  all  your  wordis  white  : 
O  who  fo  feeth  you  knowith  you  full  lite  ! 

With  that  fhe  began  her  face  for  to  wrie 
With  the  fhete,  and  woxe  for  fhame  all  redde, 
And  Pandarus  gan  undir  for  to  prie, 
Andfayid,  Nece,  if  that  I  fhall  ben  dedde 
Have  here  a  fwerde  and  fmitith  of  my  hedde  : 
With  that  his  arme  all  fodainly  he  thrifte 
Undir  her  necke,  and  at  the  laft  her  kifte. 

I  pafle  al  that,  which  chargith  naught  to  fay  : 
What !  God  foryave  his  deth,  and  fhe  alfo 
Foryave  ;  and  with  her  uncle  gan  to  plaie, 
For  othir  caufe  ne  was  there  none  than  fo  ; 
But  of  this  thing  right  to  th'  effecl:  to  go, 
Whan  time  ywas  home  to  her  houfe  fhe  wen*) 
And  Fandarus  hath  fully  his  entent. 

Now  tourne  we  ayen  to  Troilus, 
That  refteleffe  full  long  a  bedde  ylaie, 
And  privily  fent  aftir  Pandarus, 
To  him  to  come  in  all  the  haft  he  maie  : 
He  come  anon,  not  onis  faied  he  naie, 
And  Troilus  full  fobirly  he  grete, 
And  doune  upon  the  budd'is  fide  him  fete. 

This  Troilas  with  all  th'  affe&ioun 
Of  frendly  love  that  herte  maie  devife 
To  Pandarus  on  kneis  fill  adoune, 
And  er  that  he  would  of  the  place  arife 
He  gan  him  thankin  on  his  bcfte  wife; 
An  hundrid  time  he  gan  the'vime  bleffe 
That  he  was  borre,  to  bring  hjm  fro  dulrdjr. 


He  faid,  O  frend  of  frencles!   the  aldirbeft 
That  evir  was,  the  fothe  for  to  tell, 
Thou  haft  in  heven  ibrought  my  foule  at  reft 
Fro  Plegethon,  the  fine  flode  of  hell, 
That  though  J  might  a  thoufande  timisfel 
Upon  a  daie  my  life  in  thy  fervicc, 
It  ne  might  not  a  mote  in  that  fuffice. 

The  fonne,  whiche  that  al  the  worlde  maie  fc, 
Sawe  nevir  yet  (my  life  that  dare  I  leie)   ' 
So  joily,  faire,  and  godely,  as  is  fhe 
Whofe  I  am  all,  and  fhall  till  that  I  deie  ; 
And.  that  I  thus  am  her's,  dare  I  wel  feie, 
That  thankid  be  the  highe  worthineffe 
Of  Love,  and  eke  thy  kinds  bufineffe. 

Thus  haft  thou  memo  little  thing  iyeve; 
For  why  ?  to  the  obligid  be  for  aie 
My  life ;  and  why?  for  through  thine  helpe  I  live, 
Or  els  dedde  had  I  ben  many  a  daie  : 
And  with  that  worde  doun  in  his  bed  he  laie, 
And  Pandarus  full  fobirly  him  herde 
Till  all  was  faid,  and  than  he  him  anfwerde  : 

My  dere  frende  !  if  I  have  doen  for  the 
In  any  cafe,  G«d  vvote  it  is  me  lefe, 
And  am  as  glad  as  man  maie  of  it  be, 
God  helpe  me  fo  ;  but  take  now  not  agrefc 
That  I  fhall  faine  ;  beware  of  this  mifchefe, 
That  there  as  now  thou  brought  art  to  thy  blifle 
That  thou  thy  felf  ne  caufe  it  not  to  miffe  : 

For  of  Fortun'is  fharpe  adverfite 
The  worfte  kinde  of  infortune  is  this, 
A  man  to  have  ben  in  profperite, 
And  it  remembir  whan  it  paffid  is  s 
Thou'  art  wife  inough,  forthy  doe  nat  amis; 
But  not  to  rakill  though  thou  fitte  warme, 
For  if  thou  be  certain  it  woll  the  harme. 

Thou  art  at  efe,  and  hold  the  well  therinj 
For  all  fo  fure  as  redde  is  every  fire 
A.  f  grete  a  crafte  is  to  kept  ivcll  as  ivinne  : 
Bridle  alwa'ie  tby  Jfecb  and  thy  (!elirsy 
For  Worldly  jole  bnldeth  not  but  by  a  ivire^ 
That  previth  well,  it  breft  al  daie  fo  ofte, 
Forthy  nede  is  to  werkin  with  it  fofte. 

(QuodTroilus)  I  hope,  and  Godtoforn^ 
My  dera  frende  !  that  I  fhall  fo  me  bere 
That  in  my  gilt  there  fhall  nothing  ben  lorntfj 
Ne  I  n'ill  rakle  for  to  grevin  her  ; 
It  nedeth  not  this  mattir  oft  to  tere, 
For  wiftift  thou  mine  herte  wel,  Pandare, 
God  wote  of  this  thou  wouldift  litil  care. 

Tho  gan  he  tell  him  of  his  glade  night, 
And  whereof  firft  his  hert  ydradde  and  howj. 
And  fayid,  Frende,  as  I  am  a  true  knight, 
And  by  that  faithe  1  owe  to  God  and  you, 
I  had  it  nevir  half  fo  hot  as  now, 
And  evir  the  more  that  defire  me  biteth 
To  love  her  beft  the  more  it  me  delitethr 

I  n'ot  my  felf  not  wifely  what  it  is, 
But  now  I  ft-lin  a  new  qualite, 
Ye,  all  anothir  than  I  did  er  this. 
Pandace  anfwerid  and  faied  thus,  that  bs 
That  onis  maie  in  hevih  bliffe  ybe 
He  lelith  othir  wayis,  dare  I  faie, 
Thur;  thiike  time  he  firft  herd  of  it  fai?. 
A  a  iiij 
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This  is  a  worde  for  al,  that  Troilus 
Was  nevir  ful  to  fpeke  of  this  matere, 
And  for  to  praifin  unto  Pandarus 
The  bounte  of  his  bright  lady  fo  dere, 
And  Pandarus  to  tharike  and  makin  cherc  : 
This  tale  was  aie  fpan  newe  to  beginne 
Till  that  the  night  departid  'hem  atwinne. 

*  Sone  ai'tir  this,  for  that  Fortune  it  would, 
Icomia  was  the  blifsful  time  fwete 
That  Troilus  was  warnid  that  he  fhould 
There  he  was  erft  Crefeide  his  lady  mete. 
For  whiche  he  felte  his  herte  in  joie  flete, 
And  faithfully  gan  all  the  goddis  hery ; 
And  let  fe  now  if  that  he  can  be  mery. 

And  holdin  was  the  forme  and  al  the  gife 
Of  her  coinming,  and  eke  of  his  alfp, 
As  it  was  erft,  whiche  nedith  nought  devife; 
But  plainly  to  th'  effecle  right  for  to  go, 
In  joie  and  furete  Pandarus  'hem  two 
A  bedde  ybrought  whan  that  ?hem  bothe  left, 
And  thus  thei  ben  in  quiete  and  in  reft. 

Naught  nedith  it  to  you,  fithe  thei  ben  met, 
To  afke  at  me  if  that  thei  blithe  ywere  ? 
For  if  it  erft  was  well  tho  was  it  bet 
A  thoufande  folde,  this  nedith  not  enquere  ; 
Ago  was  every  forow'  and  every  fere, 
And  bothe  iwis  thei  had,  and  fo  thei  wende. 
As  mochil  joie  as  hertc  maie  comprehende. 

This  n'isaio  Util  thing  pf  for  to  fey, 
This  paffith  every  wit  for  to  devife, 
For  eche  of  'hem  gan  othir's  luft  obey  ; 
Felicite,  whiche  that  thefe  clerkis  wife 
Commendin  fo,  ne  may  not  here  fuffife ; 
This  joy  e  ne  maie  not  writtin  be  with  inke ; 
This  paffith  al  that  any  hert  maie  thinke. 
But  cruil  day,  fo  welaway  the  ftounde  ! 
Gan  for  to*  aproche,  as  thei  by  fignis  knewe. 
For  whiche 'hem  thought  thei  felin  deth'iswounde 
So  wo  was  -hem  that  chaungin  gan  ther  hewe. 
And  day  thei  gonnin  to  difpife  al  newe, 
Calling  it  traitour,  envious,  and  wprfe, 
And  bittirly  the  day'is  light  thei  corfe. 

(Quod  Troilus)  Alas  !  now  am  I  ware 
That  Pyrois,  and  tho  fwifte  ftedjs  thre 
\Vhichd  that  ydrawin  forth  the  Sunn'is  chare 
Han  gon  fome  bypathe  in  difpite  of  me, 
And  makith  it  fo  fone  day  to  be, 
,  And  for  the  Sunne  him  haftith  thus  to  rife 
Ne  fhall  I  n  cvir  don  him  facrifife. 

But  nedis  daie  departin  'hem  muft  fone ; 
And  whan  ther  fpeche  don  was  and  ther  ehere 
Thei  twin  anon,  as  thei  were  wont  to  done, 
Artd  fettin  time  of  meting  efte  ifere, 
And  many'  a  night  thei  wrought  in  this  maner 
^A~nd  thus  Fcrtune  a  timeyladde  in  joie 
Crefeide  and  eke  this  king'is  fon  of  Troie. 
In  fuffifaunce,  ija  bliffe,and  in  finginges, 
This  Troilus  gan  al  his  life  to  lede  ; 
He  fpendith,juftith,  and  makith  feftinges; 
He  gevith  frely  ofte,  and  chaungith  wcde  ; 
.     He  htlde  about  him  alwaie  out  of  drede 
A  worlde  of  folke,  as  come  him  well  of  kinde, 
The  frefhilt  and  the  beft  that  he  could  iinde. 


That  fuche  a  voice  was  of  him  and  a  fteven 
hroughout  the  world  of  honour  and  largeffc 
'hat  it  up  ronge  unto  the  yate  of  heven  ; 
And  as  in  love  he  was  in  fuche  gladneffe 
'hat  in  his  hert  he  demid  as  I  gaffe 
"hat  there  n'is  lovir  in  this  world  at  efe 
p  wel  as  he,  and  thus  gan  love  him  plefe. 

The  godelihede  or  beaute  whiche  that  Kindc 
n  any  othir  lady  had  ifette 
Can  not  the  mountenaunce  of  a  gnat  unbinde 
About  his  hert  of  al  Crefeid'is  nette; 
•ie  was  fo  narowe'  imafkid  and  iknette 
That  is  undon  in  any  manir  fide 
That  n'il  nat  ben  for  aught  that  maie  betide. 
And  by  the  honde  ful  oftin  he  would  take 
This  Pindarus,  and  into  gardin  lede, 
And  fuche  a  feft  and  fuche  a  proceffe  make 
rlim  of  Crefeide,  and  of  her  womanhede, 
And  of  her  beaute,  that  withoutin  drede 
It  was  an  heven  his  wordis  for  to  here, 
And  than  he  woulde  fmg  in  this  manere  : 

Love,  that  of  erthe  and  fe  hath  govirnaunce^ 
Love,  that  his  heftis  hath  in  hevin  hie, 
Love,  that  with  a  right  wholfome  aliaunce 
Halte  peple  joynid  as  him  lifte  'hem  gie, 
Love,  that  yknittith  lawe  and  companie, 
And  crouplis  doth  in  vertue  for  to  dwel, 
Binde  this  accorde  that  I  have  tolde  and  tel. 

That  that  the  world  with  faith,  whiche  that 
Diverfith  fo  his  ftoundis  according,  [ftabl 

That  elementisthatbethe  difcordable 
Holdin  a  bonde  perpetually  during, 
That  Phoebus  mote  his  rofy  day  forth  bring, 
And  that  the  mone  hath  lordfhip  ore  the  night 
Al  this  doeth  Love ;   aie  heried  be  his  mightes  I 

That  that  the  fe,  that  gredy  is  to  flowen, 
Conftrainith  to  a  certaine  ende  fo 
His"  flodis,  that  fo  fierfiy  thei  ne  growen 
To  drenchin  erthe  and  al  for  evirmo, 
And  if  that  Love  aught  let  his  bridil  go 
Al  that  now  lovith  afondir  mould  lepe, 
And  loft  were  al  that  Love  halt  now  to  hepe. 
So  would  to  God,  that  author  is  of  kinde, 
That  with  his  bonde  Love  of  his  vertue  lift 
To  ferchin  herds  al,  and  faft  to  binde, 
That  from  his  bonde  no  wight  the  wey  out  wif 
And  hertis  colde  them  wold  I  that  he  twift 
To  make  'hem  love,  and  that  lift  him  aie  rewe 
On  hertis  fore,  and  kepe  hem  that  ben  trewe. 

In  alle  nedis  for  the  toun'is  werre 
He  was,  and  aie  the  firft  in  armis  dight, 
And  certainly,  but  if  that  bokis  erre, 
Save  Heclor  moft  idradde  of  any  wight ; 
And  this  encrefe  of  hardineffe  and  might 
Come  him  of  love,  his  ladies  thanke  to  win, 
That  altirid  his  fpirite  fo  within. 

In  time  of  truce  on  hauking  would  he  ride, 
Or  ellis  hunt  the  bore,  beare,  or  lioun, 
The  fmale  beftis  let  he  gon  befide  ; 
And  whan  that  he  come  riding  into'  the  touS 
Ful  oft  his  lady  from  her  window  doun, 
As  frefh  as  faucon  comin  out  of  mue, 
Ful  redy  was  him  godely  to  falue. 


111. 


TROILUS    AND    C  RES  E  IDE. 


377 


And  moft  of  love  and  vertue  was  his  fpeche, 
And  in  difpite  had  he  al  wretchidneffe; 
And  doutleffe  no  nede  was  hirh  to  befeche 
To  honourin  them  that  had  worthineffe, 
And  efin  *hem  that  werin  in  diftreffe  ; 
And  glad  was  he  if  any  wight  wel  ferde 
That  lovir  was  whan  he  it  wift  or  herde. 

For,  foth  to  faine,  he  loft  helde  every  wight 
But  if  he  were  in  Lov'is  high  fervice, 
I  mene  folke  that  aught  it  ben  of  right ; 
And  ore  al  this  fo  wel  coulde  he  devife 
Of  fentiment,  and  in  fo  uncouthe  wife 
Al  his  array,  that  every  lovir  thought 
That  al  was  well  what  fo  he  faid  or  wrought. 

And  though  that  he  become  of  blode  royal, 
Him  lift  of  pride  at  no  wight  for  to  chace ; 
JBenigne  he  was  to  eche  in  general, 
For  which  he  gate  him  thanke  in  every  place  : 
Thus  woulde  Love,  iheried  be  his  grace  ! 


That  pride  and  ire,  envie  and  avarice, 
He  gan  to  flie,  and  every  othir  vice. 

Thou  lady  bright,  the  doughtir  of  Dione  ! 
Thy  blinde  and  wingid  fonne  eke,  Dan  Cupide ! 
Ye  Suftrin  Nine  eke  !  that  by  Helicone 
In  hil  Parnaflb  liftin  for  to'  abide, 
That  ye  thus  ferre  ban  deinid  me  to  gide 
I  can  no  more,  but  fens  that  ye  wol  wende 
Ye  beried  ben  for  aie  withoutin  ende ! 

Through  you  have  I  faid  fully  in  my  fong 
Th'  effedte  and  joie  of  Troilus  fervice, 
Al  be  that  there  was  fome  difefe  among, 
As  mine  au&our  to  liftith  to  devife  : 
My  Thirde  Boke  now  ende  I  in  this  wife, 
And  Troilus  in  lufte  and  in  quiete 
Is  with  Crefeide,  his  owne  ladie  fwete. 
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PROCEMIUM  UBRI  QUARTI, 


BJTT  all  to  litill,  welaway  the  while  ! 

^Laftith  fuche  jfcie,  ithonkid  be  Fortune, 

That  femith  trewift  whan  fhe  woll  begile, 

And  can  to  folis  fo  her  fonge  entune 

That  Ihe  'hem  hent  and  blent,  traitour  commune, 

And  whan  a  wight  is  from  her  whele  ithrowe 

Than  laughith  fhe,  and  makith  him  the  mowe. 

From  Troilus  fhe  gan  her  brighte  face 
Away  to  writhe,  and  toke  of  him  non  hede, 
And  cafte  him  clene  out  of  his  ladie's  grace, 
And  on  her  whele  fhe  fet  up  Diomede, 
For  which  min  hert  right  now  ginnith  to  blede  ; 
And  now  my  pen,  alas !  with  which  I  write, 
<£uakith  for  drede  of  that  I  mujt  endite  : 


For  how  Crefeide  Troilus  forfoke, 
Or  at  the  left  how  that  fhe  was  unkinde, 
Mote  hennisforth  ben  matir  of  my  Boke, 
As  writin  folke  through  which  it  is  in  mindc  ; 
Alas !  that  thei  fhould  evir  caufe  finde 
To  fpeke  her  harme  !  and  if  thei  on  her  lie 
Iwis  them  felfe  fhould  have  the  vilanie. 

O  ye  Erinnyes !  Night'is  doughtirs  thre, 
That  endelefle  complaine  evir  in  paine, 
Megasra,  Alecl:o,  and  Tyfiphone, 
Thou  cruil  Mars  eke  !  fathir  of  Quirine, 
This  ilke  Fourth  Boke  helpith  me  for  to  fine, 
So  that  the  loos  of  love  and  life  ifere 
Of  Troilus  be  fully  {hevvid  here. 


Sake 
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INCIPIT   LIBER   QUARTUS, 


I,YCGING  in  hoft,  as  I  have  faide  er  this, 

The  Grekis  ftrong  aboutin  Troi<?  toune, 

Bifell  that  whan  that  Phoebus  fhining  is 

Upon  the  brefte  of  Hercules  Lioun 

That  Hector  with  many  a  bold  boroun 

Caft  on  a  daie  with  Grekis  for  to  fight, 

As  he  was  wont,  to  greve  'hem  what  he  might. 

N'ot  I  how  long  or  fhort  it  was  bitwene 
This  purpofe  and  that  day  thei  fightin  mente  ; 
But  on  a  daie  wel  armid  bright  and  fhene 
Hedtbr  and  many*  a  worthy  knight  out  wente 
With  fpere  in  honde,  and  with  bigge  bowisbente, 
And  in  the  berde,  withoutin  lengir  lette, 
Ther  fomen  in  the  felde  anon  'hem  mette. 

The  longe  day  with  fperis  fharpe  igrounde, 
With  arowes,  dartis,  fwerdes,  and  macis  fel, 
Thei  fight,  and  bringin  horfe  and  man  to  grounde, 
And  with  ther  axis  out  the  brainis  quel ; 
But  in  the  laft  fhoure,  the  fothe  for  to  tel, 
The  folke  of  Troie  'hem  felvin  fo  mifleden 
That  with  the  worfe  at  night  homeward  thei  fleden. 

At  whiche  day  was  takin  Antenor, 
Polydamas,  and  alfo  Meneftes, 
Xantippe,  Sarpedon,  Polyftenor, 
Polite,  or  the  Trojan,  Dan  Ruphes, 
And  othir  leffe  folk,  as  Phebufes, 
So  that  for  harme  that  daie  the  folke  of  Troie 
Dredin  to  lefe  a  grete  parte  of  ther  joie. 

Of  Priamus  was  yeve,  at  Grekes  requeft, 
A  time  of  truce,  and  tho  thei  gonnin  trete 
Ther  prifoners  to.chaungin  moft  and  left, 
And  for  the  furplus  yevin  fommis  grete  ; 
This  thing  anon  was  couthe  in  every  ftrete, 
Bothe  in  th'  affege,  in  toun,  and  every  where, 
And  w;.th  the  firft  it  came  to  Calchas  ere. 

When  Calchas  knew  this  tretife  fhould  yholde, 
In  confiftorie'  amonge  the  Grekis  fone, 
He  gan  in  thringe  forthe  with  the  lordis  olde, 
And  fet  him  there  as  he  was  wont  to  done, 
And  with  a  chaungid  face  'hem  bade  a  bone, 
For  love  of  God,  to  done  that  reverence 
To  ftintin  noife,  and  yeve  him  audience. 

Than  faid  he  thus,  Lo  !  Lordis  mine,  I  was 
Troyan,  as  it  is  knowin  out  of  drede. 
And  if  that  you  remembre1  T  am  Calchas, 
That  aldy-rirft  yave  comfort  to  your  nede, 
And  tolde  wel  howc  that  you  ftuldin  fpedc, 


For  dredeleffe  through  you  dial  in  a  ftounde 
Ben  Troie  ibrent,  and  betin  doun  to  grounde* 

And  in  what  forme  or  in  what  manir  wife 
This  toun  to  fhende,  and  al  your  luft  atcheve. 
Ye  haVe  er  this  wel  herde  me  you  dqvife  ; 
This  knowin  ye,  my  Lordis,  as  I  leve, 
And  for  the  Grekis  werin  me  fo  leve, 
I  came  my  felfe  in  my  propir  perfone 
To  teche  in  this  how  you  was  beft  to  done^ 

Having  unto  my  trefour  ne  my  rent 
Right  no  regarde  in  refpe<5te  of  ybur  efe, 
Thus  al  m,y  gode  I  lefte  and  to  you  went, 
Wening  in  this  you,  Lordis,  for  to  plefe  ; 
But  al  that  loffe  ne  doth  me  no  difefe ; 
I  vourhfafe  do,  as  wifely  have  I  joi, 
For  you  to  lefe  al  that  I  have  in  Troie, 

Save  of  a  doughtir  that  I  lefte,  alas  ! 
Sleping  at  home  when  out  of  Troie  I  ftert  ; 

0  fterne,  o  cruil  fathir  that  I  was  ! 

Howe  might  I  have  in  that  fo  hard  an  hert  ? 
Alas  that  I  ne'  had  brought  her  my  ftiert ! 
For  forow'  of  which  I  wol  nat  live  to  morow 
But  if  ye,  Lordis,  rewe  upon  my  forow. 
For  bicaufe  that  I  fawe  no  time  er  novr 
Her  to  delivre'  I  holdin  have  my  pees, 
But  now  or  nevir,  if  that  it  like  you, 

1  may  her  have  right  foue  nowe  doubtlees  ; 

0  helpe  and  grace  amongis  al  this  prees  ! 
Rewe  on  this  olde  caitife  in  diftreffe, 
Sith  I  through  you  have  all  this  hevinefle. 

Ye  have  now  caught  and  fettrid  in  prifon 
Troyans  inowe,  and  if  your  willis  be 
My  childe  with  one  may  have  redemption  ; 
Now  for  the  love  of  God  and  of  bounte 
One  of  fo  fele,  alas  !  fo  yefe  him  me  : 
What  nede  were  it  this  prayir  for  to  werne, 
Sith  ye  fliul  have  both  folke  and  toun  as  yern  J 

On  peril  of  my  life  I  ihal  nat  lie, 
Apollo  hath  me  tolde  ful  faithfully; 

1  have  eke  foundin  by  aftronomy, 

By  fort,  end  eke  by  augury,  trewely, 

And  dare  wel  faie  the  time  is  fafte  by 

That  fire  and  flambe  on  al  the  toun  fhal  fprede^ 

And  thus  fhal  Troie  yturne  to  afhin  dede. 

For  certaine  Phoebus  and  Neptunus  bothc, 
That  makidin  the  wallis  of  the  toun, 
Ben  with  the  folk?  of  Trois  alwaic  fo  wrogi 
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That  the!  wol  bring  It  to  confuiioun  ; 
Right  in  difpite  of  King  Laomedoun, 
Bicaufe  he  n'olde  payin  'hem  ther  hire, 
The«toun  of  Troie  fhal  ben  fet  on  fire. 

Telling  his  tale  alway  this  elde  grey, 
Humble  in  fpeche  and  in  his  loking  eke, 
The  fake  terris  from  his  eyin  twey 
Ful  fail  yronnin  doun  by  eithir  cheke  ; 
So  long  he  gan  of  focour  'hem  befeke 
That  for  to  he!e  him  of  his  forowes  fore 
Thei  gave  him  Antenor  withoutin  more. 

But  who  was  glad  inough  but  Calchas  tho  ? 
And  of  this  thin*  ful  fo><e  his  nedis  leide 
On  them  that  fh  \uldin  for  the  tretife  go, 
And  them  for  A  ntenor  ful  ofte  preide 
To  bringin  home  King  Thoas  and  Crefelde; 
And  whan  Priam  his  fafe  conduct  fent, 
Th'  embaffadours  to  Troie  ftreight  they  went. 

The  caufe  i-tolde  of  ther  comming,  the  olde 
Priam  the  King  ful  fone  in  generall 
,          Gan  hereupon  his  parliment  to  holde, 

Of  whiche  th'  effecle  rehercin  you  I  fhall : 
Th'  embaffadours  ben  anfwerde  for  finall 
The  efchaunge  of  prifoners  and  al  this  nede 
'Hem  likith  wel,  and  forth  in  thei  precede. 

This  Troilus  was  prefent  in  the  place 
Whaji  aflcid  was  for  Antenor  Crefeide, 
For  whiche  ful  fone  to  chaungin  gan  his  face, 
As  he  that  with  tho  wordis  wel  nigh  deide  j 
But  natheleffe  he  no  worde  to  it  feide, 
Left  men  fhould  his  affection  efpie ; 
With  mann'is  hert  he  gan  his  forowes  drie. 

And  ful  of  anguifh  and  of  grefly  drede 
Abode  what  othir  lordes  would  to  it  fey, 
And  if  that  thei  would  graunt,  as  God  forbede  ! 
Th'  •  efchaunge  of  her  ;  then  thought  he  thinges 
Firft  how  to  fave  her  honor,  and  what  wey  [twey 
He  mighte  beft  th'  efchaunge  of  her  withflonde ; 
Ful  faft  he  caft  how  alle  this  might  ftonde. 

Love  him  made  alle  preft  to  done  her  bide? 
And  rathir  dyin  than  that  fhe  fhould  go, 
But  Reafon  faid  him  on  that  othir  fide 
Withoutin  affent  of  her  do  nat  fo, 
Left  for  thy  werke  fhe  would  be  thy  foe, 
And.  fain,  that  through  thy  meddling  is  iblowe 
Your  bothe  love  ther  it  was  erft  not  knowe. 

For  whiche  he  gan  deliberen  for  the  befte, 
And  though  the  lordis  wouldin  that  fhe  went 
He  wouldt  fuflir  them  graunt  what  'hem  left, 
And  tel  his  lady  firft  what  that  thei  ment ; 
And  when  that  fhe  had  faid  him  her  entent, 
Theraftir  would  he  werkin  all  fo  blive 
Tho  al  the  world  ayen  it  would  yftrive. 

Hector  with  that  full  wel  the  Grekis  herde 
?or  Antenor  how  thei  would  have  Crefeide, 
Gan  it  withftonde,  and  fobirly  anfwerde  ; 
Sirs,  fhe  ne  is  no  prifoner  (he  feide;) 
1  n'ot  en  you  who  that  this  charge  leide, 
But  on  my  parte  ye  maie  eftfones  'hem  tell 
We  ufi  n  here  no  women  for  to  fell. 

The  noife  of  peple  upftert  then  atones 
Asbrimme  asblafe  of  ftrawe  ifet  on  fire, 
^pr.  infortune  it  wouldi  for  the  nones 


Thei  fhouldin  ther  confufion  dcfire. 
Hector,    (quod  thei)  what  goft  may  yon  enfpire 
This  woman  thus  to  fliilde,  and  done  us  lefe 
Dan  Antenor  ?  a  wrong  waie  now  ye  chefe 

That  is  fo  wife,  and  eke  fo  bolde  baroun, 
And  we  have  nede  of  folke,  as  men  may  fe  j 
He  is  one  of  the  gretift  of  this  toun  : 
O  Hector  !  'lette  fuche  thy  fantafies  be ; 
O  King  Priam  !  (quod  thei)  thus  fegge  we, 
That  all  our  voice  is  to  forgone  Crefeide, 
And  to  delivir  Antenor  thei  preide. 

O  Juvenal,  Lorde  !  trewe  is  thy  fentence, 
That  litil  wenin  folke  what  is  to  yerne, 
That  thei  ne  findin'  in  ther  defire  offence, 
For  cloude  of  errour  ne  lette  'hem  difcerne 
What  beft  is  ;  and  lo  !  here  enfample'  as  yerne  ;-  ') 
Thefe  folke  defirin  now  deliviraunce 
Of  Antenor,  that  brought  'hem  to  mifchaunte  : 

For  he  was  aftir  traitour  to  the  toune 
Of  Troy,  alas  !  thei  quitte  him  out  to  rathe  : 
O  nice  world,  lo  thy  difcrecion  !  , 
Crefeide,  which  that  nevir  did  'hem  fcathe, 
Shal  nowe  no  lengir  in  her  bliffe  bathe, 
But  Antenor  he  fhal  eome  home  to  toune, 
And  fhe  fhal  out  :  thus  faid  both  heere  and  houne. 

For  which  delibered  was  by  parliment 
For  Antenor  to  yeldin  out  Crefeide, 
And  it  pronouncid  by  the  Prefident, 
Although  that  Hector  nay  ful  ofte  praide  ; 
A"d  finally,  what  wight  that  it  withfaide 
It  was  for  naught ;  it  muft  yben  and  fhould, 
For  fubftaunce  of  the  parliment  it  would,  j 

Departid  out  o'  th'  parliment  echone, 
This  Troilus,  withoutin  wordis  mo, 
Unto  his  chambre  fpedde  him  faft  alone, 
But  if  it  were  a  man  of  his  or  two, 
The  whiche  he  bad  out  fafte  for  to  go, 
Bicaufe  that  he  would  flepin,  as  he  iaide, 
And  haftily  upon  his  bedde  him  Iaide. 

And  as  in  wintir  levis  ben  birafte 
Eche  aftir  othir  til  the  trees  be  bare, 
go  that  there  n'is  but  barke  and  braunche  ilafte. 
Lithe  Troilus  biraft  of  eche  welfare, 
Iboundin  in  the  blacke  barke  of  care, 
Difpofid  wode  out  of  his  witte  to  breide, 
So  fore  him  fate  the  chaunging  of  Crefeide. 

He  rift  him  up  and  every  dore  he  fhette 
And  window  eke,  and  tho  this  wofull  man 
Upon  his  bedd'is  fide  adoune  him  fette, 
Ful  like  a  ded  image,  both  pale  and  wan, 
And  in  his  breft  the  hepid  wo  began 
Out  bruft,  and  he  to  workin  in  this  wife, 
In  his  wodeneffe,  as  I  fhal  you  devife. 

Right  as  the  wilde  bulle  beginnith  fpring  ] 
Now  here  now  there,  idartid  to  the  hcrte, 
And  of  his  deth  rorith  in  complaining, 
Right  fo  gan  he  about  the  chambre  fterte. 
Smiting  his  breft  aie  with  his  fiftis  fmerte ; 
His  hed  to  the'  wall,  his  body  to  the  grounde^ 
Ful  ofte  he  fwapte,  him  felvin  to  confounde* 

His  eyin  two  for  pite  of  his  herte 
Out  ftremidin  as  fwifte  as  wellis  twey  $ 
The  highe  fobbis  of  hie  forowes  fiuerts 
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His  fpeche  him  refte  j  unnethis  might  he  fey 
O  Deth,  alas  !  why  n'ilt  thou  do  me  dey  I 
Acurfid  be  that  day  which  that  Nature 
Yihope  me  to  ben  a  liv'is  creture  ! 

But  aftir,  whan  the  fury'  and  al  the  rage 
Whiche  that  his  hert:  twift  and  faft.;  threft 
By  length  of  time  fomewhat  gan  ai'wage, 
Upon  his  bedde  he  laide  him  doun  to  reft ; 
But  tho  begon  his,  teres  more  out  to  breft, 
That  wondir  is  the  body  maie  fuffife 
To  halfe  this  wo  which  that  I  you  devife. 

Than  faide  he  thus;  Fortune,  alas  the  while! 
What  have  I  done  ?  what  have  I  the  agilt  ? 
How  mightift  thou  for  routhe  thus  me  begile  ? 
Is  there  no  grace  ?  and  fhal  I  thus  be  fpilt  ? 
Shal  thus  Crefcide  away  for  that  thou  wilt  ? 
Alas !  how  mightift  thou  in  thine  hert  {hide 
To  ben  to  me  thus  cruil  and  unkinde  ? 

Have  1  the  nat  honourid  al  my  live, 
As  thou  well  woteft,  above  the  goddis  all  ? 
Why  wilt  thou  then  of  thisjoie  me  deprive  ? 

0  Troilus  !  what  may  men  uow  the  call 
But  wretche  of  wretchis,  out  of  honour  fal 
Into  mife'ry  ?  in  whiche  I  woi  bewaile 
Crefeide,  alas  !  til  that  the  brethe  me  faile. 

Alas,  Fortune  !  if  that  my  life  in  joie 
Difplefid  had  unto  thy  foule  envie, 
Why  ne'  haddift  thou  my  fathir  King  of  Troy 
Birafte  the  life,  or  done  my  brethrin  die, 
Or  flaine  my  felfe,  that  thus  complaine  and  crie  ? 

1  combre  world  that  maie  of  nothing  ferve, 
But  evir  die  and  never  fully  flerve. 

If  that  Crefeide  alone  werin  me  lafte 
Naught  raught  I  whidir  thou  woldift  me  ftere, 
And  her,  alas  !  than  haft  thou  me  birafte  : 
But  evirmore,  lo  !  this  is  thy  manere, 
To  rcve  a  wight  that  mofte  is  ts  him  dere, 
To  preve  in  that  thy  gierfull  violence; 
Thus  am  I  loft,  there  helpith  no  defence. 

O  very  Lorde  !   o  Love,  o  god  !  alas  ! 
That  knowift  beft  min  hert  and  al  my  thought, 
What  ftial  my  foroufull  life  done  in  this  caas 
If  I  forgo  that  I  fo  dere  have  bought  ? 
Sens  ye  Crefeide  and  me  have  fully  brought 
Into  your  grace,  and  both  our  hertis  feled, 
How  maie  ye  fuffre',  .alas !  it  be  repeled  ? 

What  I  may  done  I  fhal,  while  I  may  dure 
Cn  live,  in  turment  and  in  cruill  paine  j 
This  infortune  and  this  difavinture 
Alone  as  I  was  borne  I  wol  complaine, 
Ne  nevir  wol  I  fene  it  ihine  or  raine, 
But  ende  I  wol  as  Edippe  in  derknefle 
My  wofull  life,  and  dying  in  diftrefle. 

O  wery  ghoft  !   that  errift  to  and  fro, 
Why  n'ilt  thou  flien  out  of  the  wofulleft 
Body  that  evir  might  on  grounde  ygo  ? 
O  foule  !  lurking  in  this  woful  nefte, 
Flee  forth  anon,  and  do  mine  herte  to  breftc, 
And  folowe  Crefeidt  thy  lady  dere  ; 
Thy  right  place  is  no  lengir  to  ben  here. 

O  woful  eyin  two  !  fens  your  difp:>rte 
Was  al  to  fene  Crefeid's  eyin  bright, 
WHa;  Haul  ye  done,  but  for  my  difcomforte 


Stondin  for  naught  and  wepin  out  your  fight,  ? 

Sens  fhe  is  queint  that  wont  was  you  to  light  ? 

In  veine  from  this  forth  have  I  eyin  twey 

Iformid,  fens  your  vertue  is  awey. 
O  my  Crefeide  !  o  lady  foveraine  ! 

Of  this  forowfull  foule  that  thus  crieth 

Who  {hall  now  yevin  comfort  to  thy  paine  ? 

Alas  !  no  wight;  but  whan  mine  hert  ydieth. 

My  fpirite,  whiche  that  fo  unto  you  hieth, 

Recev*  in  gre,  for  that  mall  aie  you  ferve  ; 

Forthy  no  force  is  tho  the  body  fterve. 
O  ye  lovirs  !  that  high  upon  the  whclc 

Ben  fette  of  Fortune,  in  gode  avinture 

God  Icnc  that  ye  aie  findin  love  of  ftele, 

And  longe  mote  your  life  in  joy  endure,. 

But  when  ye  comin  by  my  fepulture 

Remembrith  that  your  felowe  reftith  there, 
For  I  lovid  eke,  though  I  unworthy  were. 

O  olde  unwholfome  and  miflivid  man, 
Calchas  I  mene  !  alas  1  what  eilid  the 

To  ben  a  Greke  fens  thou  art  borne  Trojan  ? 
O  Galenas-:!  whiche  that  wolt  my  ban-i  be, 
In  curfid  time  was  thou  borne  for  me  ; 
As  woulde  blifsfull  Jove  for  his  joye 
That  I  the  had  where  that  I  would  in  Troie  \ 

A  thoufande  fighis  hottir  than  the  glede 
Out  of  his  '.;reft  eche  aftir  othir  wente, 
Medlid  with  plaintis  newc,  his  wo  to  fede, 
For  whiche  his  woful  teris  nevir  ftente  ; 
And,  fhortly,  fo  his  forowes  him  to  rente, 
He  woxe  fo  mate  that  ne  joy  nor  penaunce 
He  felith  none,  but  lyith  in  a  trau'nce. 

Pandarus,  whiche  that  in  the  parliment 
Had  herde  what  every  lord  and  burgeis  feid, 
And  how  ful  grauntid  was  by  one  affent 
For  Antenor  to  yeldin  out  Crefeide, 
Gan  welnigh  wode  out  of  his  wit  tobreidcj 
So  that  for  wo  he  ne  wift  what  he  mente, 
But  in  a  rage  to  Troilus  he  wente. 

A  certaine  knight  that  for  the  time  kepte 
The  chambre  dore  undid  it  him  anone, 
And  Pandarus,  that  ful  tendirly  wepte, 
Into  the  derke  chambre  as  ftil  as  (lone 
Towarde  the  bedde  gan  foftly  for  to  gone, 
So  confufe  that  he  ne  wift  what  to  fay ; 
For  very  wo  his  witte  was. nigh  away. 

And  with  his  chere  and  loking  al  to  cornft 
For  wo  of  this,  and  with  his  armis  folden, 
He  ftode  this  woful  Troilus  beforne, 
And  on  his  pitous  face  he  gan  beholden  ; 
But  Lord  I  fooftin  gan  his  hert  tocolden,) 
Seying  his  frende  in  wo,,whofe  hevinefle 
His  herti  flough,  as  thought  him,  for  diftrefle. 

This  woful  wight,  this  Troilus,  that  felte, 
His  frende  Pandare  icomin  him  to  fe, 
Gan  ds  the  fnow  ayenft  the  funne  to  meltc, 
For  whiche  this  woful  Pandare  of  pite 
Gan  for  to  wepe  as  tendirly  as  he  ; 
And  fpecheleffe  thus  ben  thefe  ilke  twey, 
That  neithir  might  for  forow  o  worde  fey. 

But  at  the  laft  this  wofull  Tioilus, 
Nigh  did  for  fmert,  gan  breftin  out  to  rorct 
And  with  a  forowful  noife  he  faid  thus, 
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Amonges  his  fobbis  and  his  fighis  fore ; 
JLo  !  Pandarc,  I  am  ded,  withoutin  more ; 
Haft  thou  nat  herde  at  parliment,  he  feide, 
For  Anterior  how  lofte  is  my  Crefeide  ? 

This  Pandurus,  ftil  ded  and  pale  of  hewe, 
Ful  pitoufly  anfwerid,  and  faide  Yes, 
As  wifely  were  it  falfe  as  it  is  trewe 
That  I  have  herde,  and  wote  all  how  it  is  ! 
O  mercy,  God!  who  would  have  trowid  this? 
Who  would  have  wende  that  in  fo  lite  a  throw 
Fortune  our  joye  would  havin  ovirthrow  ? 

For  o!  in  this  world  there  is  no  creture, 
As  to  my  dome,  that  evir  fawe  ruirre 
Straungir  then  this  through  cafe  or  avinture; 
But  who  may  al  efchue  or  al  devine  ? 
Suche  is  this  world.     Fbrthy  I  thus  define^ 
Ne  trfrftith  no  wight  to  finde  in  Fortune 
Aie  ptopertie ;  her  yeftis  ben  commune. 

But  tel  me  this,  why  thou  art  now  fo  mad, 
To  forowen  thus  Avhy  lifte  thou  in  this  wifej 
Sens  thy  defire  al  wholly  haft  thou  had, 
So  that  by  right  it  ought  inough  fuffice  ? 
But  I,  that  nevir  felte  in  my  fervice 
A  frendly  chere  or  loking  of  an  eye, 
Let  me  thus  wepe  and  wailin  til  I  dye. 

And  ore  al  this,  as  thou  wcl  wo  ft  thy  felye, 
This  toune  is  ful  of  ladies  al  aboute, 
And  to  my  dome  fairir  than  fuche  twelve 
As  er  fhe  was  fhall  I  {hide  in  a  route, 
Ye,  one  or  twey,  withoutin  any  doute  : 
Forthy  be  glade,  mine  own c  dere  brother ! 
If  Ihe  be  loft  we  fhal  recovre'  an  other. 

What !  God  forbid  alway  that  eche  plefaunce 
In  o  thing  were,  and  in  non  othir  wight ; 
If  one  can  fmge,  anothir  can  wel  daunce, 
If  this  be  godety  fhe  is  glad  and  light, 
And  this  is  faire  and  that  can  gode  aright  j 
IJche  for  his  vertue  holdin  is  full  dere 
Bothe  heroner  and  faucon  for  rivere. 

And  eke,  as  writ  Zanfis,  that  was  full  wife, 
The  newe  love  out  chafith  oft  the  old, 
And  ilpon  newe  cafe  lyith  newe  avife  ; 
Thinke  eke  thy  felf  to  favin  thou  aft  hold  ; 
Soche  fire  by  procefie  fhall  of  kinde  cold, 
For  fens  it  is  but  cafuell  plefaunce 
$ome  cafe  fhal  put  it  out  of  remembraunce. 

For  all  fo  fure  as  daie  cometh  aftir  night 
The  ne\v8  love,  labour,  or  othir  wo, 
Oi-  ellis  feide  feing  of  a  wight, 
Doen  old  affections  all  ovir  go ; 
And  for  thy  part  thou  fhalt  have  one  of  tho 
To  abredge  with  fhy  bittir  painis  fmerte ; 
Abfence  of  her  fhall  drive  her  out  of  herte. 

Thefe  wordis  faied,  he  for  the  nonis  all 
To  helpe  his  frende,  left  he  for  forowe  deide, 
For  doubteleffe  to  doen  his  wo  to  fall 
He-  ne  raught  nat  what  unthrift  that  he  feide  ; 
But  Troilus,  that  nigh  for  forowe  deide, 
Tcke  little  hede  of  all  that  ere  he  ment ; 
One  ere  it  herd,  at  the'  othir  out  it  went. 

But  at  the  laft  he  anfwerde,  and  faid,  Frend, 
This  k-chcraft,  or  yhelid  thus  to  be, 
Were  well  fitting  if  that  1  were  a  fend, 


To  traifin  her  that  true  is  unto  me  ; 
I  praie  God  let  this  counfail  nevir  the, 
But  doe  me  rathir  fterve  anon  right  here 
Er  I  thus  doen  as  thou  me  wouldift  lere. 

She  that  I  fervc  iwi?,  what  fo  thou  feie, 
To  whom  mine  herte  enhabite  is  by  right, 
Shall  have  me  wholly  her's  till  that  I  deie ; 
For,  Pandarusj  fens  I  have  trouth  her  hight, 
I  woll  nat  ben  untrue  for  any  wight, 
But  as  her  man  I  woll  aie  live  and  fterve, 
And  nevir  wollc  non  othir  creture  ferve. 

And  there  thou  faieft  thou  fhalt  as  faire  yfind 
As  file,  let  be ;   make  no  comparifon 
To  a  creture  iformid  here  by  Kinde; 

0  leve,  Pandarus!    thy  conclufion; 

1  woll  nat  ben  of  thine  opinion'  V 
Pouching  all  this,  for  whiche  I  the  befeche 

So  holde  thy  pece  ;  thou  flaeft  me  with  thy  fpeche. 

Thou  bidtlift  me  that  I  fhould  love  another 
All  frefhly  newe,  and  let  Crefeide  go  ; 
It  lithe  nat  in  my  powir,  leve  brother, 
And  though  I  might  yet  would  I  nat  doe  fo  : 
But  canft  thou  play  in  raket  to  and  fro, 
Nettle'  in  Docke  out,  now  this  now  that,  Pandare  ? 
Now  foule  fall  her  for  thy  wo  that  care  ! 

Thou  farift  eke  by  me,  thou  Pandarus, 
As  he  that  whan  a  wight  is  wo  bigon 
He  cometh  to  him  apace  and  faith  right  thus, 
Thinke  not  on  fmert  and  thou  fhalt  fele  none. 
Thou  maieft  me  firft  tranfmewin  in  a  ftone, 
And  reve  me  of  my  paffionis  all, 
Or  thou  fo  lightly  do  my  wo  to  fall. 

The  deth  riiaie  well  out  of  my  breft  depart 
The  life,  fo  long  maie  laft  this  forowe  mine, 
But  fro  my  foule  fhall  Crefeid'is  dart 
Out  nevirmore,  but  doune  with  Proferpine, 
Whan  I  am  dedde,  I  woll  go  won  in  pine, 
And  there  1  woll  eternally  complain 
My  wo,  and  how  that  twinnid  be  we  twain. 

Thou  haft  here  made  an  argument  full  fine^ 
How  that  it  fhouldin  lafle  pain  ybe 
Crefeide  to  fofgon,  for  fhe  was  mine, 
And  lived  in  efe  and  in  felicite  : 
Why  gabbift  thou,  that  faidift  erft  to  me 
That  him  is  wors  that  is  fro  wele  ithrowe 
Than  he  had  erft  none  of  that  wele  iknowe  ? 

But  tel  me  now,  fens  that  the  thinketh  fo  light; 
To  chaungin  fo  in  love  aie  to  and  fro, 
Why  haft  thou  nat  doen  bufily  thy  might 
To  chaungin  her  that  doeth  the  al  thy  wo  ? 
Why  n'ilt  thou  let  her  fro  thine  herte  go  ? 
Why  n'ilt  thou  love  anothir  lady  fwetc, 
That  maie  thine  herte  fettin  in  quiete  ? 

If  thou  haft  had  in  love  aie  yet  mifchaunce^ 
And  canft  it  not  out  of  thine  hertc*  drive, 
I  that  have  lived  in  luft  and  in  plefaunce 
,With  her,  as  moche  as  any  wight  on  live, 
How  fhould  I  that  foryet,  and  that  fo  blive  ? 
O  !  where  haft  thou  ben  hid  fo  long  in  mewe 
That  canft  fo  well  and  fornuliche  argewe  ? 

Naie,  Pandarus,  naught  worth  is  all  thy  rede, 
But  douu  lefs  for  ought  that  may  befall, 
Withoutin  wordis  mo,  I  woll  ben  dede* 
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O  Deth  !  that  endtr  art  of  forowes  all, 
Come  now,  fens  I  fo  oft  aftir  the  call, 
For  fcly  is  that  deth,  foth  for  to  fain, 
That  oft  iclepid  cometh  and  endith  pain. 

Well  wote  I,  while  my  life  was  in  quiete, 
Er  thou  me  Hue  I  would  have  yevin  hire, 
But  now  thy  comming  is  to- me  fo  fwete 
That  in  this  worlds  I  nothing  fo  defire  : 
O  Deth  !  fens  with  this  forowe  I'  am  afire,, 
Thou  eithir  doe  me'  anon  in  teris  drenche 
Or  with  thy  colde  ftroke  mine  herte  quenche. 

Sens  that  thou  flaeft  fo  fele  in  fondry  wife 
Ayenft  ther  will,  unprayid,  daie  and  night, 
Doe  me  at  my  requefte  this  fervke, 
Deliver  now  the  worlde,  fo  doeft  thou  rightj 
Of  me,  that  am  the  forowfullift  wight 
That  evir  was,  for  time  i-s  that  I  fterve 
Sens  in  this  world  of  right  naught  do  I  ferve. 

This  Troilus  in  teris  gan  diftill, 
Aslicour  out  of  a  limbeck  full  faft, 
And  Pandarus  gan  holde  his  tonge  ftill, 
And  to  the  ground  his  eyiu  doune  he  caft, 
j  But  natheleffe  thus  thought  he  at  the  laft  ; 
i  What  I  parde  rathir  than  my  felowe  deie 
Yet  fliall  I  fo-mwhat  more  unto  him  feie. 

And  fay  id,  Frend,  fens  thou  haft  foche  diftreffe, 
And  fens  the  lift  mine  arguments  hlame, 
Why  n'ilt  thou  thy  felvin  helpe  doen  redreffe, 
And  with  thy  manhode  lett^n  all  this  game  ? 
Go  ravifhe  her,  ne  tanft  thou  not  for  fhame  I 
And  eithir  let  her  out  of  toune  fare 
Or  hold  her  ftil!4  and  leve  thy  nice  fare. 

Art  thou  in  Troie  and  haft  non  hardiment 
To  t;ake  a  woman  whiche  that  lovith  the, 
And  would  her  felvin  ben  of  thine  affent  ? 
Now  is  nat  this  a  nice  vanite  ? 
Rife  up  anon  and  let  this  weping  be, 
And  kith  thou  art  a  man,  for  in  this  hour 
I  wollben  dedde  or  fhe  fhallbein  our. 

To  this  anfwerde  him  Troilus  full  foft, 
And  faicd,  Iwis,  my  leve  brothir  dere  ! 
All  this  have  1  my  felf  yet  thought  full  oft, 
And  more  thingis  than  thou  devifift  here, 
But  why  this  thing  is  laft  thou  malt  well  here, 
And  whan  thou  haft  me  yevin  audience 
Theraftir  maieft  thou  tell  all  thy  fentence. 

Firft,  fin  thou  woft  this  toun  hath  ail  this  werre 
For  ravilhing  of  women  fo  by  might, 
It  fhould  not  ben  yfuffrid  me  to  erre, 
As  it  ftont  now,  ne  doen  fo  grete  unright ; 
I  fhould  have  alfo  blame  of  every  wight 
My  fathir's  graunt  if  that  I  fo  withiiode, 
Sens  fhe  is  chaungid  for  the  toun'is  gode. 

I  have  eke  thought,  fo  it  were  her  affent, 
To  afke  her  of  my  fathir  of  his  grace, 
Than  thinke  I  this  were  her  accufement, 
Sens  well  I  wot  I  maie  her  not  purchace; 
For  fens  my  fathir  in  fo  high  a  place 
As.pa.rlimcnt  hath  her  efchaunge  enfeled 
He  n'ill  for  me  his  lettir  be  repeled. 

Yet  drede  I  mofle  her  herte  to  perturbe 
With  violence,  if  I  doe  foche  agamic. 
For  if  1  would  it  opiniy  difturbe. 


It  muft  be  difclaundre  unto  her  name, 
And  me  were  levir  die  than  her  difFame,- 
As  n'olde  God,  but  if  that  I  fhould  have 
Her  honour  levir  than  my  life  to  fave. 

Thus  am  I  loft,  for  aught  that  I  can  fe, 
For  certain  is  that  fith  I  am  her  knight 
I  muft  her  honour  levir  have  than  me 
In  every  cafe,  as  lovir  ought  of  right  : 
Thus  am  I  with  defire  and  refon  twight, 
Defire  for  to  diftourbin  her  me  redeth, 
And  refon  n'ill  not,  fo  mine  herte  dredeth. 

Thus  weping,  that  he  ne  could  nevir  cefe^ 
He  faid,  Alas !  how  fliall  I  wretche  fare  ? 
FCTT  well  fele  I  alwaie  my  love  encrefe, 
And  hope  is  laffe  and  laffe  alway,  Pandarej. 
Encrefin  eke  the  caufis  of  my  care  ; 
So  welawaie  !  why  n'ill  mine  herte  breft  ? 
For  why  ?  in  love  there  is  but  little  reft. 

Pandare  anfwerid,  Frend,  thou  maieft  for  iffe 
Doen  as  the  lift,  but  had  I  it  fo  hote, 
And  thine  eftate,  fhe  fhould  ygo  with  me  ; 
Tho  all  this  toun  cried  on  this  thing  by  note, 
I  n'olde  fet  all  that  noife  at  a  grote, 
For  whan  men  have  well  cried  than  woll  the!  roui> 
Eke  wondir  laft  but  ix  daies  nere  in  toun. 

Devinith  not  in?  refon  aie  fo-  depe, 
Ne  curtifly,  but  helpe  thy  felf  anon  ; 
Bet  is  that  othir  than  thy  felvin  wepc, 
Andnamily  fens- ye  two  ben  all  one  : 
Rife  up,  for  by  mine  hedde  fhe  mall  not  gong^ 
And  rathir  ben  in  blame  a  little  found 
Than  fterve  here  as  a  gnat  withoutin  woundi 

It  is.  no  fhame  unto  you  ne  no  vice 
Her  to  witholdin  that  the  lovith  mofte  : 
Paravinture  ihe  might  holde  the  for  nice 
To  lette  her  go  thus  to  the  G'rekis  hofte  : 
Thinke  eke  Fortune,  as  well  thy  felvin  woffo?^ 
Helpitb  the  bardie  mtin  to  hit  emfrife, 
And  weivith  wretchis  for  ther  cowardife. 

And  though  thy  lady  would  alite  her  grev(\ 
Thou  flialt  thy  felf  thy  pece  hereaftir  make  j 
But  as  to  me  certain  I  can  not  leve 
That  me  would  it  as  now  for  evill  take, 
Why  fhoulde  than  for  fere  thine  herte  quake  ? 
Thinke  how  that  Paris  hath,  that  is  thy  brother, 
A  love,  and  why  fhal  thou  not  have  another  ? 

And,  Troilus,  o  thing  I  dare  the  fwere, 
That  if  Crefeidr,  whiche  that  is  thy  lefe, 
Now  lovith  the  as  well  as  thou  doeft  here, 
God-helpe  nie  fo,  flie  n'ill  not  take  agrefe 
Though  thou  do  bote  anon  in  this  nlifchefe^ 
And  if  fhe  wilnith  fro  the  for  to  paffe 
Than  is  (he  falfe,  fo  love  her  well  the  lafle. 

Forthy  take  hert,  and  thinke  right  as  a  knight 
Through  love  is  brokin  al  daie  every  lawe; 
Kith  now  fomwhat  thy  coraga  and  thy  might; 
Have  mercie  on  thy  felf ;  for  any  awe 
Let  not  this  wretchid  wo  thine  hert  ygnawe* 
But  manly  fet  the  worlde  on  fixe  and  feven, 
And  if  thou  die  a  martyr  go  to  heven. 

I  woll  my  felf  ben  with  the  at  this  dede, 
Though  I  and  all  my  kin  upon  a  ftound 
Should  in  a  llrete  as  doggis  Jiggin  dedp^ 
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Through-girt  with  many  a  wide  blodie  wound; 
In  every  cafe  I  woll  a  frend  be  found  ; 
And  if  the  lifte  here  ftervin  a<?  a  wretche 
Adieu,  the  devill  fpede  him  that  retche  ! 

This  Troilus  gan  with  tho  wordis  quicke, 
And  fayid,  Frend,  graunt  mercie  !  I  affent, 
But  certainly  thou  maiefl  nat  fo  me  pricke, 
Ne  paine  none  nemaie  me  fo  tourment, 
That  for  i?o  cafe,  it  is  not  mine  entent, 
At  (hort  wordis,  though  that  I  dyin  fliould, 
To  ravifh  her  but  if  her  felf  it  would. 

Why,  fo  mene  I  (quod  Pandare)  al  this  day ; 
But  tell  me  than,  haft  thou  her  well  affaied 
That  foroweft  thus  ?  and  he  anfwerde  him  Naie. 
Whereof  aft  thou  (quod  Pandare)  than  difmaied, 
That  n'ofte  not  that  Ihe  wol  ben  il  apaied 
To  raviiHe  her,  fens  thou  haft  not  ben  there,- 
But  if  that  Jove  the  tolde  it  in  thine  ere  ? 

F'orthy  rife  up,  as  naught  ne  were,  anon, 
And  waftie  thy  face,  and  to  the  king  thou  wend, 
Or  he  maie  wondrih  whidir  thou  art  gon ; 
Thou  muft  with  wifedome  him  and  othir  blend, 
Or  upon  cafe  he  maie  aftlr  the  fend 
Or*  thou  be  ware  :  and,  fhortly,  brothir  dere  ! 
Be  glad,  and  let  me  werke  in  this  mattere  ; 

For  I  lhall  fhape  it  fo  that  fikirly 
Thou  ftialt  this  night  fomtime  in  forne  mariere 
Come  fpekin  with  thy  ladie  privily, 
And  by  her  wordis,  eke  as  by  her  chere, 
Thou  {halt  full  fone  aperceve  and  well  here 
Of  her  entent,  and  in  this  cafe  the  beft  ; 
And  fare  now  well,  for  in  this  poin<5t  1  reft. 

The  fwifte  Fame4,  whiche  that  fals  thingis 
Equall  reportith  like  the  thingis  true, 
Was  throughout  Troie  ifled  with  preft  wingis 
Fro  man  to  man,  and  made  his  tale  all  newe, 
How  Galchas  doughtir  with  her  brighte  hewe 
At  parliment,  withoutin  wordis  more, 
Igrauntid  was  in  chaunge  of  Antenore. 

The  whiche  tale  anon  right  as  Grefeide 
Had  herd,  me,  whiche  that  of  her  fathir  rought 
(As  in  this  cafe)  right  naught,  ne  whan  he  deidej 
Full  bufily  to  Jupiter  befought 
Yeve  him  mifchaunce  that  this  tretis  brought  : 
But,  fliortly,  left  thefe  talis  fothe  were 
She  durft  at  no  wight  afkin  it  for  fere. 

As  {he  that  had  her  hert  and  all  her  minde 
On  Troilus  ifet  fo  wondir  faft 
That  all  this  world  ne  might  her  love  unbind, 
Ne  Troilus  out  of  her  herte  caft, 
iShe  would  ben  his  while  that  her  life  maie  laft  ; 
And  {he  thus  brennith  bbthe  in  love  and  drede 
So  that  {lie  ne  wift  what  was  beft  to  rede. 

But  as  men  fene  in  toune  and  all  about, 
That  women  ufe  ther  frendis  to  vifite, 
So  *a  Crefeide  of  women  came  a  rout 
For  pitous  joie,  and  wendin  her  delite, 
And  with  ther  t-alis,  dere  inough  a  mite, 
Thcfe  women,  whiche  that  in  the  cite  dwell, 
Thei  fet  'hem  doune,  and  faied  as  I  {hail  tell. 

(Quod  firft  that  one)  I  am  glad  truily 
Bicaufe  of  you,  that  mall  your  fathir  fe. 
A/iothir  &i«d,  }wis  fo  am  not  !>, 


For  all  to  little  hath  me  with  m  be. 
(Quod  tho  the  thirde)  i  hope  iwis'that  flic 
Shall  bringin  us  the  pece  on  every  fide, 
That  whan  me  goth  Almightie  God  her  gide  \ 

Tho  wordis  and  tho  womannifhe  thingis 
She  herd  'hem  right  as  though  me  thennis  werej 
For  God  it  wote  her  herte  on  othir  thing  is  ; 
Although  the  body  fat  emong  'hem  there 
Her  advertence  is  alwaie  ellis  where  ; 
For  Troilus  full  faft  her  foule  fought ; 
Withoutin  worde  on  him  alwaie  {he  thought. 

Thefe  women  that  thus  wendin  her  to  plefs 
Abotitm  naught  gon  all  ther  talis  fpende  ; 
Sorhe  vanite  ne  can  doen  her  none  efe, 
As  me  that  all  this  mene  while  brende 
Of  othir  pafiion  than  thei  ywende, 
So  that  me  felte  almofte  her  herte  die 
For  wo,  and  werie  of  that  companie. 

For  whiche  might  {he  no  lengir  reftraini 
Her  teris,  thei  gajiin  fo  up  to  well, 
That  gavin  {ignis  of  her  bittir  pain 
In  whiche  her  fpirite  was  and  muft  ydwell, 
Remembring  hef  from  hevefl  unto  which  hel 
She  fallin  was  fens  me  forgo  the  fight 
Of  Troilus,  and  forowfully  me  fight. 

And  thilke  folis  fitting  her  about 
Wendin  that  me  had  wept  afld  fighid  fore, 
Bicavife  that  me  fhduldin  out  of  the  rout 
Departin,  and  nevir  plaie  with  'hem  more ; 
And  thei  that  haddin  knov/in  her  of  yore 
Se  her  fo  wepe,  and  thought  it  was  kindnefie, 
And  eche  of  'hem  wept  eke  for  her  diftrefle. 

And  bufilie  thei  gonnin  her  comforte 
On  thing  God  wot  on  which  {he  little  thought, 
And  with  ther  talis  wendin  her  difporte, 
And  to  be  glad  thei  oftin  her  befonght ; 
But  foche  an  efs  therwith  thei  in  her  wrought: 
Right  as  a  man  is  efid  for  to  fele 
;For  ache  of  hedde  to  clawen'  him  on  his  hele. 

But  aftif  all  this  nice  vanite 
Thei  toke  ther  leve,  and  honie  thei  wentin  all ; 
Crefeide,  full  of  forowful  pite, 
Into  her  chambre'  up  went  out  of  the  hall, 
And  oh  her  bedde  {lie  gan  for  dedde  to  fall, 
In  purpofe  nevir  thennis  for  to  rife, 
And  thus  fhe  wrought,  as  I  {hall  you  devife. 

Her  owndid  heer,  that  fonnifhe  was  ofhewCj 
She  rent,  and  eke  her  fingirs  long  and  fmale 
She  wrong  ful  oft,  and  bade  God  on  her  rue, 
And  with  the  death  to  doe  bote  on  her  bale ; 
Her  hewe,  whilom  bright,  that  tho  was  pale, 
Barewitriefle  of  her  wo  and  her  conftreint, 
And  thus  me  fpake,  fobbing  in  her  compleint  ? 

Alas !   (quod  me)  out  of  this  regioun 
I,  wofull  wretche  and  infortunid  wight, 
And  borne  in  curfid  conftellaeioun, 
Mote  gon,  and  thus  departin  fro  my  knight ! 
Wo  worthe,  alas  !  that  ilke  day'is  light 
On  which  I  fawe  him  firft  with  eyin  twain 
That  caufith  me  and  I  him  ail  this  pain  1 

Therwith  the  teris  from  her  eyin  two 
Doune  fell  as  fliowris  full  in  Aprill  fwithe, 
Her  white  brcft  {he  bet,  and  for  the  vr» 
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Aftir  the  deth  flic  cried  a  thoufande  fithe, 
Sens  he  that  wont  her  wo  was  for  to  lith 
She  mote  forgon,  for  whiche  difavinture 
She  helde  her  felfin  a  forloft  creture. 

She  faied,  How  fliall  he  doen  and  I  alfo  ! 
How  fhould  I  live  if  that  I  from  him  twin  ! 
O  dere  herte  eke,  that  I  love  ib, 
Who  {hall  that  forowe  flaen  that  ye  ben  in  ! 
O  Calchas,  fathir  !  thine  be  all  this  fin  ! 
O  mothir  mine,  ihat  clepid  wereArgive, 
Wo  worth  that  daie  that  thou  me  bare  on  live  ! 
To  what  fine  fhould  I  live  and  forowen  thus  ? 
How  fhould  a  fifhe  withoutin  watir  dure  ? 
What  is  Crefeide  worth  from  Troiius  ?     ^ 
How  fhould  a  plant  or'  any  othir  creture 
Livin  withoute  his  kindly  noriture  ? 
For  whiche  full  oft  a  byword  here  I  feie, 
That  erthelef*  mote  grene  medisfone  deye. 

I  fliall  doen  thus,  fens  neither  fvverd  ne  dart 
Dare  I  none  handle  for  the  cruilte, 
That  ilke  daie  that  I  fro  you  depart, 
If  forowe  of  that  n'ill  nat  my  bane  be, 
Than  fliall  no  mete  ne  drinke  ycome  in  me 
Till  I  my  foule  out  of  my  breft  unfheth, 
And  thus  my  felvin  woll  I  doen  to  deth. 
And,  Troiius,  my  clothis  everichone 
Shull  blacke  ben,  in  tokining,  herte  fwete  ! 
That  I  am  as  out  of  this  worlde  agone 
That  wont  y  was  you  to  let  in  quiete, 
And  of  mine  ordir  aie,  till  deth  me  mete, 
The  obfervaunce  evir  in  your  abfence 
Shall  forowe  ben,  complaint  and  abftinence. 

Mine  herte,  and  eke  the  wofull  ghoft  therein, 
Biqueth  I  with  your  fpiiite  to  complain 
Eternally,  for  thei  fliall  nevir  twin; 

though  in  yerth  ytwinnid  be  we  twain, 
fet  in  the  felde  of  pite,  out  of  pain, 
That  hight  Elyfium,  we  fliall  ben  yfere, 
s  Orpheus  and  Eurydice  his  fere. 
Thus,  herte  mine  !  for  Antenor,  alas ! 
fonq  ihall  be  ychaungid,  as  I  wene  ; 
Jut  how  fhull  ye  doen  in  this  wofull  caas  ? 
iow  fliall  your  tendir  herte  thus  fuftein  ? 
Jut,   herte  mine  !  foryet  this  forowe,  and  tene, 
nd  me  alfo ;  for,  fothly  for  to  feie, 
o  ye  well  fare  1  retche  not  for  to  deie. 
How  might  it  evir  redde  ben  or  ifong 
he  plaintis  that  fhe  made  in  her  diftreffe  ? 
n'ot,  but  as  for  me,  my  little  tong, 
f  I  difcrivin  would  her  hevinefle, 
t  fhould  ymake  her  forowe  feme  leffe     - 
han  that  it  was,  and  childiflily  deface 
er  hie  complaint,  and  therfore  I  it  pace. 
Pandarus,  whiche  that  fent  from  Troiius 
yas  to  Grefeide,  as  ye  have  herd  devife, 
Chat  for  the  beft  it  was  accordid  thus, 
And  he  full  glad  to  doen  him  that  fervice 
Into  Crefeide  in  a  full  fecrete  wife, 
There  as  (he  laie  in  tourment  and  in  rage, 
£ame  her  to  tell  all  wholly  his  meffage ; 

And  fonde  that  (he  her  felvin  gan  to  tretc 
gull  pkoufly,  for  w  ith  her  falte  teres 
Eier  breft  and  face  ibathid  was  full  wete, 
VOL.  I, 


Her  mightie  trefiis  of  her  fonniflie  hercs 
Unbroidin  hangin  all  about  her  eres, 
Whiche  yavin  him  very  fignall  mattire 
Of  deth,  whiche  that  her  herte  gan  defire. 

Whan  fhe  him  fawe  flic  gan  for  forowe'  anou 
Her  tery  face  atwixt  her  armis  hide, 
For  whiche  this  Pandare  is  fo  wo  bigon 
That  in  the  hous  he  might  unneth  abide, 
As  he  that  felt  forowe  on  every  Tide, 
For  if  Crefeide  had  erft  complainid  fore 
Tho  gan  fhe  plain  a  thoufande  timis  more, 

And  in  her  afpre  plainte  thus  fhe  feide  ; 
Pandare,  my  erne,  of  joyis  mo  than  two 
Was  caufe,  caufing  firft  to  me  Crefeide, 
That  now  tranfinutid  bin  in  cruil  wo, 
Wher'  fliall  I  faie  to  you  welcome  or  no, 
That  aldirfirft  me  brought  unto  fervife 
Of  love,  alas  1  that  endith  in  foche  wife  ? 

Endith  than  love  in  wo  ?  ye,  or  men  lieth, 
And  every  worldly  blifle,  as  thinkith  me  ; 
The  ende  of  bliffe  aie  forowe  occupieth ; 
And  who  fo  trowith  not  that  it  fo  be 
Let  him  upon  me  wofull  wretche  fe, 
That  my  felf  hate,  and  aie  my  birthe  curfe, 
Feling  alwaie  fro  wicke  I  go  to  worfe. 

Whofo  me  feeth  feeth  forowe  all  atonis, 
Paine,  turment,  wo,  and  plaint,  and  eke  diftrefs 
Out  of  my  wofull  bodie  harme  there  none  is, 
As  langour,  anguiflie,  cruill  bittirnefie, 
Annoie,  fmarte,  drede,  furie,  and  eke  fiknefie  : 
I  trowe  iwis  from  hevin  teris  rain 
For  pite  of  my  afpre'  and  cruill  pain. 

O  thou  my  fuftir  !  full  of  diicomfort, 
(Quod  Pandarus)  what  thinkift  thou  to  doe  ? 
Why  ne'.haft  thou  to  thy  felvin  fome  refport  J 
Why  wilt  thou  thus  thy  felf,  alas  !  fordo  ? 
Leve  all  this  werke,  and  take  now  hede  to 
That  I  fliall  faiti,  and  herken'  <}f  gode  entent 
This  that  by  me  thy  Troiius  the  fent. 

Tournid  her  tho  Crefeide  a  wo  making 
So  grete,  that  it  a  deth  was  for  to  fe  : 
Alas  !  (quod  fhe)  what  wordis  maie  ye  bring, 
What  woll  my  dere  herte  fendin  unto  me, 
Whiche  that  I  drede  nevir  more  to  fe  ? 
Woll  he  have  plaint  or  teris  ere  I  wende  ? 
I  have  inough  if  he  theraftir  fende. 

She  was  right  foche  to  fene  in  her  vifage 
As  is  that  wight  that  men  on  bere  ybinde, 
Her  face,  like  of  paradis  the  image 
Was  all  ichaungid  in  anothir  kinde  ; 
The  plaie,  the  laughtir,  men  wer  wont  to  fin4 
In  her,  and  eke  her  joyis  evrichone, 
Ben  fledde  ;  and  thus  lieth  Crefeide  alone. 

About  her  eyin  two  a  purpre  ring 
Bitrent,  in  fothfaft  tokening  of  her  pain, 
That  to  behold  it  was  a  dedly  thing, 
For  whiche  Pandarus  ne  might  nat  reflrain 
The  teris  from  his  eyin  for  to  rain ; 
But  nathi'lefle  as  he  beft  might  he  feide 
From  Troiius  thefe  wordis  to  Crefeide  : 

Lo  !  nece,  I  trowe  well  ye  han  herd  all  how 
The  King,  with  othir  lordis,  for  the  beft 
Huth  made  efchaunge  of  Antenor  and  you, 
B  b 
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Sole  ir. 


That  caufc  is  of  this  forowe  and  unreft 
])ut  how  this  cafe  doth Troilus  moleft 
"his  maic  none  yerthly  mann'is  tong  yfaic  ; 
l~or  very  wo  his  wit  is  all  awaie  : 

For  whiche  we  have  fo  fofowed  he  and  I, 
'1  'hat  into  little  it  had  bothe  us  flawe, 
i?;it  through  my  counfiiiie  this  daie,  finally, 
M-J  fomwhat  hath  fro  weping  him  withdrawe* 
And  femith  me  that  he  deftrith  fawe 
\Vith  you  to  ben  all  night,  for  to  devife 
Remedie'  of  this,  if  there  were  any  wife. 

This,  fhort  and  plain,  th'  effedl  of  my  meffage-, 
,vs  ferforthe  as  any  wit  can  comprehende, 
1'nr  ye  that  ben  of  tourment  in  foche  rage 
Vlaie  to  no  long  prologue  as  now  entende, 
And  hereupon  ye  maie  anfwere  him  fende  ; 
And  for  the  love  of  God,  my  nece  dere ! 
So  leve  this  wo  or  Troilus  be  here^ 

Crete  is  my  wo,  (quod  fhe)  and  fighid  fore, 
As  fhe  that  felith  dedly  fharpe  diftrelle, 
'tint  yet  to  me  his  forowe'  is  mokiU  more, 
That  love  him  bet  than  he  himfelf  I  geffe. 
Alas  !  for  me  hath  he  foche  hevineffc  ? 
( ':m  he  for  me  fo  pitoufly  complain  ? 
iwis  this  forowe  doublith  all  my  pain. 

Grevous  to  me,  God  wot,  it  is  to  twin, 
/Quod  flic)  bat  yet  it  hardir  is  to  me 
To  fene  that  forowe  which  that  he  is  in^ 
(Orwell  wot  I  it  woll  my  bane  be, 
And  die  I  woll  in  certain  ,tho  (quod  fhe  :) 
.'nit  bid  him  come  erDeth  that  thus  me   threteth 
Drive  out  that  ghoft  which  in  min  hert  ybeteth. 

Thefe  wordis  faied,  fhe  on  her  armis  two 
Fill  gruffe,  and  gan  to  wepin  pitoafly. 
(<.£iod  Pandarus)  Alas  !  why  doe  ye  ib, 
.Sens  ye  well  wote  the  time  is  fafte  by 
'.hat  he  fhall  come  ?  arile  up  haftily, 
That  he  you  nat  biwopin  thus  yfinde, 
Uut  ye  wol  have  him  wode  out  of  his  minde  :       i 

For  wift  he  that  ye  farde  in  this  manere 
He  would  himfelfin  flea ;  and  if  I  wende 
Ty>  have  this  fare  he  fhould  not  comin  here 
Vor  all  the  gode  that  Priam  maie  difpende, 
For  to  what  fine  he  would  anon  pretende, 
That  know  I  well ;  and  forthy  yet  1  feie 
T>o  leve  this  forowe',  or  plainly,  he"  woll  dele  : 

Ami  fhapith  you  his  forowe  for  to'  abredge 
And  nat  encrefin,  lefc  nece  fwete  ! 
T>uthe  rathir  to  him  caufe  of  plat  than  edge, 
And  with  fome  wifedom  ye  his  forowes  bete  : 
"•.That  helpitli  it  to  wepin  full  a  flrete, 
Or  though  ye  bothe  in  falte  teris  dreint  ? 
jtfet  is  (t  time  of  cure  ate  than  of  pleinti 

I  mene  thus,  whan  I  him  hithir  bring, 
5:jnr>  yc  be  wife,  and  bothe  of  one  affent, 
.*••'<)  fhapith  how  to  diflourbe  your  going, 
Oi  co/me  ayen  fone  aftir  ye  be  went  : 
Women  hen  wife  in  fhort  avifGment; 
Vnd  let  fene  how  your  wit  fhall  now  availe, 
And  what  that  I  maie  help  it  fhall  nat  faile. 
-  Go,  (quod  Crefeide)  and,  uncle,  truily 
T  fhall  doen  all  my  might  me  to  reftrain 
i'Yom  weping  in  his  fight,  and  buiily 


Him  fof  to  glad  I  fhall  doell  alliny  pain, 
And  in  my  herte  fekin  every  vain  : 
If  to  this  fore  there  maie  ben  foundin  falvc 
It  flu'.ll  not  lacke  certaine  on  mine  bchalve. 

Goth  Pandarus,  and  Troilus  he  fought, 
Till  in  a  temple'  he  found  him  all  alone, 
As  he  that  of  his  life  no  lengir  rought, 
But  to  the  pitous  goddis  everichone 
Full  tendirly  he  praied  and  made  his  monc, 
To  doen  him  fone  out  of  this  woilde  to  pace, 
For  wel  he  thought  there  was  non  othfr  grace* 

And,  fhortly,  all  the  f'othe  for  to  feie, 
He  was  fo  fallin  in  difpairc  that  daie 
That  ujtthly  he  fhope  him  for  to  deie  j 
For  right  thus  was  his  argument  alwaie, 
He  faied  he  n'as  but  lorne,  wclawaie  ! 
For  all  that  cometh  cometh  by  neceflite, 
Thus  to  ben  lorne  it  is  my  deftine  : 

For  certainly  this  wote  I  well,  he  faide 
That  forefight  of  the  divine  purveiaunce 
Had  fene  alwaie  me  to  forgon  Crefeide, 
Sens  God  feeth  every  thing  out  of  doutaance^ 
And  them  difpofith  through  his  ortiinaunce 
In  his  njeritifr  fothly  for  to  be 
As  thei  (hull  comin  by  predeftine. 

But  nathelefle,  alas  !  whom  fhall  I  leve  ? 
For  there  ben  grete  clerkis  many  one 
That  deftine  through  argumentis  preve, 
And  fome  yfain  that  nedely  there  is  none^    * 
But  that  ire  choice  is  yeven'  us  everichone. 
O  welawaie  !  fo  fligh  arne  clerkis  old 
That  I  n'ot  w'hole  opinion  I  maie  hold. 

For  fome  men  fain  that  God  fecth  al  biforne, 
Ne  God  maie  nat  decevid  ben  parde  ; 
Than  mote  it  fallin,  though  men  had  it  fwornej 
That  purveiaunce  hath  fene  beforne  to  be  ; 
Wherefore  I  faie  that  from  eterne  if  he 
Hath  wift  beforn  our  thoaght  eke  as  our  dedc 
We  have  no  fre  choice,  as  thefe  clerkis  rede. 

For  othir  thought  nor  othir  dede  alfo 
Might  nevir  ben  but  foche  as  purveiaunce, 
Whiche  maie  not  ben  difcevid  nevir  mo, 
Hath  feled  biforne  withoutin  ignoraujice  ; 
For  if  there  might  yben  a  variaunce 
To  writhin  out  fro  Godd'is  purveying 
There  n'ere  no  prefcience  of  thing  comming ; 

But  it  were  rathir  an  opinion 
Uncertain,  and  no  ftedfaft  forefeing; 
And  certis  that  were  an  abufion 
That  God  fhould  have  no  pcrfecT:  clere  weting 
More  than  we  men,  that  have  doubtous  wening ; 
But  foche  an  errour  upon  God  to  geffe 
Were  falfe  and  foule,  and  wickid  curfidencfTe. 

Elae  this  is  an  opinion  of  fome 
That  have  ther  top  ful  high  and  fmothe  i/hore, 
Thei  fain  right  thus,  that  thing  is  nat  to  come 
For  that  the  prefcience  hath  fene  before 
That  it  fhall  come,  but  thei  fain  that  therfore 
That  it  fhal  come,  therfore  the  purveiaunce 
Wote  it  beforne  withautin  ignoraunce. 

And  in  this  manir  this  neceffite 
Retournith  in  his  place  contrary'  againe, 
For  needfully  behovith  it  nat  be 
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That  thilke  thingis  fallin  inCertaine 

That  ben  purveyed,  but  nedefully',  as  thei  faine, 

Behovith  it  that  thingis  which  that  fall 

Than  thei  in  c«rtaine  ben  purveyid  all  : 

•  I  mene  as  though  I  laboured  me  in  this 
To  enquire  which  thing  caufe  of  which  thing  be, 
As  whethir  that  the  prefcience  of  God  is 
The  certaine  caufe  of  the  neceflite 
"Of  thingis  that  to  comin  be  parde, 
Or  if  neceflite  of  thing  coming 
Be  the  caufe  certaine  of  the  purveying. 

But  nowe  nes  enforce  I  me  not  in  fhewing 
How  the'  ordir  of  the  caufis  ftant,  but  wot  I 
That  it  behovith  thac  the  befalling 
Of  thingis  wifte  before  certainly 
Be  necefiarie,  al  feme  it  not  therby 
That  prcfcience  put  falling  neceffayre 
To  thing  to  come,  al  fal  it  foule  or  faire  i 

For  if  there  fit  a  man  youde  on  a  fe4 
Than  by  neceflite  behovith  it 
That  certis  thine  opinion  fothe  be 
That  wenift  or  conjedtift  thut  he  fuV; 
And  furthirovir  now  ayenwarde  hit, 
L«o  !  right  fo  is  it  on  the  part  contrarie, 
As  thus  ;  now  herkin,  for  I  wol  nat  taric  i 

I  jfuy  that  if  the  opinion  of  the 
Be  fothe  for  that  he  fit,  than  fay  I  this^ 
That  he  mote  fittin  by  nectffite, 
And  thus  neceflite  in  eithir  is  ; 
For  in  him  nede  of  fitting  is  iwis, 
And  in  the  nede  of  fothe;  and  thus  forfbthe 
There  mote  neceflite  ben  in  you  bothe. 

But  thou  maift  fainej  the  man  fit  nat  therfbre 
That  thine  opinion  of  his  fitting  foth  is, 
But  rathir  for  the  man  fate  there  before, 
'  Theribre  is  thine  opinion  fothe  iwis  : 
And  I  fay,  though  the  caufe  of  fothe  is  thi& 
Cometh  of  his  fitting,  yet  neceflite 
Js  enterchaungid  bothe  in  him  and  the. 

Thus  in  the  lame  wile  out  of  doutance 
I  maie  wel  makin,  as  it  feruith  me, 
My  refoning  of  Godd'is  purveyauncej 
And  of  the  thingis  that  to  comin  be, 
By  whiche  refon  men  maie  wel  ife 
That  thilka  thingis  that  in  erthe  befall 
That  by  neceflite  thei  comin  all  : 

For  although  that  this  thing  {hall  comC  iwis* 
Therfore  is  it  purveyid  certainly, 
Nat  that  it  cometh  for  it  purveyid  is ; 
Yet  nathcleffe  behoveth  it  nedefully 
That  thing  to  come  be  purveyid  trewely 
Or  ellis  thingis  that  purveyid  be 
That  thei  betidirt  by  neceflite; 

And  thus  fuflifith  right  inough  certaine 
For  to  diftroie  our  fre  choife  everydell  j 
But  now  is  this  abufin  to  faine 
That  falling  of  the  thingis  temporeil 
Is  caufe  of  Godd'is  prefcience  eternell  j 
Now  trewily  that  is  a  falfe  fentence 
That  thing  to  come  fhould  caufe  his  prefcience. 

What  might  I  wene  and  I  had  fuche  a  thought, 
But  that  God  purveieth  thing  that  is  to  come 
.Jpor  that  it  is  to  come,  and  ellis  aeught  I 


So  might  I  wene  that  thingj's  all  and  fbme 
That  whilom  ben  bifall  and  ovircome 
Ben  caufe  of  thilke  foveraine  purveiaunce 
That  forwote  al  withoutin  ignoraunce. 

And  ore  al  this  yet  fay  I  more  therto, 
That  right  as  whan  I  wote  there  is  a  thing 
Iwis  that  thing  mote  nedefully  be  fo, 
Eke  right  fo  whan  I  wote  a  thing  coming, 
So  mote  it  come  ;  and  thus  the  befalling 
Of  thingis  that  ben  wifte  before  the  tide 
Thei  mote  not  ben  efchewid  on  no  fide. 

Than  faid  he  thuSj  Almighty  Jove  in  trone  ! 
That  wotteft  of  all  this  thing  the  fothfaftneffe, 
Rewe  on  my  forowe,  and  do  me  dien  fone, 
Or  bring  Crefeide  and  me  fro  this  diftreffe. 
And  while  he  was  in  all  this  hevinefle, 
Difputing  with  himfelfe  in  this  matere, 
Came  Pandare  in,  and  feide  as  ye  maie  here  j 

O  mighty  God  (quod  Pandarus)  in  trone  1 
Eigh  !  who  faw  er  a  wife  man  farin  fo  ? 
Whyt  Troilus !  what  thinkift  thou  to  done  ? 
Haft  thou  fuch  luft  to  ben  thine  owne  foe  ? 
What !  parde  yet  is  not  Crefeide  ago  ? 
Why  lift  the  fo  thy  felfe  fordon  for  drede 
That  in  thine  hed  thine  eyin  femin  dede. 

Haft  thou  nat  livid  many'  a  yere  beforna 
Withoutin  her,  and  farde  ful  wel  at  efe  ? 
Art  thou  for  her  and  for  none  othir  borne  ? 
Hath  Kinde  the  wrought  al  only  her  to  plefe  ? 
.Let  be^  and  thinke  right  thus  in  thy  difefc, 
That  in  the  dice  fight  as  there  fallin  chaunces/ 
Right  fo  in  love  there  come  and  gon  plefaunces. 

And  yet  this  is  a  wondir  moft  of  al 
Why  thou  thus  ibroweft,  feth  thou  woft  nat  yit 
Touching  her  goyng  how  that  it  fhal  fal, 
Ne  if  fhe  can  her  felfe  diftourbin  it ; 
Thou  haft  not  yet  affayid  al  her  wit  : 
A  man  maie  al  betime  his  necke  bede 
Whan  it  fhal  of,  and  forowen  at  the  nede* 

Forthy  take  hede  of  al  that  I  fhal  fay  : 
I  have  with  her  ifpoke  and  longs  ibe, 
So  as  accordid  was  betw  ixe  us  twey, 
And  evirmor'e  me  thinkith  thus,  that  {he 
Hath  fomwhat  in  her  hert'is  privite 
Wherwith  fhe  can,  if  I  fhal  aright  rede^ 
Diflurbe  al  this  of  whiche  thou  art  in  dfede. 

For  which  my  counfel  is,  whan  it  is  night 
Tfyou  to  her  go,  and  make  of  this  an  encle, 
And  blisful  Juno,  through  her  grete  might, 
Shal  (as  I  hope)  her  grace  unto  us  fende ; 
Mine  hert  feith  certaine  that  fhe  fhal  nat  wende  * 
And  forthy  put  thine  hert  a  while  in  reft, 
And  holde  thy  purpofe,  for  it  is  the  beft. 

This  Troilus  anfwerde,  and  fighid  fore, 
Thou  faift  right  wel,  and  I  wil  do  right  fo, 
And  what  him  lift  he  faid  unto  him  more  ; 
And  whan  that  it  was  time  for  to  go 
Ful  privily  himfelfe  withoutin  mo 
tTnto  her  came,  as  he  was  wont  to  done, 
And  how  thei  wrought  I  fhal  you  tellin  fone. 

Soth  is,  that  when  thei  gonnin  firft  to  mete 
So  gan  the  paine  ther  herds  for  to  twifte 
That  neithir  of  'hem  othir  mights  gretc, 
B  b  ij 
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But  'hem  in  armis  toke  and  aftir  kifte  ; 
The  laffe  wofull  of  'hem  bothe  ne  wifte 
Wher  that  he  was,  ne  might  o  word  out  bring, 
As  T  faid  erft,  for  wo  and  for  fobbing. 

The  woful  teris  that  thei  letin  fat 
As  bittir  werin,  out  of  tens  kinde, 
For  paine,  as  is  ligne  aloes  or  gal; 
So  bittir  teris  wept  nat;  as  I  finde, 
The  wofull  Myrrha  through  the  barke  and  rinde, 
That  in  this  world  ther  n'ls  fo  hard  an  hert 
That  n'bld  have  rewid  on  ther  painis  fmert. 

But  whan  ther  \v .'.  aill  wery  goftis  twame 
Returnid  ben  there  as  'hem  ought  to  dwell, 
And- that  fomwhat  to  wekin  gan  the  paine 
By  length  of  pkinte,  and  ebbin  gaa  the  we! 
Of  ther  fait  teris,  and  the  hert  unfvvel, 
With  broken  voice,  all  horfe  for  fhright,  Crefeide 
To  Troilus  thefe  ilke  wordis  feide  j 

O  Jove  1 1  die,  and  mercy  the  befeche ; 
Helpe,  Troilus  :  and  therwithal  her  face 
Upon  his  breft  fhe  laid,  and  loft  her  fpeche, 
Her  wofull  fpirite  from  his  propir  place 
Right  with  the  worde  away  in  point  to  pace : 
Arid  thus  fhe  lith  with  hevis  pale  and  grene 
That  whilom  frefh  and  fairift  was  to  fene. 

This  Troilus  that  on  her  gan  beholde, 
Cleping  her  name,  and  me  lay  as  for  ded, 
Withoutin  anfWeie,  and  felte  her  limmes  colde, 
tier  eyin  throwin  upwarde  to  her  hed, 
This  forpuful  man  can  now  non  othir  rede, 
B\it  oftin  time  her  colde  mouthe  he  kifte  : 
Where  him  was  wo  God  and  himfelf  it  wifte.     * 

He  rifith  up,  and  long  ftraite  he  her  leide, 
For  figne  of  life  for  aught  he  can  or  may 
Can  he  none  finde  in  nothing  of  Crefeide, 
For  whiche  his  fonge  f  ul  oft  is  Welaway ! 
But  whan  he  fawe  that  fpecheleffe  fhe  lay, 
With  forouful  voice,  and  hert  of  bliffe  all  bare, 
He  faid  how  fhe  was  fro  this  world  ifare. 

So  aftir  that  he  long  had  her  complained, 
His  hondis  wronge,  and  faid  that  was  to  fey, 
And  with  his  teris  fait  her  breft  bcrained, 
He  gan  tho  teris  wipin  of  full  drey, 
And  pitoufly  gan  fbr  the  foule  prey, 
And  faid,  O  Lord  :  that  fet  arnin  thy  trone, 
Rewe  eke  on  me,  for  I  fhal  folow*  her  fone. 

She  colde  was,  and  withoutin  fentement, 
For  ought  he  wote,  for  brethe  yet  felte  he  none, 
And  this  was  him  a  preignant  argument 
That  fhe  was  forth  out  of  this  world e  agone  ; 
And  when  he  faw  there  was  non  othir  wonne 
He  gan  her  limmis  dreffe  in  fuche  manere 
As  men  don  them  that  fhall  ben  laide  on  here* 

And  aftir  this  with  fterne  and  cruiH  herte 
His  fwerd  anon  out  of  his  fheth  he  twight, 
Himfelfe  to  fleeii,  how  fore  fo  that  him  fmerte, 
So  that  his  foule  her  foule  folowin  might 
Ther  as  the  dome  of  Minos  would  it  dight, 
Sith  Love  and  cruil  Fortune  it  ne  would 
That  in  this  world  he  lengir  livin  mould. 

Than  faid  he  thus,  fulfilde  of  high  difdainc  ; 
O  cruil  Jove  !  and  thou  Fortune  adverfe  ! 
This  al  and  fome  is,  falfely  have  ye  flaine 


Crefeide,  and  fith  ye  may  do  me  no  werfe, 
Fie  on  your  might  and  werkis  fo  diverfe  1 
Thus  cowardely  ye  fhul  me  nevir  winne  j 
There  fhal  no  dcth  me  fro  my  lady  twinne. 

For  1  this  world,  fith  ye  have  flain  her  th-us,    ,„ 
Wol  let,  and  folow'  her  fpirit  lowe  or  hie ; 
Shal  nevir  lovir  faine  that  Troilus 
Dare  nat  for  fere  wkh  his  lady  die, 
For  certaine  Lwol  bere  her  companie  j 
But  fithe  ye  wol  nat  fuffre'  us  livin  here. 
Yet  fuffrith  that  our  foulis  ben  ifere. 

And  thou,  Cite  !  in  whiche  I  live  in  wor 
And  thou,  Priam  I  and  brethrin  al  ifere  ! 
And  thou,  ray  niothir  !  farwel,  for  I  go, 
And  Atropos !  make  redy  thou  my  here, 
And  thou,  Crefeide  !•  o  fwete  herte  dere  T 
Receive  thou  now  my  fpirite,  would  he  fey, 
With  fwerde  at  hert,  al  rcdy  far  to  dey. 

But  as  God  would  of  fwough  fhe  tho  abraide, 
And  gan  to  fighe,and  Troilus  T  fhe  cride; 
And  he  anfwerid,  Lady  mine,  Crefeide  t 
Livin  ye  yet  ?  and  let  his  fwerde  doune  glide. 
Ye,  herte  mine  I  that  thankid  be  Cupide, 
(Quod  fhe)  and  therwithal  fhe  fore  fight, 
And  he  began  to  glade  her  as  he  might ; 

Toke  her  in  armis  two,  and  kifte  her  ofte,. 
And  her  to  glad  he  did  al  his  entent, 
For  whiche  her  goft,  that  flickered  aie  aloftc, 
Into  her  wofull  hett  aien  it  went ; 
But  at  the  lafte,  as  that  her  eyin  glent 
Afide,  anon  fhe  gan  his  fwerde  afpie 
As  it  lay  barer  and  gan  for  fere  to  eric, 

And  afkid  him  why  he  had  it  out  drawe  ? 
And  Tr.oilus  anon  the  caufe  her  tolde, 
And  how  himfelf  therwith  he  would  have  flawe; 
For  whiche  Crefeide  upon  him  gan  beholde, 
And  gan  him  in  her  armis  fail  to  folde, 
And  faide,  O  mercy,  God  !  lo  whiche  a  dede  1 
Alas !  how  nighe  we  werin  bothS  dede  ! 

Than  if  I  ne  hadde  fpckinr  as  grace  was, 
Ye  would  have  flaine  your  felfe  anon  ?  quod  flic, 
Ye,  doutileffe.  And  fhe  anfwerde,  Alas  I 
For  by  that  ilke  Lorde  that  made  me 
I  n'olde  a  forlong  \vaie  on  live  have  be', 
Aftir  your  deth,to  have  ben  crounid  quene 
Of  al  the  londe  the  funne  on  fhinith  fhene  ; 

But  with  this  fefve  fwerde  which  that  here  i* 
My  felfin  I  would  have  flaine  (quod  fhe)  tho. 
But  ho  !  for  we  have  right  inough  of  this, 
And  let  us  rife  and  ftraite  to  bedde  go, 
And  there  let  us  yfpekin  of  our  wof 
For  by  that  morter  whiche  that  I  fe  brenne 
Know  I  ful  well  that  day  is  nat  far  henne. 

Whan  thei  wer  in  ther  bedde  in  armis  foide 
Naught  was  it  like  tho  nightishere  beforne, 
For  petoufly  eche  othir  gan  beholde, 
As  thei  that  haddin  al  ther  bliffe  ilorne, 
Bewailing  al  the  daie  that  thei  were  borne, 
Till  at  the  laft  this  wofull  wight  Crefeide 
To  Troilus  thefe  ilke  wordis  feide  : 

La,  herte  mine  !  wel  wot  ye  this,  (quod  fhe) 
That  if  a  wight  alwaie  his  wo  complaine, 
And  fekith  nat  how  holpin  for  to  ber 
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-It  n'is  but  folie  and  encrece  of  paine  ; 
And  fens  thatf  here  alTemblid  be  we  twaine 
To  findis  bote  of  wo  that  we  ben  in, 
It  were  all  time  right  fone  for  to  beginl 
I  am  a  woman,  as  ful  wel  ye  wotte, 
And  as  I  am  avifid  fodainly, 
So  wol  I  tel  it  you  while  it  is  hotte  .: 
Me  thinkith  thus,  that  neithir  ye  nor  I 
Ought  halfc  this  wo  to  makin  fkilfully, 
For  there  is  art  inough  for  to  redrefle 
That  yet  is  mifTe,  and  fleen  this  hevinefie. 

Sothe  is,  the  wo  the  whiche  that  we  ben  inne, 
For  aught  I  wote,  for  nothing  diis  is 
But  for  the  caufe  that  we  fliould  ytwinne ; 
Confidrid  al  there  n'is  no  more  amis  : 
And  what  is  than  a  remedy'  unto  this 
But  that  we  fhape  us  fone  for  to  mete  ? 
This  al  and  fome  is,  my  dere  herte  fwetei 

Now  that  I  fhal  wel  bringin  it  aboute 
To  comen'  ayen  fone  aftir  that  I  go 
Therof  am  I  no  manir  thing  in  doute, 
For  dredeleffe  within  a  weke  or  two 
I  fhal  ben  here ;  and  that  it  may  be  fo 
By  alle  right,  and  that  in  wordis  few, 
I  flial  you  wel  an  hepe  of  wayis  fhewe ; 

For  whiche  I  woll  nat  makin  longe  fermon, 
For  time  ilofte  may  not  recovered  be, 
?ut  I  wol  go  to  my  conclufion, 
And  to  the  befte  in  aught  that  I  can  fe ; 
And  for  the  love  of  God  forgive   it  me 
If  I  fpeke  aught  aienft  your  hert'is  refte, 
For  trewily  t  fpeke  it  for  the  befte  ; 

Making  alway  a  proteftacion, 
That  in  effecl  this  thing  that  I  fhall  fay 
N'is  but  to  £hew  in  you  my  mocjori 
To  find  unto  our  helpe  the  befte  way, 
And  takith  it  none  othirwife  I  pray  ; 
For,  finally,  what  fo  ye  me  commaunde 
That  wol  I  done,  for  that  is  no  demaunde. 

Now  herkenith  this ;  Ye  have  well  underftond 
My  goyng  grauntid  is  by  parliment, 
So  ferforth  that  it  may  not  ben  withftond 
For  al  this  world,  as  by  my  jugement; 
And  fithe  there  hejpith  none  avifement 
To  lettin  it,  lette  it  paffe  out  of  mind, 
And  let  us  ihape  a  bettir  waie  to  finde, 

The  fothe  is  this ;  the  twinning  of  us  twaine 
Wol  us  difefe  and  .cruilly  anoie, 
But  him  behovith  fomtime  havin  paine 
That  fervith  Love,  if  that  he  wol  have  joie  ; 
And  fith  I  fhal  no  farthir  out  of  Troie 
Than  I  maie  ride  aien  on  halfe  a  morowe 
It  ought  the  lafle  caufin  us  for  to  forowe; 
So  as  I  fhal  nat  now  ben  hid  in  mewe, 
That  day  by  day,  min  ownc  herte  dere ! 
Sens  wel  ye  wote  '^ut  it  is  nowe  a  trewe, 
Ye  fhal  ful  wel  al  mine  eftate  yhere, 
And  er  that  truce  is  done  1  fhal  ben  here; 
And  thus  have  ye  both  Antenor  iwonne 
And  me  alfo.  Bethe  glad  now  if  ye  conne. 

And  thinke  it  right  thus,  Crefeidc  is  now  agon, 
But  what  ?  fhe  fhal  ccme  haftily  ayen  : 
And  whan?  alas !  by  God,  lo,  right  anon, 


Er  dayis  ten,  this  dare  I  fafely  fuine, 
And  than  as  erfte  fhall  we  be  bothe  faine, 
So  as  we  fhall  togithers  evir  dwell, 
That  al  this  worlde  ne  might  our  blifTe  tell. 
I  fe  that  oft  time,  there  as  we  ben  nowe, 
That  for  the  befte,  our  counfaile  for  to  hide, 
Ye  fpeke  nat  with  me  nor  I  with  you 
In  fourtenight,  ne  fe  you  go  ne  ride  ; 
And  may  ye  nat  ten  dayis  than  abide, 
For  mine  honour,  in  fuche  an  avinture  ? 
Iwis  ye  mowe,  or  ellis  Ike  endure. 

Ye  knowe  eke  ho-we  that  all  my  kin  is  here 
But  if  that  onely  it  my  fathir'be, 
And  eke  mine  othir  thingis  al  ifere, 
And  namily  my  dere  herte  ye, 
Whom  that  I  n'olde  levin  for  to  fe 
For  al  this  worlde,  as  wide  as  it  hath  fpace, 
Or  ellis  fe  I  nevir  Jov'is  face. 

Why  trowin  ye  my  fathir  in  this  wife 
Covetith  fo  to  fe  me,  but  for  drede 
Lefte  in  this  toune  that  folkis  me  difpife 
Bicaufe  of  him  for  his  unhappy  dede  ? 
What  wote  my  fathir  what  life  that  I  lede  f 
For  if  he  wift  in  Troie  how  wel  I  fare 
Us  nedid  for  my  wending  nat  to  care. 

Ye  fene  that  every  day  eke  more  and  more 
Men  trete  of  pece,  and  it  fuppofid  is 
That  men  the  Quene  Helena  fhall  reftore, 
And  Grekis  us  reftore  that  is  amis; 
So  though  there  ne  were  comfort  none  but  this, 
That  men  purpofin  pece  on  every  fide, 
Yc  may  the  bett  at  efe  of  herte  abide  f 

For  if  that  it  be  pece,  mine  herte  dere  ! 
The  nature  of  th,e  pece  mote  nedis  drive 
That  men  muft  entrecommunin  ifere, 
And  to  and  fro  eke  ride  and  gone  as  blive 
Al  day  as  thicke  as  been  flien  from  an  hive, 
And  every  wight  have  liberty  to  bleve 
Where  as  him  lift  the  bet  withoutin  leve. 

And  though  fo  be  that  pece  ther  maie  be  none, 
Yet  hither,  though  ther  nevir  pace  ne  were, 
I  muft  ycome,  for  whidir  fhould  I  gone, 
Or  how,  mifchaunce  1  fliould  I  dweljin  there        / 
Among  tho  men  of  armis  evre*  in  fere  ? 
For  whiche,  as  wifely  God  my  foule  rede, 
I  can  nat  fene  wherof  ye  fhouldin  drede. 

Have  here  anothir  way,  if  it  fo  be 
That  al  this  thing  ne  maie  you  not  fuffice  : 
My  fathir,  as  ye  knowin  wele  parde? 
Is  holdin  olde  and  ful  of  covitife, 
And  I  right  nowe  have  foundin  al  the  gife 
Withoutin  nette  wherwith  I  fhal  him  hent, 
And  herkenith  now  if  that  ye  wol  aflent. 
Lo  !  Troilus,  men  faine  full  harde  it  is 
The  wojfe  ful  and  the  wedir  whole  to  have  ; 
This  is  to  faine,  that  men  full  oft  iwis 
Mote  fpendin  parte  the  remnant  for  to  fave ; 
For  aie  with  golde  men  maie  the  hert  ygravc 
Of  him  that  is  fet  upon  covitife  ; 
And  how  I  mene  1  fhal  it  you  devife. 

The  movable  whiche  I  have  in  this  toun$ 
Unto  my  fathir  fhal  I  take,  and  faie, 
That  right  for  truft  and  for  (alvacioun. 
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It  fent  is  from  a  frcnde  of  his  or  twaie, 
The  which  frendis  do  fervently  him  praic 
To  fendin  aftir  more,  and  that  in  hie, 
While  that  this  toun  ftant  thus  in  jeopardie  ; 
And  that  fhal  he  of  golde  huge  quantite  ; 
Thus  fhal  I  fain,  out  left  folke  it  afpide 
This  maie  be  fent  by  no  wight  but  by  me  ; 
I  mal  eke  fhewin  him,  if  pece  betide, 
"What  frendis  that  I  have  on  every  fide 
To  doe  the'wrathe  of  Priamus  to  pace 
Towardis  him,  and  don  him  Hand  in  grace. 
So  what  for  o  thing  and  for  othir,  fwete  ! 
I  fhal  him  fo  enchauntin  with  my  fawes  . 
That  right  in  hevin  his  fpule  fhal  he  mete  ; 
For  al  Apollo  or  his  clerkis  lawes, 
Or  calculing,  availith  nat:  thre  hawes ; 
Defire  of  golde  fhal  fo  his  foul;  blende 
That  as  me  lifte  I  (hall  we.l  make  an  ehde. 

And  if  he  would  aught  by  his  fort  it  preve 
Jf  that  I  lie,  in  certaine  I  fhal  fonde 
j)ifturbin  him,  and  plucke  him  by  the  fleve, 
jvtakin  his  forte,  and  berin  him  on  honde, 
He  hath  nat  wel  the  goddis  undirftonde, 
For  goddis  fpeke  in  amphibologies, 
And  for  o  fothe  thei  tellin.  twenty  lies  : 

Eke  drede  fond  firft  goddis,!  fuppofe, 
Thus  fhal  I  faine,  and  that  his  cowarde  herte 
Made  him  amis  the  goddis  text  to  glofe 
Whan  he  for  fcrde  out  of  Troie  fterte ; 
And  but  I  makin  him  fone  to  converte, 
And  done  my  rede  within  a  day  or  twey, 
I  wol  to  you  oblige  me  to  dey.  • 

And  trewily,  as  writtin  wel  I  finde, 
That  al  this  thing  was  faid  of  gode  entent, 
And  that  her  her  te  trewe  was  and  kinde 
Towardis  him,  and  fpake  right  as  fhe  ment, 
And  that  fhe  ftarfe  for  wo  nigh  when  fhe  went, 
And  was  in  purpofe  evir  to  be  trewe, 
This  writin  thei  that  pf  her  werkis  knewe. 

This  Troilus,  with  hert  and  eris  fprad, 
Herde  al  this  thing  deviftd  to  and  fro, 
And  verily  it  femid  that  he  had 
The  felvin  witte,  but  yet  to  let  her  go 
His  herte  misforyave  him  evirmo  ; 
But  finally  he  gan  his  herte  wreft 
To  truftin  her,  and  toke  it  for  the  beft  ; 

For  which  the  grete  fury  of  his  penaunce 
Was  quent  with  hope,  and  therwith  'hem  bitwene 
Began  for  joye  the  amorous  daunce  ; 
And  as  the  birdis  when  the  funne  fhene 
Delitin  fn  ther  fonge  in  levis  grene, 
Right  fp  the  wordis  that  thei  fpake  ifere 
Delitin  them,  and  made  ther  hertis  chere. 

But  nathekfie,  the  wendin  of  Crefeide 
Fbr  ai  this  world  may  nat  out  of  his  minde, 
For  whiche  ful  oft  he  petoufly  her  preide 
That  of  her  hafte  he  might  her  trewe  yfinde, 
And  iaide.  her,  Certis  if  ye  be  unkinde, 
And  but  ye  come  at  daie  fet  into  Troie, 
Ne  fhal  I  nere  have  hele,  honor,  ne  joie  : 

For  all  fo  fothe  a  fuiine  uprift  to  morow, 
And  God  fo  wifely  thou  me  wofull  wretche 
To  reit  ybring  out  of  this  cruil  &rowj 


wol  my  felvin  fle  if  that  ye  dretche, 
Jut  of  my  deth  Chough  litil  be  to  retche, 
Vet  er  that  ye  me  caufin  fo  to  fmerte 
Dwel  rathir  here  mine  own }  dere  fwete  herte  J 

For  trewily,  mine  owne  lady  dere  ! 
The  fleightis  yet  that  I  have  herd  youftere 
Ful  fhapely  ben  to  fallin  al  ifere, 
For  thus  men  faith,  That  one  tliinkitb  the  bere^ 
But  al  anothir  tbinkitb  the  ledere  : 
Your  fire  is  wife,  and  faid  is  out  of  drede 
Men  may  the  -wife  outrenne  and  nat  outredc* 

It  is  full  harde  to  haltin  unefpied 
Before  a  crepil,  for.he  can  the  crafte  ; 
Your  fathir  is  in  fleight  as  Argus  eyed, 
For  albe'  ir  that  his  movble'  is.  him  birafte 
His  old    fleight  is  yet  fo  with  him  lafte 
Ye  fhal  not  blende  him  for  your  wpmanhed-e, 
Ne  faine  aright,  and  that  is  al  my  drede. 

I  n'ot  if  pece  mall  evirmo  betide, 
But  pece  or  no,  for  erneft  ne  for  game, 
I  wote  fith  Calchas  on  the  Grekis  fide 
Hath  onis  ben,  and  loft  fo  foule  his  name, 
He  dare  no  more  come  here  ayen  for  fhame, 
For  whiche  that  we,  for  ought  I  can  efpy, 
To  truftin  on  n'is  but  a  fantalie. 

Ye  fhal  eke  fene  your  fathir  fhall  you  gtofc 
To  ben  a  wife,  and,  as  he  can  wel  preche. 
He  fhal  fome  Greke  fo  prefe  and  wel  alofe, 
That  ravifbin  he  fhal  you  with  his  fpeche, 
Or  do  you  done  by  force,  as  he  fhal  teche, 
And  Troilus,  on  whom  you  n'il  have  rovjth, 
Shal  caufcleffe  fo  ftervin  in  this  trouth. 

And  ore  al  this  your  fathir  fhal  difpifc 
Us  al,  and  faine  this  cite  is  but  lorne, 
And  that  th*  affegenevir  fhal  arife; 
For  wh  v  ?  the  Grekis  have  it  all ..  fworne, 
Til  we  ben  flaine  and  doun  our  wallis  tome; 
And  thus  he  fhal  you  with  his  wordis  fere, 
That  aie  drede  I  that  ye  wol  blevin  there, 

Ye  fhall  eke  fene  fo  many'  a  lufty  knight 
Among  the  Grekis,  ful  of  worthineffe, 
And  eche  of  'hem  with  herte,  wit.,  and  might^ 
To  plefm  you  done  al  his  bufmeffe, 
That  ye  fhull  dullin  of  the  rudineffe; 
Of  us  the  fely  Trojans,  but  if  routhe 
Romordin  you  or  vertue  of  your  trouthe. 

And  this  to  me  fo  grevoufe  is  to  thinke 
That  fro  my  breft  it  wol  my  foule  rende, 
Ne  dredeleffe  in  me  there  may  nat  fmke 
O  gode  opinion  if  that  ye  wende  ^ 
For  why  ?  your  fathir"s  fleightis  wol  us  fhende  J. 
And  if  ye  gone,  as  I  have  tolde  you  yore, 
So  thinke  I  n'am  but  ded  withoutin  more; 

For  which  with  humble,  true,  and  pitous,  hert 
A  thoufande  timis  mercie  I  you  praie, 
So  rewith  on  mine  afpre  pain^.imert, 
And  doth  fomwhat  as  that  I  ihal  you  faie, 
And  let  us  ftele  away  betwixt  us  twaie, 
And  thinke  that  foly'  is  whan  a  man  maie  chefs 
For  accident  his  fubftaunce  for  to  lefe. 

I  men£  thus,  that  fens  we  mowe  or  daie 
Well  ftele  awaie,  and  ben  togither  fo, 
Whut  wit  were  it  to  puttin  in  affaie 
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(In  cafe  ye  fhouldin  to  your  fathir  go)         .    . 
If  that  ye  mightin  come  aien  or  no  ? 
Thusmene  I,  that  it  were  agrete  folie 
To  put  that  fikirnelfe  in  jeopardie. 

And,  vulgarly  to  fpekin  of  fubftaunce, 
Of  trefour  may  we  bothe  with  us  lede 
Ynough  to  live  in  honour  and  plefaunce 
Untiil  the  time  that  we  lhall  ben  dede, 
And  thus  we  may  efchevvin  all  this  drede  ; 
For  every  othir  waie  ye  can  recorde 

•  Mine  hcrt  iwis  maie  therwith  nat  acorde, 

And  hardily  ne  dredith  no  poverte, 
For  I  have  kin  and  frendis  cllis  where 
That  though  we  comin  in  our  bare  fherte 
Us  fhuld:-  nevir  lacke  ne  golde  ne  gere, 

•  But  ben  honourid  while  we  dweltin  there ; 
And  go  we"  anone,  for  as  in  mine  entent 
This  is  the  heft,  if  that  ye  wol  afient. 

Crefeide  with  a  lighe  right  in  this  wife 
Anfwerid  him  ;  Iwis,  my  dere  hert  trewc  ! 
We  maie  well  ftele  away  as  ye  devife, 
And  findin  fuche  unthrifty  wayis  newe, 
But  aftirwarde  ful  fore  it  wol  us  rewe ; 
And  helpe  me  God  fo  at  my  mofte  nede 
As  caufelefle  ye  fuffrin  al  this  drede  : 

For  thilke  day  that  I  for  cherilhing 
Or  drede  of  fathir,  or  for  othir  wight, 
Or  for  eftate,  delite,  or  for  weding, 
Be  falfe  to  you,  my  Troilus,  my  knight ! 
Saturnus  dcughtir  Juno,  through  her  might, 
As  wode  as  Atalanta  do  me  dwell 
Eternally  in  Styx,  the  pit  of  hell. 

And  this  on  every  god  celeftiall 
I  fwere  it  you,  and  eke  on  eche  goddefle, 
On  erery  nymph  and  deite  infernall, 
On  Satyrys  and  Faunys  more  and  lefle, 
That  halve  goddis  ben  of  wildirreffe  ; 
And  Atropos  my  thred  of  life  to  brcfl 
If  I  be  falfe.  Now  trowe  me  if  you  left. 

And  thou,  Simois,  that  as  an  arowe  clere 
Through  Troie  rennift  aie  dounward  to  the  fe, 
Be  witnefTe  of  this  worde  that  faid  is  here, 
That  thilke  day  that  I  untrewe  be 
To  Troilus,  mine  owne  herte  fre  ! 
That  thou  returnc  backewarde  unto  thy  well, 
And  I  with  body  and  foule  finke  to  hell. 

But  that  ye  fpeke  awaie  thus  for  to  go, 
And  lettin  al  your  frendis,  God  forbede 
Por  any  woman  that  ye  fhouldin  fo ! 
And  namily  fens  Troie  hath  now  fuch  nede 
Of  helpe  ;  and  eke  of  o  thing  takith  hede, 
If  this  were  wifte,  my  life  laie  in  balaunce 
And  your  hono'r,  God  fhilde  us  fro  mifchaunce  ! 
'  And  iffo  be  that  pece  hcreaftir  take, 
As  al  daie  happith  aftir  angrt  game, 
Why,  Lorde  !  the  forow'  and  wo  ye  woldin  make 
That  ye  ne  durft  comin  ayen  for  fliame  ! 
And  er  that  ye  jeopardin  fo  your  name 
Beth  nat  to  hafty  in  this  hotte  fare, 
For  hafty  man  ne  wantith  nevir  care. 

What  trowe  ye  the  puj  le  eke  all  aboutc 
Would  of  it  fay  ?  it  is  ful  light  to'  arede  ; 
The}  woldin  fay,  andfwerc  it  out  of  doutc, 


That  love  ne  drave  you  nat  to  don  this  dede, 
But  lufte  voluptuous  and  cowarde  drede  : 
Thus  were  al  lofte  iwis,  mine  hertc  dere  ! 
Your  honour,  whicbe  that  now  fo  fhinith  clere. 

And  alfo  thinkith  on  mine  honefle, 
That  ilcurith  yet,  how  foule  I  fhould  it  fhendr, 
And  with  what  filth  it  fpottid  fhoulde  be 
If  in  thisforme  I  Jhouldc  with  you  wende: 
Ne  though  I  lived  unto  the  worldis  ende 
My  name  fhould  I  nevir  ayenward  winne  : 
Thus  were  J  loft,  and  that  were  routh  and  finnc. 

And  forthy  fie  with  refon  al  this  hete  ;  ' 
Men  faine,  'tbefujfraunt  ovcrcomf.ib  patJty 
£ke  Who  fo  ivol  have  Ife  mote  lets  : 
Thus  makith  vcrtue  of  neceflite 
By  pacience,  and  thinks  that  lorde  is  he 
Of  Fortune  aie  that  naught  woll  of  her  retch, 
And  fhe  nedauntith  no  wight,  but  a  wretch. 

And  truftith  this,  that  certis,  herte  fwete  ! 
Or  Phoebus  fyftir,  Lucina  the  fhcne, 
The  Lion  paflith  out  of  this  Arite 
I  woll  ben  here  withoutin  any  wcne; 
1-mene,  as  helpe  me  Juno,  hevin's  quene, 
Thfe  tenth  daie,  but  if  that  deth  me  aflaile, 
I  woll  you  fene  withoutin  any  faile. 

And  now,  fo  this  be  fothe  (quod  Troilus) 
I  fhall  well  fuffre  unto  the  tenth  daie, 
Sens  that  I  fe  that  nede  it  mote  ben  thus; 
But  for  the  love  of,  God,  if  it  be  maie, 
So  Jet  us  ftelin  privjly  awaie, 
For  evre'  in  ope  as  for  tq  live  in  reft, 
Mine  herte  faieth  that  it  wol]  be  the  beft. 

O  merde,  God  !  what  life  is  this  ?  (quod  fhe) 
Alas !  ye  flea  me  thus  for  very  tene  ; 
I  fe  well  now  that  ye  miflruftin  me, 
For  by  your  wordis  it  is  well  ifene  : 
Now  for  the  love  of  Cynthia  the  fhene 
Miftruft  me  nat  thus  caufelefle  for  routh, 
Sens  to  be  true  I  have  you  plight  my  trouth, 

And  thinkith  wel  that  fomtime  it  is  wit 
To  fpendin  a  time  a  time  for  to  win  ; 
Ne  parde  lorne  am  I  nat  fro  you  yet, 
Though  that  we  ben  a  daie  or  two  atwin  : 
Drive  outtho  fantafies  you  have  within, 
And  truftith  me,  and  levith  eke  your  forow, 
Or  here  my  trouth,  I  wol  nat  live  jil  morow  : 

For  if  ye  wift  how  fore  it  doeth  me  fmerte 
Ye  woulde  cefle  of  this :  for  God  thou  woft 
The  pure  fpiriteywcpith  in  mine  herte 
To  fene  you  wepin  whiche  that  I  love  molt, 
And  that  I  mote  gon  to  the  Grekis  hofte ; 
Ye,  n'ere  it  that  I  wift  a  reme.'lie 
To  come  ayen  right  here  I  woulde  die. 

B,ut  certis  I  am  not  fo  nice  a  wight 
That  I  nc  can  imaginin  awaie 
To  come  ayen  that  daie  that  I  have  hJght, 
For  who  maie  holden'  a  thing  that  wol  awaie 
My  fathir  naught  for  all  his  queinte  plaie ; 
And  by  my  thrift  my  wending  out  of  Troie 
Anothir  daie  fhall  tourne  us  all  to  joie. 

Forthy  with  all  mine  herte  I  you  befeke, 
If  that  you  lift  docn  ought  for  my  praiere, 
And  for  the  love  whiche  that  1  love  yoy  eke 
B  b  iiij  j     . 
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That  er  that  I  departin  fro  you  here 
That  of  fo  gode  a  comfort  and  a  chere 
I  maie  you  fene  that  ye  maie  bring  at  reft 
Mine  herte,  whiche  is  at  the  poincl;  to  breft, 

And  ore  al  this  I  praie  you,  quod  fhe  tho, 
Mine  owne  hert'isfothfaft  fuffifaunce  ! 
Sith  I  am  thine  all  whole  withoutin  mo, 
That  while  that  I  am  abfent  no  plefaunce 
Of  othir  doe  me  fro  your  remembraunce. 
For  I  am  er  agaft  ;  for  why  ?  men  rede 
That  love  is  thing  ale  full  of  bufie  drede. 

For  in  this  worlde  there  livith  ladie  none, 
If  that  ye  were  untre,  as  God  dcfende  ! 
That  fo  betrayid  were  or  wo  begon 
As  I,  that  alle  trouthe  in  you  entende ; 
And  doutelefs  if  that  othir  wende 
1  n'ere  but  dedde,  and  er  ye  caufe  yfinde 
For  Godd'is  love  fo  beta  me  naught  unkinde. 

To  this  anfwerid  Troilus,  and  feide, 
Now  God,  to  whom  there  n'is  no  caufe  iwrie, 
Me  glad,  as  wis  I  nevir  to  Crefeide, 
Sithe  thilke  dale  T  faw  her  firft  with  eye, 
Was  falfe,  ne  nevir  fhall  till  that  I  die  : 
At  fhort  wordis,  well  ye  maie  me  bileve; 
I  can  no  more ;  it  fhall  be  founde  at  preve. 

Graunt  mercy,  gode  hert  mine !  iwis,  (quod  fhe) 
And,  blifsful  Venus  !  let  me  nevir  fterve 
Er  I  maie  ftonde  of  plefaunce  in  degre 
To  quite  him  well  that  fo  well  can  deferve, 
And  while  that  God  my  wit  will  me  conferve 
I  fhall  fo  doen,  fo  true  I  have  you  found, 
That  aie  honour  to  me  ward  fhall  rebounde  : 

For  truflith  well  that  your  eftate  roiall, 
Ne  yeine  delite,  nor  onely  wprthinefie 


Of  you  in  werre  or  turnaie  marciall, 
Ne  pompe,  arraie,  nobley,  or  eke  richefle, 
Ne  madin  me  to  rue  on  your  diftrefle, 
But  morall  vertue,  .groundid  upon  trouth, 
That  was  the  caufe  T  firft  had  on  you  routh  : 

Eke  gentle  hert,  and  manhodc  that  ye  had, 
And  that  ye  had  (as  me  thought)  in  difpite 
Every  thing  that  fownid  ihto  bad, 
As  rudeneffe,  and  peplifhe  appetite, 
And  that  your  refon  bridlid  your  delite  ; 
This  made  abovin  every  creture 
That  I  was  yours,  and  fhall  whHe  I  maie  dure. 

And  this  ma.y  length  of  yens  nat  fordoe, 
Ne  remuable  Fortune  deface, 
But  Jupiter,  that  of  his  might  maie  doe 
The  forowfull  be  glad,  fo  yeve  us  grace 
Er  nightis  tenne  to  metin  in  this  place, 
So  that  it  maie  your  herte  and  mine  fuffife : 
And  fare  now  well,  for  time  is  that  ye  rife. 

And  aftir  that  thei  long  iphnid  had, 
And  oft  ikift,  and  ftraite  in  armis  folde, 
The  daie  gan  rife,  and  Troilus  him  clad, 
And  rufully  his  ladie  gan  benold, 
As  he  that  felt  of  deth'is  carls  cold, 
And  to  her  grace  he  gan  him  recommaunde ; 
Where  he  was  wo  this  holde  I  no  demaunde  : 

For  mann'is  hedde  imaginin  ne  can, 
Ne'  entendement  confidir,  ne  tongue  tell, 
The  cruill  painis  of  this  wofull  man, 
That  paffin  every  tourment  doune  in  hell ; 
For  whan  he  fawe  that  fhe  ne  might  ydwelj, 
Whiche  that  his  foule  out  of  his  body  rent, 
Withoutin  more  out  of  the  chambre'  he  went. 
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gan  the  fatall  deftine 
That  Jovis  hath  in  dilpoficioun, 
And  to  you  angrie  Pares,  fuftrin  thre, 
Committith  to  doen  execucioun, 
For  whiche  Crefeide  muft  out  of  the  toun, 
And  Troilus  fhall  dwellin  forth  in  pine 
Till  Lachefis  his  threde  no  lengir  twine. 

The  goldin  treflid  Phoebus  high  on  loft 
Thryis  had  alle  with  his  bemis  clere 
The  fnowis  moke,  and  Zephirus  as  oft 
Ibrought  ayen  the  tendjr  levis  grene, 
Sens  that  the  fonne  of  Hecuba  the  Quene 
Began  to  love  her  fir  ft,  for  whom  his  forowe 
Was  all  that  fhe  departin  fhould  amorowc. 

Full  redy  was  at  prime  Diomede 
Crefeide  unto  the  Grekis  hofte  to  lede, 
For  forowe'  of  whiche  fhe  felt  her  herte  blede, 
As  fhe  that  ne  wift  what  was  beft  to  rede  : 
And  truily,  as  men  in  bokis  rede, 
Men  wide  nevir  woman  have  the  care, 
Ne  wa ,  fo  lothe  out  of  a  toune  to  fare. 

This  Troilus  withoutin  rede  or  lore, 
A«  man  that  hath  his  joyis  eke  forlore, 
Was  waiting  on  his  ladie  evirmore, 
As  fhe  that  was  the  fothfaft  croppe  and  more 
Of  all  his  luft  or  joyis  heretofore  ; 
But  Troilus,  now  farewell  all  thy  joie  ! 
for  fhalt  them  nevir  fene  her  eft;  in  Troie. 


Soth  is,  that  while  he  bode  in  this  manetfc 
He  gan  his  wo  full  manly  for  to  hide, 
That  well  unneth  it  fene  was  in  his  chere, 
But  at  the  yate  there  fhe  fhould  out  ride 
With  certain  folke  he  hovid  her  to'  abide, 
So  wo  bigon,  all  would  he  not  ham  plain, 
That  on  his-hors  unneth  he  fate  for  pain. 

For  ire  he  quoke,  fo  gan  his  herte  gnawe, 
Whan  Diomede  on  hors  gan  him  to  dreffe, 
And  faied  unto  himfelf  this  ilke  fawe ; 
Alas  !  (quod  he)  this  foule  o  wretchidnefic 
Why  fuffre'  I  it  ?  why  n'ill  I  it  redreJTe  ? 
Were  it  nat  bet  at  onis  for  to  die 
Than  evirmore  in  langour  thus  to  drie  ? 

Why  n'ill  I  make  at  onis  riche  and  pore 
To  have  inough  to  doen  er  that  fhe  go  ? 
Why  n  ill  I  bring  all  Troie  upon  a  rore  ? 
Why  n'ill  I  flaen  this  Diomede  alfo  ? 
Why  n'ill  I  rathir  with  a  man  or  two 
Stele  her  awaie  ?  Why  woll  I  this  endure  ? 
Why  n'ill  I  helpin  to  mine  owne  cure  ? 

But  why  he  n'olde  doen  fo  fell  a  dedc 
That  fhall  I  fain,  and  why  him  lift  it  fparc  : 
He  had  in  herte  alwaie  a  manir  drcde 
Left  that  Crefeide,  in  rumour  of  this  fare, 
Should  have  ben  flain  :  lo  !  this  was  al  his  carfc 
And  ellis  certain,  as  I  fayid  yore, 
He  had  it  doeu  withoutin  wordis  more, 
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Crefeide,  whan  fhe  redy  was  to  ride, 
Full  forowfully  fighed,  and  faied  Alas  ! 
But  forthe  fhe  mote  for  aught  that  male  betide, 
And  forthe  (he  ritte  a  full  fobirly  pafe  ; 
There  is  none  othir  remedy'  in  this  cafe  : 
What  wondir  is  though  that  her  fore  fmert 
Whan  (he  forgoith  her  owne  fwete  herte  i 

This  Troilus  in  gife  of  curtifie, 
With  hauke  on  hond,  and  with  ap  huge  rout 
Of  knightis,  rode  and  did  her  companie, 
Ypaffing  all  the  valey  ferre  without, 
And  ferthir  would  have  riddin  out  of  doubt 
Full  faine,  and  wo  was  him  to  gone  fo  font, 
But  tourne  he  muft,  and  it  was  eke  fo  doen. 

And  right  with  that  was  Antenor  icomc 
Out  of  the  Grekis  hofte,  and  every  wight 
Was  of  him  glad,  and  faied  he  was  welcome ; 
And  Troilus,  all  n'ere  his  herte  light, 
He  pained  him  with  all  his  fulle  might 
Him  to  withholde  of  weping  at  the  left, 
And  Antenor  he  kift,  and  made  grete  feft. 

And  therwithall  he  muft  his  leve  ytake, 
And  caft  his  eye  upon  her  pitoufly, 
And  nere  he  rode,  his  caufe  for  to  make, 
To  take  her  by  the  honde  all  fobirlie  ; 
And  Lorde  '.  fo  {he  gan  wepin  tendirlie, 
And  he  full  foft  and  flighly  gan  her  feie, 
How  holde  your  daie,  and  doe  me  not  to  dele. 

With  that  his  courfir  tournid  he  about 
With  face  full  pale,  and  unto  Diomede 
No  werde  he  fpake,  ne  none  of  all  his  rout, 
Of  whiche  the  fonne  of  Tydeus  toke  hede, 
As  he  that  kouthe  more  than  the  crede 
In  foche  a  craft,  and  by  the  rain  her  hent, 
And  Troilus  toTroie  homwardis  went. 

This  Diomede,  that  lad  her  by  the  bridell, 
Whan  that  he  fawe  the  folke  of  Troie  awaie, 
Thought  all  my  labor  fhall  not  ben  on  idell, 
If  that  I  maie,  for  fomwhat  fhall  I  faie, 
For  at  the  worft  it  mortin  maie  our  waie  , 
I  have  herd  faie  eke  timis  twife  twelve 
He  is  a  fole  that  woll  foryete  him  felve. 

But  nathelefle  this  thought  he  well  inough, 
That  certainly  I  am  aboutin  naught 
If  that  I  fpeke  of  love  or  make  it  tought, 
For  doutilefs  if  (he  have  in  her  thought 
Him  that  I  geffe  he  maie  not  ben  ibrought 
So  fone  awaie ;  but  I  {hall  finde  a  mene 
That  me  nat  yet  wete  {hall  what  that  I  mene. 

This  Diomede,  as  he  that  could  his  gode, 
Whan  this  was  doen  gan  fallin  forth  in  fpeche 
Of  this  and  that,  and  afkin  why  {he  fto^e 
In  fochc  difefe  ?  and  gan  her  eke  befeche, 
That  if  that  he  encreiin  might  or  eche 
With  any  thing  her  efe  that  fhe  fhould 
Commaunde  it  him,  and  faid  he  doen  it  would  : 

For  truily  he  fwore  her  as  a  knight  [plefe 


That  ther  n'as  thing  with  which  he  might 
That  he  n'olde  doen  his  pain  and  al  his  might 
To  doen  it,  for  to  doen  her  herte  an  efe, 
And  prayid  her  {he  would  her  forowe'  apefe, 
An  d  faied,  Iwis  we  Grekis  can  have  joie 
To  honoure  you  as  well  .as  folke  of  Troie. 
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He  faide  eke  thus,  I  wot  you  thinkith  ftraunge, 
No  wondir  is,  for  it  is  to  you  newe, 
Th'  acqueintaunce  of  thefe  Trojans  for  to  chaungc 
For  folke  of  Grece,  which  that  ye  nevir  knewe  j 
But  woulcie  nevir  God  but  if  as  true 
A  Greke  ye  fhould  emong  us  all  yfindc 
As  any  Trojan  is,  and  eke  as  kinde. 

And  by  the  caufe  I  fwore  you,  lo!  right  now 
To  ben  your  frende,  and  help  you  to  my  might, 
And  for  that  more  acqueintaunce  eke  of  you 
Hare  I  had  than  anothir  ftraungir  wight, 
So  fro  this  forth  I  praie  you  daie  and  night 
Commaundith  me,  how  fore  fo  that  me  fmertc. 
To  doen  all  that  maie  like  uato  your  herte  : 

And  that  ye  me  wold  as  your  brothir  trete, 
And  takith  not  my  frendfhip  in  difpite  ; 
And  though  your  forowes  ben  for  thingis  grete, 
N'ot  I  nat  why,  but  out  of  more  refpite 
Mine  htrt  hath  for  to'  amende  it  grete  delite, 
And  if  I  maie  your  harmis  nat  redreffe 
I  am  right  forie  for  your  hevinefle  : 

For  though  ye  Trojans  with  us  Grekis  wroth 
Have  many'  a  daie  ben,  alwaie  yet  parde 

0  god  of  Love  in  fothe  we  fervin  bothe  : 
And  for  the  love  of  God,  my  ladie  fre, 
Whom  fp  ye  hate  as  beth  not  wroth  with  me, 
For  truily  there  can  no  wight  you  ferve 
That  halfe  fo  loth  your  w rathe  would  deferve. 

And  n'ere  it  that  we  ben  fo  nere  the  tent 
Of  Calchas,  whiche  that  fene  us  bothc  maie, 

1  would  of  this  you  tell  all  mine  entent; 
But  this  enfelid  till  anothir  daie  : 

Yeve  me  your  hon^e ;  I  am  and  (hall  be  aie, 
God  help  me  fo,  while  that  my  life  maie  dure,  .  \ 
Your  owne  abpvin  every  crcture. 

Thus  faid  I  nere  er  now  to  woman  borne, 
For  God  mine  herte  as  wifely  glade  fo 
I  lovid  nevir  woman  here  beforne 
As  paramours,  ne  nevir  {hall  no  mo  ; 
And  for  the  love  of  God  be  not  my  fo, 
All  can  I  not  to  you,  my  ladie  dere  ! 
Complain  aright,  for  I  am  yet  to  lere. 

And  wondrith  nought,  min  owne  lady  bright ! 
Though  that  I  fpekc  of  love  to  you  thus  blive 
For  I  have  herd  or  this  of  many'  a  wight 
That  lovid  thing  he  nere  faw  in  his  live; 
Eke  I  am  not  of  power  for  to  ftrive 
Ayenft  the  god  of  Love,  but  him  obaie 
I  woll  alwaie,  and  mercie  I  you  praie. 

Ther  beth  fo  worthy  knightis  in  this  place, 
And  ye  fo  faire,  that  everiche  of  'hem  all 
Woll  painin  him  to  ftondin  in  your  grace  ; 
But  might  to  me  fo  faire  a  grace  befall 
That  ye  me  for  your  fervaunt  woulde  call, 
So  lowly  ne  fo  truiiy  you  ferve 
N'ill  none  of  'hem  as  I  fhall  till  I  fterve. 

Crefeide  unto  that  purpofe  lite  anfwcrde, 
As  {he  that  was  with  forowe'  oppreflid  fo 
That  in  effect  {he  naught  his  talis  herde, 
But  here  and  there  now  here  a  worde  or  two ; 
Her  thought  her  forowfull  herte  bruft  atwo  j 
•For  whan  fhe  gan  her  fathir  ferre  efpie 
Well  nigh  doune  of  her  hors  flic  gan  to  fie- 


TROILUS   AND    CRESETDE. 


Z9S 


But  nathelefle  fhe  thonkith  Diomedc 
Of  all  his  travaile  and  his  gode  chere, 
And  that  him  lift  his  frendfhip  to  her  bede, 
And  fhe  acceptith  it  in  gode  manere, 
And  woll  do  fain  that  is  him  lefe  and  dere, 
And  truftin  him  fhe  would,  and  well  fhe  might,  , 
As  fayid  fhe,  and  from  her  hors  fhe'  alight, 

Her  fathir  hath  her  in  his  armis  nome, 
And  twentie  times  he  kift  his  doughtir  fwete, 
And  faied,  O  dere  doughtir  mine  !  welcome. 
She  faied  eke  fhe  was  fain  with  him  to  mete, 
And  ftode  forth  ftill,  mild,  muet,  and  manfuete. 
But  here  I  leve  her  with  her  fathir  dwell, 
And  forthe  I  woll  of  Troilus  you  tell. 

To   I'roie  is  come  this  wofull  Troilus 
In  forowe  abovin  all  forowes  finert, 
With  felon  loke  and  with  face  difpitous, 
Tho  fodainly,doune  from  his  hors  he  ftert, 
And  thrtmgh  his  paleyfe  with  a  fwollin  hert 
To  chambir  went ;  of  nothing  toke  he  hede, 
Ne  none  to  him  dare  fpeke  o  worde  for  drede. 

And  there  his  forowes  that  he  fparid  had 
He  yave  an  iffue  large,  and  Deth  he  cride, 
And  in  his  throwis  frenetike  and  mad 
He  curfith  Jove,  Apollo,  and  Cupide, 
He  curfith  Bachus,  Ceres,  and  Cypride, 
His  birthe,  himfelf,  his  fate,  and  eke  Nature, 
And  fave  his  ladie  every  creture. 

To  bed  he  goth,  and  wellith  there  and  turneth 
In  furie  as  doeth  Ixion  in  hell, 
And  in  this  wife  he  nigh  till  daie  fojourneth, 
But  tho  began  his  herte  alite  unfwcll 
Through  teris  which  that  gonnin  up  to  wel, 
And  pitoufly  he  cried  upon  Crefeide, 
And  to  himfelf  right  thus  he  fpakc  and  feide  : 

Where  is  mine  owne  ladie  lefe  and  dere  ? 
Where  is  her  white  brefl  ?  where  is  it  ?  where  ? 
Where  ben  her  armis  and  her  cyin  clere 
That  yefterdaie  this  time  with  me  were  ? 
Now  maie  I  wepe  alone  many  a  tere, 
Andgrafpe  about  I  maie,  but  in  this  place 
Save  a  pilowe  I  find  naught  to  embrace. 

How  fhall  I  doen  ?  whan  fhall  fhe  come  again  ? 
I  n'ot,  alas  !  Why  let  I  her  fo  go  I 
As  woulde  God  I  had  as  tho  be  flain ! 
O  herte  mine,  Crefeide  !  o  fwete  fo  ! 
O  ladie  mine  !  that  I  love  and  no  mp, 
To  whom  for  evirmo  mine  herte  I  vowe^ 
Se  how  I  die;  ye  n'ill  me  not  refcowe  ! 

Who  feith  you  now,  my  right  lodefterre  ? 
Who  fittith  now  or  ftant  in  your  prefence  ? 
Who  can  comfortin  now  your  hert'is  werre, 
Now  I  am  gon  whom  ye  yeve  audience  ? 
Who  fpekith  for  me  now  in  my  abfence  ? 
Alas !  no  wight,  and  that  is  all  my  care, 
For  well  wote  I  as  ill  as  I  ye  fare. 

How  fhould  I  thus  ten  dayis  full  endure 
"Whan  I  the  firft  night  havin  all  this  tene  ? 
And  how  fhall  fhe  eke,  forowfull  creture, 
For  tendirnefle  how  fhall  fhe  this  fuftene 
Soche  wo  for  me  ?  o  !  pitous,  pale,  and  grene, 
Shall  woxin  ben  her  frefhe  womanly  face 
For  langQtir  er  fhe  tourne  unto  this  place. 
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And  whan  he  fill  in  any  flotnbringis 
Anon  begin  he  fhould.;  for  to  grone, 
And  dremin  of  the  dredfullifl  thingis 
That  might  yben,  as  mete  he  were  alone 
In  place  horrible,  making  aie  his  mone, 
Or  metin  that  he  was  emongis  all 
His  enemies,  and  in  their  hondis  fall. 

And  therewithall  his  bodie  fhoulde  fterte, 
And  with  the  ftarte  all  fodainly  awake, 
And  foche  a  tremour  fele  about  his  herte, 
That  of  the  fere  his  bodie  fhoulde  quake, 
And  therewithall  he  fhould  a.  noife  ymake, 
And  femin  as  though  he  fhould  failin  depe, 
From  high  aloft,  and  than  he  woulde  wepe; 

And  rewin  on  himfelf  fo  pitoufly 
That  wondir  was  to  here  his  fantaiie  ; 
Anothir  time  he  fhoulde  mightily 
Comfort  himfelf,  and  fain  it  was  folie 
So  caufelefle  foche  drede  and  wo  to  drlc, 
And  eft  begin  his  afpre  forowes  newe, 
That  every  man  might  on  his  painis  rewe. 
Who  could  tell  all  aright,  or  full  difcrive 
His  wo,  his  plaint,  his  langour,  and  his  pine  I 
Nat  all  the  men  that  han  or  ben  on  live  : 
They,  Redir,maieft  thy  felf  full  well  devinc 
That  foche  a  wo  my  wit  can  not  define  ; 
On  idell  for  to  write  it  fhould  I  fwinke 
Whan  that  my  wit  is  werie  it  to  thinke, 

On  hevin  yet  the  fteris  werin  fene, 
Although  full  pale  iwoxin  was  the  mone, 
And  whitin  began  the  horizon  fhene 
All  eftwardis,  as  it  is  wont  to  doen, 
And  Phoebus  with  his  rofie  carte  fone 
Can  aftir  that  to  drefTe  him  up  to  fare 
Whan  Troilus  hath  fent  aftir  Pandare. 

This  Pandare,  that  of  all  the  daie  beforne 
Ne  might  have  comin  Troilus  to  fe, 
Although  that  he  on  his  hedde  it  had  fworne, 
For  with  the  King  Priam  al  daie  was  he, 
So  tha,t  it  laie  nat  in  his  liberte 
No  where  to  gon,  but  on  the  morowe'  he  went 
To  Troilus,  whan  that  he  for  him  fent  ; 

For  in  his  he~te  he  coulde  well  devine 
That  Troilus  all  night  for  forowe  woke, 
And  that  he  woulde  tell  him  of  his  pine  ; 
This  knewe  he  well  inough  withoutia  boke; 
For  which  to  chambir  ftreight  the  way  he  tokes 
And  Ty.oilus  tho  fobirly  he  grette, 
And  on  the  bedde  full  fone  he  gan  him  fctte. 
My  Pzmdarus  !  (quod  Troilus)  the  forowe 
Whiche  that  I  drie  I  maie  not  long  endure  j 
I  trowe  I  fhall  not  livin  till  to  morowe  ; 
For  whiche  \  would  alwaies  on  avinturc 
To  the  devifm  of  my  fepoulture 
The  forme,  and  of  my  movble  thou  difpone 
Right  as  the  femith  befl  is  for  to  doen  : 

But  of  the  fire  and  flambe  funerall 
In  whiche  my  body  brennin  fhall  to  gledc, 
And  of  the  feft  and  playis  Paleftrall 
At  my  vigile  I  praie  the  take  gode  hedc 
That  that  be  well,  and  offir  Mars  my  ftede, 
My  fwerde,  mine  helme,  and,  leve  brothir  dere} 
My  fhelde  to  Pallas  yeve  that  fhinith  clere 
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The  poudre*  in  which  mine  hert  ibrend  fhall 
That  praie  I  the  thou  take,  and  it  conferve    [turn 
In  a  veflell  that  men  clepith  an  Urne, 
Of  golde,  and  to  my  lady  that  I  ferve, 
For  love  of  whom  thus  pitoufly  I  fterve, 
So  yeve  it  her,  and  doe  me  this  plefaimce 
To  praie  her  kepe  it  for  a  remembraunce : 

For  well  I  felin  by  my  rnaladie, 
And  by  my  dremis  now  and  yore  ago, 
All  certainly  that  I  mote  nedis  die  ; 
The  oule  eke  whiche  that  hight  Afcalapho 
H*ih  aftir  me  fhright  all  thefe  nightis  two  : 
And  god  Merc'urie,  now  of  me  woful  wretch 
The  foule"  guide,  and  whan  the  lift  it  fetchc. 

Pandare  anfwerid  and  faied,  Troilus, 
My  dere  frende  !  as  I  have  tojd  the  yore 
T^hat  it  is  folie  for  to  forowen  thus, 
And  cauf  elefle,  for  whiche  I  can  no  more, 
But  who  fo  woll  not  trowin  rede  ne  lore 
I  can  not  fene  in  him  no  remedie, 
But  let  him  worchin  with  his  fantafie. 

But,  Troilus,  I  praie  the  tell  me  now 
If  that  thou  trowe  er  this  that  any  wight 
Hath  lovid  paramours  as  well  as  thou  ? 
Ye,  God  wot,  and  fro  many'  a  worthie  knight 
Hath  his  ladie  forgon  a  fourtenight 
And  he  nat  yet  made  halvindele  the  fare; 
What  nede  is  the  to  makin  all  this  care  ? 

Sens  daie  by  daie  thou  maieft  thy  felvin  fe, 
That  from  his  love  or  ellis  from  his  wife 
A  man  mote  twinnin  of  neceffite, 
Ye,  though  he  love  her  as  his  owne  life, 
Yet  n'ill  he  with  himfelf  thus  makin  ftrife  ; 
For  well  thou  woft,  my  leye  brothir  dere ! 
That  alwaie  frendis  maie  not  ben  ifere. 

How  doen  this  folke  that  fene  ther  lovis  wedded 
By  frendis  might,  as  it  bitidith  oft. 
And  fene  'hem  in  ther  fpoufis  bedde  ibedded  ? 
God  wote  thei  take  it  wifely  faire  and  foft ; 
For  why  ?  gode  hope  halt  up  ther  herte  aloft, 
And  for  thei  can  a  time  of  forowe*  endure ; 
As  time  'hem  hurtith  a  time  doeth  'hem  cure. 

So  fhouldift  thou  endure,  and  lettin  flide 
The  time,  and  fonde  to  ben  glad  and  light  j 
Tenne  dayis  n'is  not  fo  long  to  abide  ; 
And  fens  {he  tp  comin  the  hath  behight 
She  n'ill  her  heft  brekin  for  any  wight, 
For  drede  the  nat  that  fhe  n'ill  finde  a  waic 
'To  come  ayen,  my  life  that  durft  J  laie. 

Thy  fwevjnes  eke,  and  all  foche  fantafie, 
Prive  out,  and  let  'hem  farm  to  mifchaunce, 
For  thei  precede  of  thy  melancolie, 
That  doeth  the  fele  in  flepe  all  this  penaunce  : 
A  ftrawe  for  all  fwevenis  figmfiaunce  \ 
"God  helpe  me  fo  !  I  coumpt  'hem  not  a  bene; 
There  wot  no  man  aright  what  dremis  mene. 

For  preftis  of  the  temple  tellin  this, 
That  dremis  ben  the  revelacions 
pf  goddis,and  als  well  thei  telliwis 
That  thei  ben  iufernalle  illufions, 
And  lechis  faine  that  of  compledions 
IProcedin  thei,  of  faft  or  glotonie  : 
\fho  >vot  in  fothe  thus  what  thei  fignific  ? 


Eke  othir  fain  that  through  imprefiions, 
As  if  a  wight  hath  faft  a  thing  in  minde, 
That  thereof  comith  foche  avifions; 
And  othir  fain,  as  thei  in  bokis  finde, 
That  aftir  timis  of  the  yere  by  kinde 
Men  dreme,  and  that  th'  effecl  gpth  by  the  mone  : 
But  leve  no  dreme,  for  it  is  nat  to  doen. 

Well  worth  of  dremis  aie  thefe  olde  wives ; 
And  truly  eke  augurie  of  thefe  foulis, 
For  fere  of  which  men  wenin  lefe  ther  lives, 
As  ravin's  qualm,  or  fchriching  of  thefe  oulis, 
To  trowin  on  it  bothe  falfe  and  foule  is  : 
Alas!  alas  !  that  fo  noble'  a  creture 
As  is  a  man  fhould  dredin  foche  ordure  ! 

For  whiche  with  all  mine  hert  I  the  befechc 
Unto  thy  felf  that  all  this  thou  foryeve ; 
And  rife  now  up,  withoutin  more  fpeche, 
And  let  us  caft  how  forth  maie  beft  be  drive 
The  time,  and  eke  how  frelhly  we  maie  live 
Whan  fhe  comith,  the  which  fhall  be  right  fone; 
God  helpe  me  fo  the  beft  is  thus  to  doen. 

Rife,  let  us  fpeke  of  luftie  life  in  Troie 
That  we  have  lad,  and  forth  the  time  drive, 
And  eke  of  time  coming  us  rejoie, 
That  bringin  ihall  our  blifle  now  fo  blivc, 
And  langour  of  thefe  twife  dayis  five 
We  fhall  therwith  fo  foryet  or  oppreffe 
That  well  unneth  it  doen  fhall  us  durefle. 

Thistoune  is  full  of  lordisall  about, 
And  truis  laftith  all  this  mene  while  ; 
Go  we  playin  us  in  fome  luftie  rout, 
To  Sarpedpn,  not  hennis  but  a  mile, 
And  thus  thou  ihalt  the  time  well  begile, 
And  drive  it  forth  unto  that  blifsfuil  morowe 
That  thou  her  fe  that  caufe  is  of  thy  forowe. 

Now  rife,  my  dere  brothir  Troilus  i 
For  certis  it  non  honour  is  to  the 
To  wepe,  and  in  thy  bedde  to  roukin  thus, 
For  truily  of  o  thing  truft  to  me, 
If  thou  thus  ligge  a  daie,  or  two,  or  thre, 
The  folke  wol  wene  that  thou  for  cowardife 
The  fainift  fick,  and  that  thou  darft  not  rife. 

This  Troilus  anfwerde,  O  brothir  dere  ! 
This  knowin  folke  that  have  ifuffrid  pain, 
That  though  he  wepe  and  make  forowfull  chere 
That  felith  harme  and  fmerte  in  every  vain 
£Io  wondir  is ;  and  though  I  evir  plain 
Or  alwaie  wepe  I  am  nothing  to  blame, 
Sens  I  have  loft  the  caufe  of  al  my  game. 

But  fithins  of  fine  force  1^  mote  arife 
I  fhal  afife  as  fone  as  er  I  maie, 
And  God,  to  whom  mine  herte  I  facrifice, 
So  fende  us  haftily  the  tennith  daie, 
For  was  there  nevir  foule  fo  f&ine  of  Maie 
As  I  Ihall  ben  whan  fhe  comitli  in  Troie 
That  caufe  is  of  my  tourment  find  my  joie. 

But  whidir  is  thy  rede,  (quod  Troilus) 
That  we  maie  plaie  us  beft  in  all  this  toun  ? 
By  God  my  counlaile  is  (quod  Pandarus) 
To  ride  and  plaie  us  with  King  Sarpedoun, 
So  long  of  this  thei  fpekin  up  and  doun 
Till  Troilus  gan  at  the  laft  aflent 
To  rife,  aad  forth  to  Sarpedon  thei 
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This  Pandarus  with  mochil  pine  and  wo 
Made  him  to  dwel;  and  at  the  wek'is  ende 
Of  Sarpedon  thei  toke  ther  leve  to  go, 
And  on  ther  way  they  fpedin   hem  to  wende, 
(Quo4  Troilus)  Now,  Lorde,  me  grace  fendc 
That  I  maie  findin  at  mine  home-commlng 
Crefeide  comin,  and  thervviih  gan  he  fmg.  *•* 

Ye  halif  wode1  thought  ywis  Pandare, 
And  to  him  felfe  ful  foftily  he  feide, 
God  wote  refroidin  may  this  hotte  fare 
Er  Calcas  fende  Troilus  Crefeide  : 
But  netheleffe  he  japid  thus,  and  feide, 
And  fwore  iwis,  his  hert  him  wel  behight 
She  jvouldin  come  as  fone  as  er  fhe  might. 

Whan  thei  unto  the  paleis  were  icomen  / 

Of  Troilus  thei  doun  of  horfe  alight, 
And  to  the  chambre  ther  waie  have  thei  nommoij 
And  unto  time  that  it  gan  to  night 
Thei  fpekin  of  Crefeide  the  lady  bright, 
And  aftir  this,  whan  that  'hem  bothe  lefte, 
Thei  fpede  'hem  fro  the  fuppir  unto  reft. 

On  morow'  as  fone  as  day  began  to  clcre 
This  Troilus  gan  of  his  flepe  to'  abyeide, 
And  to  Pandarus  his  owne  brothir  dere, 
For  love  of  God,  ful  pitoufly  he  feide, 
As  go  we  fene  the  paleis  of  Crefeide, 
For  fens  we  yet  maie  have  none  othir  feft 
So  let  us  fene  her  paleis  at  the  left ! 

And  therwithal  his  meine  for  to  blende 
A  caufe  he  fonde  into  the  toun  to  go, 
And  to  Crefeid'is  paleis  they  gone  wende ; 
But  Lorde  !  this  fely  Troilus  was  wo, 
Him  thought  his  forouful  hert  braft  atwo, 
For  when  he  faw  her  doris  fperrid  all 
Wel  nigh  for  forowr  adoun  he  gan  to  fall. 

Therwith  when  he  was  ware,  and  gan  behold 
How  ftiet  was  every  window  of  the  place, 
As  froft  him  thought  his  hert  began  to  coid,- 
For  whjche  with  chaungid  dedly  pale  face 
Withoutin  worde  he  forth  by  gan  to  pacej 
And  as  God  would  he  gan  fo  faft  to  ride 
That  no  wight  of  his  countinauncc  afpide. 

Than  faide  he  thus ;  O  pulcis  defolate ! 
O  houfe  of  houfis  whilom  beft  ydight! 
O  paleis  empty  and  difconfolate  ! 
O  thou  lanterne,  of  which  queint  is  the  light! 
O  paleis  whilom  day,  that  now  art  night ! 
Wel  oughtift  thou  to  fal  and  I  to  die 
Sens  ftie  is  went  that  wont  was  us  to  gic. 

O  paleis  whilom  croune  of  houfis  al ! 
^".luminid  with  funne  of  alle  bliffe, 
O  ring,  of  whiche  the  rubie  is  out  fall ! 
O  caufe  of  wo  that  caufe  haft  ben  of  bliflc  I 
Yet  fens  I  may  no  bet  faine  would  I  kifle 
Thy  colde  doris,  durft  I  for  this  route  ; 
And  farwel  Ihrine  of  whiche  the  faint  is  out ! 

Therwith  he  caft  on  Pandarus  his  eie 
With  chaungid  face,  and  pitous  to  beholde. 
And  whan  he  might  his  time  aright  afpie 
Aie  as  he  rode  to  Pandarus  he  tolde 
His  newe  forow,  and  eke  his  joyis  olde, 
So  pitoufly,  and  with  fo  ded  an  tfewe, 
That  every  wight  might  on  his  forow  rcwc. 
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Fro  thinnis  forth  he  ridith  up  and  doune, 
And  every  thing  came  him  to  remembraunce 
As  he  rode  forth  by  placis  of  the  toune 
In  whiche  he  whilom  had  all  his  plefaunce; 
Lo  !  yondir  faw  I  mine  owne  lady  daunce, 
And  in  that  temple  with  her  eyin  clere 
Me  captive  caught  firft  my  right  lady  dere  : 

And  yondir  have  I  herde  ful  luftily 
My  dere  hert  Crefeide  laugh,  and  yondir  plaie 
Sawe  I  her  onis  eke  ful  blisfully, 
And  yondir  onis  to  me  gan  fhe  fate, 
JJow,  gode  fwete  !  lovith  me  wel  I  you  praye ; 
And  yonde  fo  godely  gan  fhe  me  beholde 
That  to  the  deth  mine  hert  is  to  her  holde  : 

And  at  the  cornir  in  the  yoridir  houfe 
Herde  I  mine  aldirlevift  lady  dere 
So  womanly  with  voice  melodioufe 
Singin  fo  wel,  fo  godely  and  fo  clere, 
That  in  my  foule  yet  me  thinkith  I  here 
The  blisful  fowne,  and  in  that  yondir  place 
My  lady  firft  me  toke  unto  her  grace. 

Than  thought  he  thus,  O  blisfull  Lorde  Cupide  ! 
Whan  I  the  proceffe  have  in  memorie 
How  thou  me  haft  weried  on  every  fide 
Men  might  a  boke  make  of  it  like  a  ftorie  ; 
What  nede  is  the  to  feke  on  me  viclorie 
Sens  I  am  thine  and  wholly  at  thy  will  ? 
What  joy  haft  thou  thine  owne  folke  to  fpill  ? 

Wel  haft  thou,  Lorde t  iwroke  on  me  thine  irej 
Thou  mighty  God,  and  dredful  for  to  greve ; 
Now  mercy,  Lorde  !  thou  woft  wel  I  defire 
Thy  grace  mofte  of  alle  luftis  leve, 
And  live  and  die  I  wol  in  thy  beleve, 
For  whiche  I  ne'  afke  in  guerdon  but  a  bone, 
That  thou  Crefeide  aien  me  fende  fone. 

Diftrainin  her  hert  as  faft  to  returns 
As  thou  doeft  mine  to  longin  her  to  fe, 
Than  wote  I  wel  that  fhe  n'il  nat  fojourne  : 
Now  blisful  Lorde  !  fo  cruil  thou  ne  be 
Unto  the  blode  of  Troie,  I  praie  the, 
As  Juno  was  unto  the  blode  Thebane, 
For  whiche  the  folke  of  Thebis  caught  ther  bane. 

And  aftir  this  he  to  the  yatis  wente 
Ther  as  Crefeide  out  rode  a  full  gode  paas, 
And  up  and  doun  there  made  he  many'  a  wente, 
And  to  him  felfe  ful  oft  he  faid,  Alas ! 
Fro  hennis  rode  my  blifle  and  my  folas  : 
As  woulde*  blisful  God  now  for  his  joie 
1  might  her  fene  ayen  comin  to  Troie .' 

And  to  the  yondir  hil  I  gan  her  gide, 
Alas  !  and  there  I  toke  of  her  my  leve, 
And  yohde  I  faw  her  to  her  fathir  ride,  . 
For.  forow  of  whiche  mine  hert  fhal  to  clevc, 
And  hithir  home  I  came  whan  it  was  eve, 
And  here  I  dwel,  out  caft  from  alle  joie, 
And  fhal,  til  I  maie  fene  her  efte  in  Troie. 

And  of  him  felfe  imaginid  he  ofte 
To  ben  defaitid,  pale, and  woxinleffe 
Than  he  was  wonte,  and  that  men  faidin  fofte 
What  may  it  be  ?  who  can  the  fothe  gefle 
Why  Troilus  hath  al  this  hevineffe  ? 
And  al  this  n'as  but  his  melancolie, 
That  he  had  of  him  felfe  fuche  fantafie. 


Anothir  time  imagmin  he  would 
That  every  \s  ight  that  went  by  the  wey 
Had  of  him  routhe,  and  that  theifaine  fhould 
I  am  right  fory  Troilus  wol  dey  : 
And  thus  he  drove  a  daie  yet  forth  or  twey, 
As  ye  have  herde  :  fuche  life  gan  he  to  Icdc 
As  he  that  ftode  betwixin  hope  md  drede  : 

For  which  him  likid  in  his  fongis  fhewe 
Th'  enchefon  of  his  wo  as  he  beft  might, 
And  made  a  fonge  of  wordis  but  a  fewej 
Somwhat  his  wofuH  herte1  for  to  light, 
And  whan  he  was  from  every  mann'is  fight 
With  fofte  voice  he  of  his  lady  dere, 
That  abfent  was,  gan  fing  as  ye  maie  here  : 

0  fterre  !  of  which  I  loft  have  all  the  light* 
With  herte  fore  wel  ought  I  to  bewaile 
That  evir  derke  in  turment,  night  by  night, 
Towarde  my  deth  with  winde  I  ftere  and  failc 
For  whiche  the  tertnith  night  if  that  I  failc 
The  giding  of  thy  bemis  bright  an  houre 

My  fhip  and  me  Carybdis  woll  devoure. 

This  fonge  when  he  thus  fongin  had  fonc 
He  fil  aien  into  his  fighis  olde, 
And  every  night,  as  was  his  wont  to  done, 
He  ftode  the  bright  mone  to  beholde, 
And  al  his  forowe  he  to  the  mone  tolde, 
And  faid,  Iwis  whan  thou  art  hornid  newc 
1  fhal  be  glad  if  al  the  world  be  trewe. 

1  faw  thine  honiis  olde  eke  by  that  moro\T 
Whan  hennis  rode  my  bright  lady  dere, 
That  caufe  is  of  my  turment  aud  my  forow, 
For  whiche,  o  bright  Lucina  the  clere  ! 
For  love  of  God  ren  faft  about  thy  fphere, 
For  whan  thine  hornis  newe  ginnin  to  fpring 
Than  fhal  fhe  come  that  maie  my  blifle  ybriug,' 

The  daie  is  more  and  lengir  every  night    tf 
Than  thei  ben  wont  to  be,  thim  thoughte  thoj 
And  that  the  funne  went  his  courie  unright 
By  lengir  waie  than  it  was  wonte  to  go, 
And  faid,  Iwis  1  drede  me  evirmo 
The  funn'is  fonne  Phaeton  be  on  live, 
4nd  that  his  fathir's  carre  amiffc  he  drive. 

Upon  the  wallis  faft  eke  would  he  walke, 
And  on  the  Grekis  hoft  he  would  yfe, 
And  to  him  felfe  right  thus  he  would  ytalke  5 
Lo  !  yondir  is  mine  owne  lady  fre, 
Or  eliis  yondir  there  the  tentis  be, 
And  thence  comith  this  ayre  that  is  fo  fof<r, 
That  in  my  foule  I  fele  it  doth  me  bote. 

And  hardily  this  winde  that  more  and  mord 
Thus  ftoundemele  encrefith  in  my  face 
Is  of  my  ladies  depe  fighis  fore  ; 
I  preve  it  thus,  for  in  none  othir  fpace 
Of  al  this  toun,  fave  onely  in  this  place, 
Fele  I  no  winde  that  founith  fo  like  paine, 
It  <aith  Alas  !  why  twinid  be  we  twaine  ? 

This  longe  time  he  drivith  forth  right  thui: 
Til  fully  paffid  was  the  ninthe  night, 
And  aie  befide  him  was  this  Pandarus, 
That  befily  did  alle  his  full  might 
Him  to  comfort  and  make  his  herte  light, 
Yeving  him  hope  alway  the  tenthe  morow 
That  {he  Ihal  comen  and  ftint.in  al  his  forow. 
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Upon  that  othir  fide  elie  was  Crefeide 
With  women  fewe  among  the  Grekis  ftrong, 
For  whiche  ful  oft  a  day  Alas  !  Ihe  feide, 
That  I  was  borne  !   wel  male  mine  herte  long 
Aftir  my  deth,  for  now  live  I  to  long ; 
Alas !  and  I  ne  may  it  not  amende, 
For  now  is  worfe  than  evir  yet  I  wende. 

My  father  n'il  for  nothing  do  me  grace 
To  gone  ayen  for  aught  I  can  him  queme, 
And  if  fo  be  that  I  my  terme  pace 
My  Troilus,  alas !  fhal  in  his  hert  deme 
That  I  am  falfe,  and  fo  it  maie  wel  feme  ; 
Thus  fhal  I  have  unthonke  on  every  fide : 
That  I  was  borne  fo  welaway  the  tide  ! 

And  if  that  I  me  put  in  jcopardie 
To  ftele  awaie  by  night,  and  it  befal 
That  I  be  caught  I  fhal  be  holde  a  fpie, 
Or  ellis,  lo  :  this  drede  I  moft  of  al, 
If  in  the  hondis  of  fome  wretche  I  fal 
I  n'am  but  loft,  al  be  mine  herte  trewe  : 
Now  mighty  God  thou  on  my  forow  rewe  I 

Ful  pale  iwoxin  was  her  brighte  face, 
Her  limmis  lene,  as  fhe  that  al  the  daie 
Sfcode  whan  fhe  durft,  and  lokid  on  the  place 
There  fhe  was  borne,  and  fhe  had  dwellid  aye; 
And  al  the  night  .weping,  alas  !  fhe  laie  ; 
And  thus  difpeirid  out  of  alle  cure 
She  lad  her  life  this  foroufull  creture. 

Ful  oft  a  daie  {he  fighed  eke  for  diftreffe, 
And  in  her  felfe  fhe  went  aie  purtraying 
Of  Troilus  the  grete  worthineffe, 
And  al  his  godely  wordis  recording 
Sens  firft  that  daie  her  love  began  to  fpring; 
And  thus  fine  fette  her  wofull  hert  afire 
Through  remembraunce  of  that  fhe  gan  defire. 

In  all  this  world  there  n'is  fo  cruil  hert 
That  her  had  herd  complainin  in  her  forow 
That  n'old  have  wepin  for  her  painis  fmert ; 
So  tendirly  fhe  wept  both  eve  and  morow 
Her  nedid  not  no  teres  for  to  borow ; 
.  And  this  was  yet  the  worft  of  all  her  paine, 
Ther  was  no  wight  to  whom  fhe  durft  complaine. 

Fui  rewfully  fhe  lokid  upon  Troie,  . 
Behelde  the  touris  high  and  eke  the  hallis; 
Alas  '  (quod  fhe)  the  plefaunce  and  the  joie, 
The  whiche  that  now  al  turned  into  gal  is, 
Have  1  had  oftin  within  yondir  wallis  ! 
O  Troilus  .  what  doeft  thou  now  ?  fhe  feide  ; 
Lord,  whethir  thou  yet  think  upon  Crefeide  ! 

Alas  !  that  I  ne'  had  trowed  on  your  lote, 
And  went  with  you,  as  ye  me  redde  er  this, 
Than  had  I  now  not  fighid  halfe  fo  fore  : 
Who  might  havefaid  that  I  had  don  amis 
To  ftele  awaie  with  fuche  one  as  he  is  ? 
But  al  to  late  comith  the  le«Stuarie 
Whan  men  the  corfe  unto  the  grave  carle. 

To  late  is  now  to  fpeke  of  that  matere  j 
Prudence,  alas !  one  of  thine  eyin  thre 
Me  laddd  alway  er  that  I  came  here, 
For  on  time  pallid  wel  remembrid  me, 
And  prefent  time  eke  could  I  wel  yfe, 
But  future  time,  er  I  was  in  the  fnare, 
Could  I  not  fene,  that  cauiith  now  my  care. 


But  natheleffe,  betide  what  may  betide, 
I  fhal  to  morow*  at  night,  by  eft  or  weft, 
Out  of  this  hofte  ftele  on  fome  manir  fide, 
And  gon  with  Troilus  where  as  him  left; 
This  purpofe  wol  I  holde,  and  this  isbeft  ; 
No  force  of  wickid  tongis  jonglerie, 
For  er  on  love  have  wretchis  had  envie  r 

For  who  fo  wol  of  every  worde  take  hede, 
Or  rulin  him  by  every  wight'is  wit, 
Ne  fhal  he  nevir  thrivin  out  of  drede, 
For  that  that  fome  men  blamin  ever  yet 
Lo  othir  manir  folke  commendin  it ; 
And  as  for  me,  for  al  fuche  variaunce 
Felicite  clepe  I  my  fumfaunce. 

For  whiche,  withoutin  any  wordis  mo, 
To  Troie  I  wol,  as  for  conclufioun. 
But  God  it  wote  er  fully  monthis  two 
She  was  ful  ferre  fro  that  entencioun, 
For  bothe  Troilus  and  Troie  toun 
Shall  knoteleffe  throughout  her  herte  flide, 
For  fhe  wol  take  a  purpofe  for  to'  abide. 

This  Diomede  of  whom  I  you  tel  gan, 
Goth  now  within  himfelfe  aie  arguing, 
With  al  the  fleight  and  al  that  er  he  can, 
How  he  maie  beft  with  fhortift  tarying 
Into  his  nette  Crefeid'is  herte  bring; 
To  this  entente  he  couthe  nevir  fine  ; 
To  fifhin  her  he  laide  out  hoke  and  line. 

But  natheleffe  wel  in  his  hert  he  thought 
That  fhe  n'as  nat  without  a  love  in  Troie, 
For  nevir  fithin  he  her  thennis  brought 
Ne  couthe  he  fene  her  laugh  or  makin  joie ;, 
He  n'ift  how  beft  her  hert  for  to  a*:oie, 
But  for  t'  alley  he  faid  nought  it  ne  greveth, 
For  He  that  naught  ajjayitb  naught  atcbevetk. 

Yet  faid  he  to  him  felfe  upon  a  night, 
Now  am  I  nat  a  fole  that  wote  wel  howe 
Her  woe  is  for  love  of  anothir  wight 
And  herupon  to  gon  affaie  her  nowe  ? 
I  maie  well  wete  it  n'il  nat  ben  my  prowe, 
For  wife  folke  in  bokis  it  expreffe, 
Atfenital  nat  itimve  a  itiight  in  bevinejje. 

But  who  fo  might  ywinnin  fuche  a  floure 
Fro  him  for  whom  fhe  mournith  night  and  daie 
He  might  wel  faine  he  were  a  conqueroure  ; 
And  right  anone,  as  he  that  bold  was  aie, 
Thought  in  his  hert,  happin  what  happin  rnajr, 
Al  fhould  1  die  I  wol  her  herte  feche, 
I  fhal  no  more  lefin  but  my  fpeche. 

This  Diomede,  as  bokis  us  declare, 
Was  in  his  nedis  preft  and  corageous, 
With  fterne  voice,  and  mighty  limmis  fquare, 
Hardy  and  teftife,  ftrong  and  chevalrous, 
Of  dedis  like  his  fathir  Tydeus; 
And  fome  men  faine  he  was  of  tonge  large, 
And  heire  he  was  of  Caledon  and  Arge. 

Crefeide  mene  ywas  of  her  ftature, 
Therto  of  fhape,  of  face,  and  eke  of  chere, 
There  ne  mightin  ben  no  fairir  creture j 
And  oftin  timis  this  was  her  manere 
To  gone  itreffid  with  her  her  is  clere 
Doun.by  her  colere,  at  her  backe  behinde, 
Which  with  a  threde  of  gold  fhe  would  biad& 
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And  fave  her  bowis  joyncdin  iferer 
There  n'as  no  lacke  in  aught  I  can  efpien; 
But  for  to  fpekin  of  her  eyin  clere, 
L.O  !  truily  thei  writtin  that  her  feien 
That  paradis  ftode  formed  in  her  eien, 
And  with  her  riche  beauty  evirmore 
Strove  love  in  her  aie  which  of  'hem  was  more. 

She  fobre  was,  fimple,  and  wift  withall, 
The  beft  inorifhid  eke  that  might  be, 
And  godely  of  her  fpeche  in  generall, 
Charitable,  eftately,  lufty',  and  fre, 
Ne  nevirmore  ne  lackid  her  pite, 
Tendrehertid,  and  fliding  of  corage, 
But  truily  I  can  nat  tel  her  age. 

Andt  Troilus  wel  woxin  was  in  hight, 
And  complete,  formid  by  proporcioun 
So  wel,  that  Kinde  it  naught  amendin  might, 
Yong,  frefh,  and  ftrong,  and  hardy  as  lioun, 
And  trewe  as  ftele  in  eche  condicioun, 
One  of  the  beft  entetchid  creature 
That  is  or  fhal  while  that  the  world  maie  dure. 

And  certainly  in  ftory  it  is  fonde 
That  Troilus  was  nevir  to  no  wight, 
As  in  Ijis  time,  in  no  degre  feconde 
In  daring  do  that  longith  to  a  knight ; 
Al  might  a  giaunt  paflin  him  of  might 
His  hert  aie  with  the  firft  and  with  the  beft 
Stodc  peregall  to  dare  done  what  him  left. 

But  for  to  tellin  forthe  of  Diomede 
It  fil,  that  aftir  on  the  tennith  daie 
Sens  that  Crefeide  out  of  the  cite  yede 
This  Diomede,  as  frefh  as  braunche  in  Maie, 
Came  to  the  tente  .there  as  Calchas  laie, 
And  fainid  him  with  Calchas  have  to  done, 
But  what  he  mente  I  ftial  you  tellin  fone. 

Crefeide,  at  fhorte  wordis  for  to  tel, 
Welcomid  him,  and  doun  him  by  her  fette, 
And  he  was  ethe  inough  to  makin  dwel ; 
And  aftir  this,  withoutin  longe  lette, 
The  fpicis  and  the  wine  men  forth  'hem  fette, 
And  forthe  thei  fpeke  of  this  and  that  ifere, 
As  frendis  jdone,  of  whiche  fonie  fhall  ye  here. 

He  gan  firft  fallin  of  the  warre  in  fpeche 
.JE^twixin  them  and  the  folke  of  Troie  toun, 
And  of  th'  affiege  he  gan  eke  her  befeche 
To  tellin  him  what  was  her  opinioun ; 
Fro  that  demaunde  he  fo  difcendith  doun 
To  afldn  her  if  that  her  ftraunge  thought 
The  Grekis  gife  and  werkis  that  thei  wrought, 

And  why  her  fathir  taryith  fo  long 
To  weddin  her  unto  fome  worthy  wight  ? 
Crefeide,  that  was  in  her  painis  ftrong 
For  love  of  Troilus  her  owne  knight, 
So  ferforth  as  fl\e  conning  had  or  might 
Anfwerde  him  tho,  but  as  of  his  entente 
It  femid  that  fhe  ne  wift  what  he  mente. 

But  natheleffe  this  ilke  Diomede 
Gan  on  him  felfe  affure,  and  thus  he  feide  ; 
If  I  aright  have  taken  on  you  hede 
Me  thinkith  thus,  o  lady  mine  Crefeide  ! 
That  fens  I  firft  hond  on  your  bridil  leide, 
When  I  out  came  of  Troie  by  the  morow, 
Ke  might  I  nevir  fene  you  but  in  forow%- 
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I  can  nat  fain  what  male  the  caufe  be, 
But  if  for  love  of  fome  Trojan  it  were, 
The  whiche  right  fore  wouldin  athinlun  me, 
That  ye  for  any  wight  that  dwellith  there 
Shalden  yfpil  a  quartir  of  a  tere, 
Or  pitoufly  your  felvin  fo  begile, 
For  dredeleffe  it  is  nat  worthe  the  while. 

The  folke  of  Troie,  as  who  fa;'th  al  and  fome, 
In  prifon  ben,  as  you  your  felvin  fe, 
Fro  thennis  fhal  nat  one  on  live  come 
For  al  the  goldp  atwixin  funne  and  fe; 
Truftith  wel  this,  and  undirftondith  me, 
There  fhal  nat  one  to  mercy  gone  on  live, 
Al  were  he  lord  of  worldis  twife  five. 

Such  wrech  on  them  for  fetching  of  Heleine 
There  fhal  be  take,  er  that  we  hennis  wende, 
That  Manes,  whiche  that  goddis  ben  of  Peine, 
Shal  ben  agaft  that  Grekis  wol  'hem  ftiende ; 
And  men  dial  drede  unto  the  world'is  endc 
From  hennis  forthe  to  ravifhe  any  quene, 
So  cruil  fhal  our  wreche  on  them  be  fene. 

And  but  if  Calchas  led  us  with  ambagety 
That  is  to  faine,  with  double  wordis  flie, 
Suche  as  men  clepen  a  word  with  two  vifagcs, 
Ye  ihal  wel  knowin  that  I  do  nat  lie, 
And  al  this  thing  right  fene  it  with  your  eie, 
And  that  anon,  ye  n'il  nat  trowe  how  fone ; 
Now  takith  hede,  for  it  is  for  to  done. 

What !  wenin  ye  that  your  wife  fathir  would 
Have  yevin  Antenor  for  you  anon 
If  he  ne  wifte  that  the  cite  fhould 
Diftroyid  ben  ?  Why,  nay  :  fo  mote  I  gone 
He  knew  ful  wel  there  fhal  nat  fcapin  one 
That  Trojan  is,  and  for  the  grete  fere 
He  durft  nat  that  ye  dwellid  lengir  there. 

What  wol  ye  more,  o  lovefome  lady  dere ! 
Let  Troie  and  Trojans  fro  your  herte  paffe ; 
Drive  out  the  bittir  hope,  and  make  gode  cherc, 
And  clepe  ayen  the  beaute  of  your  face, 
That  ye  with  falte  teris  fo  deface, 
For  Troie  is. brought  in  fuche  a  jeopardie 
That  it  to  fave  is  now  no  remedie. 

And  thinkith  wel  ye  ihal  in  Grekis  finde 
A  love  more  parfite,  er  that  it  be  night, 
Than  any  Trojan  is,  and  more  kinde, 
And  bet  to  fervin  you  wol  don  his  might ; 
And  if  that  ye  vouchfafe,  my  lady  bright ! 
I  wol  ben  he  to  fervin  you  my  felve, 
Ye,  levir  than  be  lorde  of  Grecis  twelve. 

And  with  that  word  he  gan  to  waxin  red, 
And  in  his  fpeche.  a  litil  while  he  quoke, 
And  caft  afi.de  a  litil  with  his  hed, 
And  ftinte  a  while,  and  aftirwarde  he  woke, 
And  fobrely  on  her  he  threwe  his  loke, 
And  faid,  I  am,  al  be'  it  to  you  no  joie, 
As  gentle*  a  man  as  any  wight  in  Troie  : 

For  if  my  fathir  Tydeus,  he  feide, 
Ilivid  had,  tho  I  had  ben  er  this 
Of  Calidony'  and  Arge  a  king,  Crefeide, 
And  fo  hope  I  that  I  fhal  yet  iwis, . 
But  he  was  flaine,  alas  !  the  more  harm  is^ 
Unhappily  at  Thebis  al  to  rathe, 
Polym'ces  and  many'  a  man  to  fcathe. 
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But,  herte  mine  !  fithe  that  I  am  your  man, 
And  ye  ben  the  firft  of  whom  I  feche  grace, 
To  fervin  you  as  hertely  as  I  can, 
And  evir  fhal  while  I  to  live  have  fpace, 
Sojthat  er  I  depart  out  of  this  place 
Ye  wol  me  grauntin  that  I  may  to  morow 
At  bettir  laifir  tell  you  of  my  forow. 

What  fhould  I  tell  his  wordis  that  he  feide  ? 
He  fpake  inough  for  o  daie  at  the  meft ; 
It  previth  wel  he  fyake  fo  that  Crefeide 
Gjauntid  on  the  morow  at  his  requeft 
Forthy  to  fpekin  with  him  at  the  lefte, 
So  that  he  n'olde  fpekin  of  fuche  matere, 
And  thus  fhe  to  him  faid,  as  ye  mowe  here, 

As  fhe  that  had  her  hert  on  Troilus 
So  faft  yfet  that  none  might  it  arace, 
And  ftraungely  fhe  fpake,  and  feidt;  thus  J 

0  Diomede  !  I  loye  that  ilke  place 
There  I  was  borne,  and  Jovis  of  thy  grace 
Delivre'  it  fone  of  al  that  doth  it  care  : 
God  for  thy  might  fo  leve  it  wel  to  fare ! 

That  Grekis  wold  ther  wrath  on  Troy£  wreke, 
If  that  thei  might,  I  know  it  wel  iwis ; 
But  it  fhal  naught  befallin  as  ye  fpeke, 
And  God  toforne ;  and  farthir  ovir  this 

1  wote,  my  fathir  wife  and  redy  is, 

And  that  he  me  hath  bought,  as  ye  me  tolde, 
So  dere  I  am  to  him  the  more  yholde. 

That  Grekis  ben  of  high  condicioun 
I  wote  eke  well,  but  certaine  men  fhall  finde 
As  worthy  folke  within  Troie  toun, 
As  conning,  as  parfite,  and  eke  as  kinde, 
As  ben  betwixin  Orcades  andlnde; 
And  that  ye  couldin  wel  your  lady  ferve 
I  trowe  eke  wel,  her  thonke  for  to  deferve. 

But  as  to  fpeke  of  love,  iwis,  fhe  feide, 
I  had  a  lorde  to  whom  I  weddid  was, 
The  whofe  mine  hert  was  al  til  that  he  deide, 
And  othir  love,  as  helpe  me  now  Pallas, 
There  in  mine  hert  ne  is  ne  nevir  was ; 
And  that  ye  ben  of  noble'  and  high  kinrede 
I  have  wel  herde  it  tellin  out  of  drede. 

And  that  doth  me  to  have  fo  grete  a  wonder 
That  ye  wol  fcornin  any  woman  fo  ; 
Eke  God  wote  love  and  I  ben  fer  afonder ; 
I  am  difpofid  bet,  fo  mote  I  go, 
Unto  my  deth  to  plaine  and  makin  wo ; 
What  I  fhal  aftir  done  I  can  nat  faie, 
But  truily  as  yet  me  lifte  nat  plaie. 

Mine  hert  is  now  in  tribulacioun, 
And  ye  in  armis  befy  daie  by  daie  ; 
Hereaftir  when  ye  wonnin  have  the  toun 
Paravintur  than  fo  it  happin  maie 
That  whan  I  fe  that  I  nevir  ere  faie 
Than  wol  I  werke  that  I  nevir  ere  wrought ; 
This  word  to  you  inough  fuffifin  ought. 

To  morow  eke  wol  1  fpeke  with  you  faine, 
So  that  ye  touchin  nought  of  this  matere,  ' 
And  whan  you  lift  ye  maie  come  here  againe ; 
And  er  ye  gon  thus  muche  1  faie  you  here, 
As  helpe  me  Pallas  with  her  heris  clere, 
Yf  that  1  fhould  of  any  Greke  have  routhe 
It  fhould  ybe  your  felvin  by  my  trouthe, 
VOL.  I. 


I  faie  nat  therfore  that  I  wol  you  love, 
Ne  faie  nat  naie,  but,  in  conclufioun, 
I  mene  wel,  by  God  that  fit  above ; 
And  therwithal  fhe  caft  her  eyin  doun, 
And  gan  to  figh,  and  faide,  O  Troyc  toune ! 
Yet  bidde  I  God  in  quiet  and  in  reft 
I  maie  the  fene,  or  do  mine  hene*  breft. 

But  in  effe<ftej  and  fhortely  for  to  faie, 
This  Diomede  al  frefhly  newe  againe 
Gan  preafin  on,  and  faft  her  mercy  praie  ; 
And  aftir  this,  the  fothe  for  to  faine, 
Her  glove  he  toke,  of  which  he  was  ful  faine, 
And,  finally,  whan  it  was  vvoxin  eve, 
And  al  was  well,  he  rofe  and  toke  his  leve. 

The  bright  Venus  folowid  and  aie  taught 
The  waie  there  brode  Phoebus  doun'e  alight 
And  Cytherea  her  chare-horfe  o'r  raught 
To  whirle  into  the  Lioun  if  fhe  might, 
And  Signifer  his  candils  fhewith  bright, 
Whan  that  Crefeid    unto  her  bed  wente 
Within  her  fathir'is  faire  brighte  tente, 

Retourning  in  her  foule  aie  up  and  doun 
The  wordis  of  this  fodaine  Diomede, 
His  gret  eftate,  and  peril  of  the  toun, 
And  that  fhe  was  alone,  and  hadde  nede 
Of  frendis  heipe,  and  thus  began  to  drede 
The  caufis  whyj  the  fothe  for  to  tell, 
That  fhe  toke  fully  purpofe  for  to  dwell. 

The  morow  came,  and,  goftly  for  to  fpeke, 
This  Diomede  is  come  unto  Crefeide  ; 
And,  fhortly,  left  that  ye  my  tale  breke, 
So  wel  he  for  himfelfin  fpake  and  feide 
That  al  her  fighis  fore  adoun  he  leide ; 
And,  finally,  the  fothe  for  to  faine, 
He  reft  her  of  the  grete  of  alle  her  pain. 

And  aftir  this  the  ftory  tellith  us 
That  fhe  unto  him  yave  the  faire  baie  ftede 
The  whiche  fhe  onis  wan  of  Troilus, 
And  eke  a  broche  (and  that  was  litil  nede) 
That  Troilus  was,  fhe  yave  this  Diomede, 
And  eke  the  bet  from  forowe'  him  to  releve 
She  made  him  were  a  pencell  of  her  fleve. 

I  finde  eke  in  the  ftory  ellis  where, 
Whan  through  the  body  hurt  was  Diomede,  ^ 
Of  Troilus  tho  wepte  fhe  many*  a  tere, 
Whan  that  fhe  faw  his  wide  woundis  blede, 
And  that  fhe  toke  to  kepin  him  gode  hede, 
And  for  to  helin  him  of  his  woundis  fmerte  : 
Men  faine,  I  n'ot,  that  fhe  yeve  him  her  herte« 

But  truily  the  ftory  tellith  us 
There  madin  nevir  woman  more  wo 
Than  fhe  whan  that  fhe  falfid  Troilus; 
She  faide  Alas !  for  now  is  clene  ago 
My  name  in  trouthe  of  love  for  evirmo, 
For  I  have  falfid  one  the  gentilleft 
That  ever  was,  and  one  the  worthieft. 

Alas  !  of  me  unto  the  world'is  ende 
Shall  neithirben  iwrittin  or  ifong 
No  gode  worde,  for  thefe  bokiswoll  me  fhendej 
Irollid  fhall  I  ben  on  many*  a  tong, 
Throughout  the  world  my  bell  fhall  be  yrong^ 
And  women  mofte  woll  hatin  me  of  all ; 
Alas  that  foche  a  caas  me  fhould  befall  J 
Cc 
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Thei  woll  fain,  in  as  moche  as  in  me  is 
1  have  'hem  doen  difhonour,  weiawaie  ! 
Al!  be  I  not  the  firft  that  did  amis, 
What  helpith  that  to  docn  my  blame  awaic  ? 
But  feiis  I  fe  tliere  is  no  bettir  waie, 
And  that  to  late  is  now  for  me  to  rue, 
To  Diomede  \  woll  algate  be  true. 

But,  Troiius,  fens  I  no  hcttir  maie, 
And  fens  that  thus  departin  ye  and  I, 
Yet  praie  I  God  fo  yeve  you  right  gode  daie, 
As  for  the  gentillift  knight  truily 
That  er  I  fawe  to  fervin  faithf  uliy, 
And  beft  can  aie  his  ladie's  honour  kepe, 
(And  with  that  worde  fhe  brail  anon  to  wepe,) 

And  certis  you  ne  hatin  fhall  I  never, 
And  frend'is  love  that  fhall  ye  have  of  me, 
And  my  gode  worde, all  fhould  I  livin  ever; 
And  truily  I  would  right  forie  be 
For  to  fein  you  in  adverfite  ; 
And  giltileffe  I  wot  well  I  you  kve  ; 
And  all  f^all  pafle,  and  thus  take  I  my  leve ; 

But  truily  how  Icvig  it  was  bitwene 
That  fhe  forfoke  him  for  this  Dicmede 
There  is  none  au&hour  teHith  it  I  wene, 
Take  every  man  now  to  his  bokis  hede 
He  (hall  no  terme  findin  out  of  drede, 
For  though  that  he  began  to  wowe  her  fone, 
Er  he  her  wan  yet  was  there  more  to  done. 

Ne  me  ne  lift  this  felie  woman  chide 
Ferthir  than  that  the  ftorie  woll  devife ; 
Her  name, alas  !  is  publifhid  fo  wide 
That  for  her  gilt  it  ought  inough  fuffife ; 
And  if  I  might  excufe  her  in  fome  wife. 
For  fhe  fo  forie  was  for  her  untrouthe, 
Iwis  I  would  excufe  her  yet  for  routhe. 
This  Troilus,  as  I  before  have  told, 
Thus  drivith  forth  as  wel  as  he  hath  might, 
But  oftin  was  his  herte  hote  and  cold, 
And  namily  that  ilke  ninithe  night 
Whiche  on  the  morowe  fhe  had  him  behight 
To  come  ayen  ;  God  wote  full  little  reft 
Had  he  that  night  j  nothing  to  flepe  him  left. 

The  lauril-crounid  Phoebus  with  his  hete 
Gan  in  his'courfe  aie  upward  as  he  went 
To  warme  of  the  eft  fe  the  wavis  wete, 
And  Circe'is  doug-htir  fong  with  frefhe  entent, 
Whan  Troilus  his  Pandare  aftir  fent, 
And  on  the  wallis  of  the  toune  thei  pleide, 
To  loke  if  thei  can  fene  aught  of  Grefeide  ; 

Till  it  was  none  thei  ftodin  for  to  fe 
Who  that  there  came,  and  every  manir  wight 
That  came  fro  ferre  thei  faidin  it  was  fhe, 
-    Till  that  thei  couldin  knowin  him  aright : 
Now  was  his  herte  dull,  now  was  it  light ; 
And  thus  bejapid  ftbdin  for  to  ftare 
About  naught  this  Troilus  and  Pandare. 

To  Pandarus  this  Troilus  tho  feide; 
For  aught  I  wot  before  none  fikirly 
Icto  this  toune  ne  comith  not  Crefeide, 
She  hath  inough  to  doin  hardily 
To  twiunin  from  her  fathir,  fo  trowe  I ; 
Her  old£  fathir  woll  yet  make  her  dine 
•Bt  that  fhe  go ;  God  yeve  his  herte  pine  I 


Pandare  anfwerd,it  may  wel  ben  certain 
And  'forthy  let  us  dine,  I  the  befieche, 
And  aftir  none  than  maift  thou  come  again  : 
And  home  thei  go  withoutin  more  fpeche, 
And  comin  ayen  -f  but  long  maie  thei  fechc 
Dr  that  thei  findin  that  thei  aftir  gape  ; 
7ortune  'hem  bothe  ythmkith  for  to  jape. 

(Quod  Troilus)  I  fe  well  now  that  fhe 
s  taryid  with  her  old  fathir  fo 
That  er  fhe  come  it  woll  nigh  evin  be  ; 
2ome  forthe,  I  woll  unto  the  yatC  go, 
Thefe  portirs  hen  ur.konning  evirmo, 
And  I  woll  doen  Jhem  holdin  up  the  yate 
As  naught  ne  were,  although  fhe  comin  late. 

The  daie  goth  faft,  an<l  after  that  came  eve, 
And  yet  came  not  to  Troilus  Crefeide  : 
He  lokith  forth  by  hedge,  by  tre,  by  greve, 
And  ferre  hisheddc  ovir  the  wall  he  kide, 
And  at  the  laft  he  tournid  him,  and  feide, 
By  God  I  wote  her  mening  now,  Pandare ; 
Aimofte  iwis  all  newe  was  all  my  care. 

Now  doutilefs  this  ladie  can  her  gode ; 
I  wote  fhe  comith  riding  privily ; 
I  comrnendin  her  wifednme  by  mine  hode  ; 
She  woll  nat  makin  peple  nicily 
Gaure  on  her  whan  fhe  cometh,  but  fnftily 
By  night  into  the  toune  fhe  thinkith  ride, 
And,  dere  brothir!  thinke  nat  long  to  abide. 

We  have  naught  ellis  for  to  doen  iwis ; 
And  Pandarus,  now  wilt  thou  trowin  me, 
Have  here  my  trouth  I  fe  her;  yond  fhe  is  : 
Heve  up  thine  eyin  man  ;  aiaieft  thou  nat  fe  ? 
Pandare  anfwerid,  Naie,  fo  mote  I  fhe ; 
All  wrong  by  God  ;  what  faift  thou  man  ?  wher  art  ? 
That  I  fe  yonde  afarre  n'is  but  a  carte. 

Alas  !  thou  faieft  right  fothe,  (quod  Troilus) 
But  hardily  it  is  not  all  for  nought 
That  in  mine  herte  I  now  rejoice  thus ; 
It  is  ayenfl  fome  gode  :   1  have  a  thought, 
N'ot  I  nat  how,  but  fens  that  I  was  wrought 
Ne  felt  I  foche  a  comfort  dare  I  faie ; 
She  cometh  to  night,  my  life  that  durft  I  lay. 

Pandare  anfwerde,  It  maie  be  well  inough  ; 
And  helde  with  him  of  all  that  er  he  faied, 
But  in  his  herte  he  thought,  and  foft  he  lough, 
And  to  himfclf  full  fobirly  he  faied, 
From  hafilwodde,  there  Joly  Robin  plaied, 
Shall  come  all  that  that  thou  abidift  here ; 
Ye,  farwell  all  the  fnowe  of  feme  yere. 

The  wardein  of  the  yatis  gan  to  call 
The  folke  which  that  without  the  yatis  were, 
And  badde  'hem  drivin  in  their  beftis  all, 
Or  all  the  night  thei  muft  bylevin  there  ; 
And  ferre  within  the  night,  with  many'  a  tere, 
This  Troilus  gan  homward  for  to  ride, 
For  well  he  feeth  it  helpith  nat  to'  abide. 
But  nathelcffe  he  gladdid  him  in  this, 
He  thought  he  mifaccomptid  had  his  daie, 
And  faied,  1  underftunde  have  all  amis, 
For  thilke  night  I  laft.  Crefeide  faie 
She  faied  I  fhall  ben  here,  if  that  I  maie, 
Er  that  the  mone,  o  my  tlere  herte  fwcte  I 
The  Lion  palfe  out  of  this  Aritte  v 
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For  whiche  fhe  male  yet  hold  all  her  beheft; 
And  on  the  morowe  to  the  yate  he  went, 
And  up  and  doune,  by  weft  and  eke  by  eft, 
Upon  the  wullis  made  he  many'  a  went ; 
But  al  for  naught  j  his  hope  alway  him  blent, 
For  which  at  night  in  forow  and  fighes  fore 
He  went  him  home  withoutin  any  more. 

This  hope  all  clene  out  of  his  herte  fledde, 
He  ne'  hath  wheron  now  lengir  for  to  hong, 
But  for  the  pain  him  thought  his  herte  bleddj 
So  wer  his  throwis  ftiarp,  and  wondir  ftrong, 
For  whan  he  fawe  that  fhe  abode  fo  long 
He  ne  wift  what  he  judgin  of  it  might, 
Sens  fhe  hath  brokin  that  fhe  him  benight. 

The  thirde,  the  fourth,  the  fifte,  and  the  fixt,  dale 
Aftir  tho  dayis  tenne  of  whiche  I  told, 
Bctwixiu  hope  and  drede  his  herte  laie, 
Yet  fomwhat  trufting  on  her  heftis  old ; 
But  whan  he  fawe  fhe  n'oide  her  termis  hold 
He  can  now  fene  none  othir  remedie 
But  for  to  fhapin  him  fone  for  to  die. 

Therwith  the  wickid  fpirit,  God  us  bleffe  ! 
Whiche  that  men  clepin  the  wode  JaloufiCj 
Gan  in  him  crepe  in  all  this  hevinelfe, 
For  whiche  bicaufe  he  vvouldin  font  die 
He  n'ete  ne  dronke  for  his  melancolie, 
And  eke  from  every  companie  he  fledde ; 
This  was  the  life  that  all  this  time  he  leddc. 

He  fo  defaite  was  that  no  manir  man 
Unnethis  him  might  knowin  there  he  went, 
So  was  he  kne  and  therto  pale  and  wan, 
And  feble,  that  he  walkith  by  potent, 
And  with  his  ire  he  thus  himfelfin  fhent ; 
But  \\hofo  afkid  him  wherof  him  fmerte, 
He  faied  his  hunne  was  all  about  his  herte, 

Priam  full  oft,  and  eke  his  mothir  dere, 
His  brttherne  and  hisfuftrin,  gan  him  frain 
Why  he  fo  wofull  was  in  all  liis  chere, 
And  what  thing  was  the  caufe  of  al  his  pain  ? 
But  all  for  naught ;  he  n'oide  his  caufe  plain, 
But  faied  he  fek  a  grevous  maladie 
About  his  herte,  and  fain  he  woulde  die. 

So  on  a  daie  he  laie  him  doune  to  flepe, 
And  fo  bifell  it  that  in  flepe  him  thought 
That  in  a  fore  ft  faft  he  walked  to  wepe 
For  love  of  her  that  him  thefe  painis  wrought, 
And  up  and  doune  as  he  that  foreft  fought 
He  met  he  fawe  a  bore  with  tufkis  grete 
That  flt-pt  ayenift  the  bright  funn'is  hete; 
And  by  this  bore,  faft  in  her  armis  fold, 
Laie  kiinng  aie  his  ladie  bright  Crefeide, 
For  forowc'  of  whiche,  whan  he  it  gan  behold, 
And  for  difpite,  out  of  his  flepe  he  breide, 
And  loude  he  cried  on  Pandarus,  and  feide, 

0  Pandarus !  now  khowe  I  crop  and  rote 

1  n'am  but  dedde  ;  there  n'is  none  othir  bate. 

My  laaie  bright,  Crefeide,  hath  me  betraide, 
In  whom  I  truftld  mofte  of  any  wight  5 
She  eliifwhere  hath  now  her  hert  apaied; 
The  bikfull  goddis  thorough  ther  grete  might 
Have  in  my  ciremc  ifhewid  it  full  right ; 
Thus  in  my  dreme  Crefeide  have  I  beholde, 
And  all  this  thing  to  Pandarus  he.tolde. 


O  my  Crefeide  !  alas  !  what  fubtilte, 
What  newe  luft,  what  beaute,  what  fcience, 
iVhat  wrathe  of  jufte  caufe  have  ye  unto  me  ? 
What  gilt  of  me,  what  fell  experience, 
iath  fro  nie  rafte,  alas  !  thine  advertence  ? 
0  truft  !  o  faithe  !  quod  he',  o  depe  affuraunce  I 
ffho  hath  me  rafte  Crefeide,  all  my  plefaunce  ? 

Alas  '.  why  let  I  her  from  hennis  go  ? 
'or  T.-hiche  well  nigh  out  of  my  wit  I  breide  ; 
Who  fhall  now  trowe  on  any  othis  mo  ? 
God  wote  I  wende,  o  ladie  bright  Crefeide ! 
That  every  worde  was  gofpell  that  ye  feide  : 
Jut  who  maie  bet  begile  if  that  him  lift, 
Than  he  on  whom  men  wenin  beft  to  trift  ? 
What  fhall  I  dpen,  my  Pandarus  ?  alas  ! 
felin  now  fo  fharpe  a  newe  pain, 
Sens  that  there  is  no  remedy'  in  this  caas, 
That  bet  were  it  I  with  mine  hondis  twain 
Vly  felvin  flowe  than  alwaie  thus  to  plain, 
7or  through  the  deth  my  wo  fhuld  have  an  endC 
There  every  daie  with  life  my  felf  !  fhende. 

Pandare  anfwerde  and  faid,  Alas  the  while 
That  I  was  borne  1  Have  I  nat  faied  er  this 
That  dremis  many'  a  manir  man  begile  ? 
And  why  ?  for  folke  expoundin  'hem  amis  t 
rlow  darft  thou  fain  that  falfe  thy  ladie  is      ;  ;, 
For  any  dreme  ?  right  for  thine  owne  drede 
Let  be  this  thought ;  thou  canft  no  dremis  rede. 

Paravinture  there  thou  dremeft  of  this  bore 
It  maie  fo  be  that  it  maie  fignifie 
tier  fathir,  whiche  that  old  is  and  eke  hore, 
Ayen  the  funne  lyith  on  poincl:  to  die, 
And  fhe  for  forowe  ginnith  wepe  and  crie, 
And  kiilith  him,  there  he  lieth  on  the  ground  J 
Thus  fhuldift  thou  thy  dreme  aright  expound. 

How  might  I  than  doin  (quod  Troilus) 
To  knowe  of  this,  yea,  were  nevir  fo  lite  ? 
Now  faieft  thou  wifely,  (quod  this  Pandarus) 
My  redy  is  this,  fens  thou  Canft  well  enditc, 
That  haftily  a  lettir  thou  her  Write, 
Thorough  which  thou  fhalt  wel  bringin  about 
To  knowe  a  foth  of  that  thou  art  in  dout.      ,J*. 
And  fe  now  why ;  for  this  I  dare  well  fain, 
That  if  fo  is  that  fhe  untrue  ybe 

can  not  trowe  that  fhe  woll  write  again ; 
And  if  fhe  write  thou  fhalt  full  fone  ife 
As  whethir  fhe  hath  any  liberte 
To  come  ayen,  or  ellis  in  fome  claufe 
If  fhe  be  let  fhe  wol  affigne  a  caufq. 

Thou  haft  not  writtin  to  her  fens  fhe  went, 
Nor  fhe  to  the  ;  and  this  I  durft  wele  laie, 
There  maie  foche  caufe  ben  in  her  entent 
That  hardily  thou  wolt  thy  felvin  faie 
That  her  abode  the  beft  is  for  you  twaie  :> 
Now  write  her  than,  and  thou  fhalt  fele  fone 
A  foth  of  all ;  there  is  no  more  to  done. 

Acordid  ben  to  this  conclufioun, 
And  that  anon,  thefe  ilke  lordis  two, 
And  haftily  fat  Troilus  adoun, 
And  rollith  in  his  herte  to  and  fro  \ 

How  he  maie  beft  difcrivin  her  his  \va, 
And  to  Crefeide  his  owne  kulie  dere 
He  wrote  right  thus,  and  laid  as  yc  maie  hcie. 
Cc  ij 
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7ie  copie  of  the  letter. 

Right  frefh  flour,  whofe  I  have  aye  ben  and  Ihall 
Withoutin  part  of  ellifwhere  fervife, 
With  hertc  and  bodie,  life,  luft,  thought,  and  all, 
I  wofnll  wight,  in  every  humble  wife 
That  tong  can  tell  or  herte  maie  devife, 
As  oft  as  mattir  occupyith  place, 
Me  recommaunde  unto  your  noble  grace* 

Likith  it  you  to  wetin,  fwete  herte  ! 
As  ye  well  knowin,  how  long  time  agon 
That  ye  me  left  in  afpre  painis  fmerte, 
Whan  that  ye  wentin,  of  whiche  yet  bote  non 
Have  I  non  had,  but  evir  worfe  bigon 
Fro  daie  to  daie  am  I,  and  fo  mote  dwell 
While  it  you  lift,  of  wele  and  wo  my  well. 

For  whiche  to  you  with  dredefull  herte  true 
I  write,  as  he  that  forowe  driveth  to  write, 
My  wo,  that  every  houre  encrefith  newe, 
Complaining  as  I  dare  or  can  endke  ; 
And  that  defacid  is  that  maie  ye  wke 
The  teris  which  that  from  mine  eyin  rain, 
That  wuldin  fpeke  if  that  thei  durffc  and  plain* 

You  firft  befcche  I  that  your  eyin  clere 
To  lofce  on  this  defoulid  ye  nat  hold, 
And  ore  all  this  that  ye  my  ladie  dere 
Woll  vouchfafin  this  lettfr  to  behold, 
And  by  the  caufe  eke  of  my  caris  cold, 
That  flaeth  my  wit,  if  aught  amis  me  fterte 
Foryevith  it  me,  mine  owne  fwete  herte  ! 

If  any  fervaunt  durft  or  ought  of  right 
Upon  his  ladie  pitoufly  complain, 
Than  wene  I  that  I  ought  to  be  that  wight, 
Con'fidrid  this,  that  ye  thefe  monthis  twain 
Have  taried  there  ye  faidin,  fothe  to  fain, 
But  tenne  dayis  ye  n'olde  in  hofte  fojourne, 
But  in  two  monethis  yet  ye  not  retourne. 
But  for  as  moche  as  me  mote  nedis  like 
All  that  you  lift  I  dare  nat  planin  more, 
But  humbly  with  forowfull  fighis  fike 
You  write  I  mine  unreftie  forowes  fore, 
Fro  daie  to  daie  defiring  evirmore 
To  knowin  fully,  if  your  will  it  were, 
How  ye  have  fared  and  don  while  ye  be  there; 
The  whofe  welfare  and  hcle  eke  God  encrefe 
In  honour  foche,  that  upward  in  degre 
It  growe  alwaie,  fo  that  it  rvevir  cefe ; 
Right  as  your  herte  aie  can,  my  ladie  fre, 
Devife,  I  praie  to  God  fo  mote  it  be, 
And  gr aunt  it  that  ye  fone  upon  me  rewe, 
As  wifely  as  in  all  Tarn  to  you  true. 

And  if  you  likith  knewin  of  the  fare 
Of  me,  whofe  wo  there  maie  no  wight  difcrive, 
I  can  no  more,  but  cheft'  of  every  care, 
At  writing  of  this  lettir  1'  am  on  live, 
All  redy  out  of  rny  wofull  ghoft  to  drive, 
Whiche  I  delaie  and  holde  him  yet  in  honde 
Upon  the  light  of  mattir  of  your  fonde. 

Mine  eyin  two,  in  vain  wirh  whiche  I  fe, 
Of  forowfull  teres  fait  arn  \voxin  xvellis, 
My  fong  ift  plaint  of  mine  adverfite, 
My  gode  in  harme,  mine  efe  eke  woxin  hells, 
iVly  joie  in  wo  :  I  can  fey  now  nought  elli* 


But  tournid  is,  for  whiche  my  life  I  warie, 
Every  joie  or  efe  in  his  contrarie  : 

Which  with  your  coming  home  ay  en  to  Troy 
Ye  maie  redreffe,  and  more  a  thoufande  fithe 
Than  er  I  had  encreffin  in  me  joie, 
For  was  there  nevir  herte  yet  fo  blythc 
To  have  his  life  as  I  fhall  ben  as  fwithe 
As  I  you  fe,  and  though  no  manir  routhe 
Can  mevin  you,  yet  thinkith  on  your  trouthe. 

And  if  fo  be  my  gilt  hath  deth  deferved, 
Or  if  you  lift  no  more  upon  me  fe, 
In  guerdon  yet  of  that  I  haye  you  ferved 
Befeche  I  you,  mine  owne  ladie  frc 
That  hereupon  you  wouldin  write  to  me 
For  love  of  Jovip,  my  right  lode  fterre,  . 
That  deth  maie  make  an  end  of  al  my  wcrre. 
If  othir  caufe  aught  doeth  you  for  to  dwel, 
That  with  your  lettir  ye  me  recomfort, 
For  though  to  me  your  abfence  is  an  hell, 
With  pacience  I  woll  my  wo  comfort, 
And  with  your  letter*  of  hope  I  woll  difpbrt  : 
Now  writith,  fwete  !  and  let  me  thus  nat  plain  ; 
With  hope  or  deth  delivereth  me  fro  pain. 

Iwis,  mine  owne  dere  herte  true ! 
I  wot  that  whan  ye  next  upon  me  fe, 
So  loft  have  I  mine  hele  and  eke  mine  hewc, 
Crefeide  fhall  not  conne  tho  knowin  me ; 
Iwis,  mine  hert'is  daie,  my  ladie  fre  ! 
So  thurftith  aie  mine  herte  to  behold 
Your  beaute  that  unneth  my  life  I  hold. 

I  faie  no  more,  all  have  I  for  to  fey 
To  you  well  more  than  that  I  tellin  maie  ; 
But  whethir  that  ye   doe  me  live  or  dey 
Yet  praie  I  God  fo  yeve  you  right  gode  daie  : 
And  farith  well,   thou  godely  faire  frefhe  Maie! 
As  ye  that  life  or  deth  me  maie  commaunde, 
And  to  your  trouth  aie  I  me  recommaunde, 

With  hele  foche,  that  but  ye  yevin  me 
The  famin  hele  I  fhall  non  hele  yhave  : 
In  you  lieth,  whan  you  lift  that  it  fo  be, 
The  daie  in  whiche  me  clothin  fhall  my  grave, 
And  in  you  my  life,  in  you  might  to  fave 
Me  fro  difefe  of  all  my  painis  fmerte  : 
And  farith  now  wele,  myne  own  dere  fwete  herte! 

Le  vojlre,  T. 


This  lettir  forthe  wasfent  unto  Crefeide, 
Of  whiche  her  anfwere  in  effect  was  this; 
Full  pitoufly  fhe  wrote  ayen,  and  feide, 
That  all  fo  fone  as  fhe  might  iwis 
She  would  come,  and  amende  that  was  amis  j 
And,  finally,  fhe  wrote  and  fayid  then 
me  would  ycome,  ye,  but  fhe  n'ift  not  when. 

But  in  her  lettir  madin  fhe  foche  feftes 
That  wondir  was,  and  fvvore  fhe  loved  him  beft, 
Of  whiche  he  found  but  botomles  biheftes. 
3ut,  Troilus,  thou  maiefi;  now  eaft  and  weft 
?ipe  in  an  ivie  lefe  if  that  the  left  } 
Thus  goth  the  world ;  God  fhild  us  fro  mifchauncff» 
d  every  wight  that  menith  trouth  avauncc  ! 
Encrefin  gan  the  wo  fro  daie  to  night 
Of  Troilue  for  tarying  of  Crefeide, 
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And  leffin  gan  his  hope  and  ek  his  might, 
For  vvhiche  al  doun  he  in  hisbedde  him  leide; 
He  ne  etc,  dronke,  ne  flept,  ne  worde  feide, 
Imagining  aie  that  {he  was  unkinde, 
For  whichc  well  nigh  he  wext  out  of  his  mind. 

This  dreme  of  whiche  I  told  have  eke  beforne 
Maie  nevir  come  out  of  his  remembraunce  ; 
He  thought  aie  well  he  had  his  ladie  lorn, 
And  that  Jovis  of  his  hie  purveiaunce 
Him  fhewed  had  in  flepe  the  fignifiauncc 
Of  her  untrouth  and  his  difavinture, 
And  that  the  bore  was  {hewed  him  in  figure ; 

For  whiche  he  for  Sibylle  his  fuftir  fent, 
That  callid  was  Caflandre'  eke  all  about, 
And  all  his  dreme  he  told  her  er  he  ftent, 
And  her  befought  affoilin  him  the  doubt 
•  Of  the  ftrong  bore  with  all  his  tulkis  ftout; 
And,  finally,  within  a  litil  ftounde  » 

Caffandra  him  gan  thus  his  dreme  expound. 

She  gan  firft  fmile,  and  faid,  O  brothir  dere ! 
If  thou  a  fothe  of  this  defireft  to  knowe 
Thou  muft  a  fewe-of  olde  {lories  here, 
To  purpofe  how  that  Fortune  ovirthrowe 
Hath  lortiis  old,  through  which  within  a  throw 
Thou  {halt  this  bore  well  know,  and  of  what  kinde 
He  comin  is,  as  men  in  bokis  finde. 

Diana,  whiche  that  wrothe  was  and  in  ire, 
For  Grekis  n'olde  doin  her  facrifice, 
Ne  encens  on  her  altar  fet  on  fire, 
She  for  that  Grekis  gon  her  fo  difpifc 
Ywrake  her  in  a  wondir  cruill  wife, 
For  with  a  bore  as  grete  as  oxe  in  ftall 
She  made  up  frete  ther  corne  and  vinis  all. 

To  flea  the  bore  was  all  tke  countrie  reifed, 
JEmongis  whiche  there  came  this  bore  to  fe 
A  maid,  one  of  this  worlde  the  beft  ipraifed; 
And  Meleager,  lorde  of  that  cotmtre, 
He  lovid  fo  this  frefhe  maidin  fre, 
That  with  his  manhode  er  he  woulde  ftent 
This  bore  he  {lough,  and  her  the  hed  he  fent. 

Of  whiche,  as  olde  bokis  tellin  us, 
There  rofe  a  conteke  and  a  grete  envie; 
And  of  this  lorde  difendid  Tydeus 
By  ligne,  or  ellis  olde  bokis  lie  ; 
But  how  this  Meleager  gan  to  die, 
Thorough  his  mothir,  woll  I  you  not  tell, 
For  all  to  long  it  werin  for  to  dwell. 

She  tolde  eke  how  Tydeus,  er  {he  ftent, 
Unto  the  ftronge  cite  of  Thebes 
(To  claimin  kingdome  of  the  cite)  went  ' 
i  For  his  felawe  Dan  Polynices, 
Of  whiche  the  brothir  Dan  Eteocles 
Full  wrongfully  of  Thebis  held  the  ftrength  ; 
This  tolde  {he  by  procefle  all  by  length. 
/She  tolde  eke  how  Hemonides  afterte 
Wftan  Tydeus  {lough  fade  knightis  ftoute ; 
Sh\  tolde  eke  all  the  prophefies  by  herte, 
And  how  that  fevin  kingis  with  ther  rout 
Uefiegcdin  the  cite  all  aboute, 
And  of  the  holie  ferpent,and  the  well, 
And  of  the  Furies  all,  {he  gan  him  tell. 
SiJJuciat  profugiis  TyJeus  primo  Polyntcemy 
'fydca  legatitm  docct,  injuliafquc  fecundust  ' 
Tertius  Hizmoniden  can.t^  \$  vutsm  Uitltantsm^ 


Quartus  habet  Reges  ineuntes  pnelia/eplea, 
Lemniadum  Furi<e  quinto  narr'antur,  IjT*  angu:st 
A.rcbe*nori  bujlun .ftxto,  ludique  leguntur  ^ 
Dat  Tbebis  vatem  Graiorum  feptimus  umbrist 
OSiavo  cecidlt  Tydeus  ,fpest  vita  Pelafgum^ 
Hippomedon  nono  moritur  cum  Pattbenop<eot 
Fulmine  penuj/us  decimo  Capaneusfuperaturt 
Undeclmofefe  perimunt  per  vulnera  fratres, 
drgii)um Jlentent  narrat  duodenust  15°  igncm. 
Of  Archinorie's  burying  and  the  plaies, 
And  how  Amphiaraus  fill  through  the  grounde, 
How  Tydeus  was  {lain,  Lord  of  Argeies, 
And  how  Hipome'don  in  a  litil  ftounde 
Was  dreint,  and  dedde  Parthenope  of  wound, 
And  alfo  how  Capaneus  the  proude 
With  thonder  dint  was  {lain,  that  cryd  loude. 

She  gan  eke  tell  him  how  that  eithir  brother, 
Eteocles  and  Polynice  alfo, 
At  a  fcarmifhe  eche  of  'hem  flough  the  other, 
And  of  Argivis  weping  and  ther  mo, 
And  how  the  toun  was  brent  fhe  told  eke  tho  ; 
And  tho  difcendid  doune  from  jeftis  old 
To  Diomede,  and  thus  ftie  fpake  and  told: 

This  ilke  bore  betokenith  Diomede, 
Tydeus  fonne,  that  doune  difcendid  is 
Fro  Mele'ager,  that  made  the  bore  to  blede, 
And  thy  ladie,  where  fo  fhe  be  iwis, 
This  Diomede  her  herte  hath  and  fhe  his  : 
Wepe  if  thou  wolt  or  leve,  for  out  of  dout 
This  Diomede  is  in  and  thou  art  out. 

Thou  faieft  nat  fothe,  (quod  he)  thou  forcerefie, 
With  all  thy  falfe  ghoft  of  prophecie ; 
Thou  wenift  ben  a  grete  devinerefle, 
Now  feeft  thou  nat  this  fole  of  fantafie 
Pinin  her  upon  ladies  for  to  lie  : 
Awaie,  (quod  he)  there  Jovis  yeve  the  forowe  \ 
Thou  {halt  be  fals  para' venture  er  to  morow. 
As  well  thou  mightift  lien  on  gode  Alcefte, 
That  was  of  all  creturis  (but  men  lie) 
That  evir  werin  kindift  and  the  befte, 
For  whan  her  hufbonde  was  in  jeopardie 
To  die  himfelf,  but  if  ftie  woulde  die, 
She  chefe  for  him  to  die  and  gon  to  hell, 
And  ftarfe  anon,  as  us  the  bokis  tell. 

Caflandre  goeth ;  and  he  with  cruill  herte 
Foryate  his  wo  for  angre  of  her  fpeche, 
And  fro  his  bedde  all  fodainly  he  fterte, 
As  though  all  whole  him  had  imade  a  leche» 
And  daie  by  daie  he  gan  enquire  and  fecho 
A  fothe  of  this  with  all  his  befy  cure  ; 
And  thus  he  drivith  forthe  his  avinture. 

Fortune,  whiche  that  the  permutacion 
Of  all  thinges  hath,  as  it  is  her  committed 
Through  purveiaunce  and  difpoficion 
Of  high  Jove,  as  reignis  {hall  ben  yflitted 
Fro  folk  to  folk,  or  whan  thei  ftial  ben  fmitted, 
Gan  pull  awaie  the  fethirs  bright  of  Troie 
Fro  daie  to  daie,  till  thei  bea  bare  of  joie. 
Emong  all  this  the  fine  of  the'  jeopardie 
Of  Heclor  gan  approchin  wondir  blive, 
The  Fatis  would  his  foule  fhould  unbodie, 
And  ftiapin  had  a  mene  it  out  to  drive, 
Aycnft  whiche  fcte  him  helpith,  not  to  fy'ivf  * 
C  c    iij 
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But  on  a  daie.  to  fightin  gan  he  wende, 
At  whiche,  alas  !  he  caught  his  liv'is  ende  : 

For  whlche  me  thinkith  every  manir  wight 
That  hauntifh  armis  oughtin  to  bewaile 
The  deth  of  him  that  was  fo  noble'  a  knight, 
For  as  he  drough  u  king  by  th'  aventaile, 
Unware  of  this  Achilles  through  the  maile 
And  through  the  bodie  gan  him  for  to  rive, 
And  thus  the  worthy  .knight  was  reft  of  live; 

For  whom,  as  old?  bokis  tellin  us, 
"Was  made  foch  wo  that  tong  it  male  nat  tel, 
And  namily  the  forowe'  of  Troilus, 
That  next  him  was  of  worthineffe  the  well, 
And  in  this  wo  gan  Troilus  to  dwell, 
That  what  for  forowe,  love,  and  for  tinreft, 
Full  oft  a  daie  he  had  his  herte  breft. 

But  natheleffe  though  he  gon  him  difpaire, 
And  drede  aie  that  his  ladie  was  untrue, 
Yet  aie  on  her  his  herte  gan  repaire, 
And,  as  thefe  lovirs  doen,  he  fought  aie  ncwe 
To  get  ayen  Crefeide  bright  of  hewe, 
And  in  his  herte  he  went  her  excufmg, 
That  Galchas  cauiid  all  her  tarying. 

And  oftin  time  he  was  in  purpofe  grete 
Him  felvin  like  a  pilgrim  to  difgife 
To  fene  her ;  but  he  maie  not  counterfete 
To  ben  unknowen  of  folke  that  werin  wife, 
Ne  finde  excufe  aright  that  maie  fuffice, 
If  he  among  the  Grekisknowin  were, 
For  whiche  he  wept  full  oft  many  a  tere. 

To  her  he  wrote  yet  oftin  time  all  newe 
Full  pitoufly,he  left  it  nat  for  flouthe, 
Befeching  her,  fithins  that  he  was  true, 
That  (he  would  come  ayen  and  hold  her  trouth 
For  whiche  Crefeide  upon  a  daie  for  routh, 
I  take  it  fo,  touching  all  this  matttre 
"Wrote  him  ayen,  and  faied  as  ye  maie  here  : 
Cupid'is  fonne,  enfample'  of  godelihede, 

0  fwerde  of  knighthode>  fours  of  gentilneffe  ! 
How  might  a  wight  in  turment  and  in  drede, 
And  helelefl'e,  you  fendin  as  yet  gladneffe  ? 

1  hertileffe,  I  ficke,  I  in  diftreffe, 

iSens  ye  with  me  nor  1  with  you  maie  dele, 
You  neithir  fende  I  maie  ne  herte  ne  hele. 

Your  lettirs  full  the  papir  all  iplainted 
Commevid  havin  myne  hert'is  pite  ; 
I  have  eke  fene  with  teris  all  depainted 
Your  lettir,  and  how  ye  requirin  me 
To  come  ayen,  whiche  yet  ne  maie  not  bq, 
But  why,  left  that  this  lettir  foundin  were, 
JIo  mencioun  ne  make  I  now  for  fere, 

Grevous  to  me  (God  wote)  is  your  unreft, 
Your  haft,  and  that  the  goddis  ordinaunce 
It  femith  nat  ye  take  it  for  the  beft, 
Nor  othir  thing  n'is  in  your  remembraunce 
As  thinkith  me,  but  onely  your  plefaunce  ; 
But  beth  nat  wroth,  and  that  I  you  befeche, 
For  that  I  tarie*  is  all  for  wickid  fpeche  : 

For  I  have  herd  well  more  than  I  wend 
Touching  us  tWo  how  thingis  have  iftond, 
Whiche  I  fhall  with  diffirnuling  amende  ; 
And  beth  not  wroth,  I  have  eke  undirftond 
How  ye  ne  doc  but  holdin  me  in  honde  j 


ut  now  no  force  ;  I  can  nat  in  you  geffe 
Jut  alle  trouthe  and  alle  gentilneffe. 
Comin  I  woll,  but  yet  in  foche  disjointe 

ftond  as  now,  that  what  yere  or  what  daie 

That  this  fhall  be  that  can  I  nat  apointe; 
But  in  effect  I  praie  you  as  I  maie 
Of  your  gode  worde  and  of  your  frendfhip  aie, 

vor  truily  while  that  my  life  maie    dure 
As  for  a  frende  ye  maie  in  me  affure. 
Yet  praie  I  you  on  evill  ye  na  take 

That  it  is  fhort  whiche  that  I  to  you  write  ; 
dare  nat  there  I  am  well  lettirs  make, 

>Je  nevir  yet  ne  could  I  well  endite  ; 

ike  grete  effect  men  writin  in  place  lite  ; 
Th'  entent  is  all,  and  nat  the  lettirs  fpace  : 

And  farith  well ;  God  have  you  in  his  grace  ! 


This  Troilus  thought  this  lettir  al  ftraunge 
Whan  he  it  fawe,  and  forowfully  he  fight ; 
Him  thought  it  like  a  kalcndes  of  efchaunge; 
But,  finally,  he  ful  ne  trowin  might 
That  fhe  ne  would  him  holdin  that  fhe,  hight, 
For  with  ful  evill  wil  lifte  him  to  leve 
That  lovith  wel,  in  fuch  cafe,  though  him  greve. 

But  natheleffe  men  fain  that  at  the  laft 
For  any  thing  men  fhal  the  fothe  fe, 
And  fuche  a  cafe  betide,  and  that  as  faft, 
That  Troilus  wel  underftonde  that  fhe 
N'as  nat  fo  kinde  as  that  her  ought  to  be; 
And,  finally,  he  wote  now  out  of  dout 
That  al  is  loft  that  he  hath  ben  about. 

Stode  on  a  daie  in  his  melancolie 
This  Troilus,  and  in  fufpeclioun 
Of  her  for  whom  he  wenid  for  to  die, 
And  fo  befil  that  throughout  Troie  toun, 
As  was  the  gife,  iborne  was  up  and  dotin 
A  manir  cote  armoure,  as  faithe  the  ftorie, 
Beforn  Deiphobe,  in  figne  of  his  vidlorie  ; 

The  whiche  cote,  as  tellith  Lolliu?, 
Deiphobe  it  had  yrente  fro  Diomede 
The  fame  daie  j  and  when  this  Troilus 
It  fawe  he  gan  to  takin  of  it  hede, 
Avifing  of  the  length  and  of  the  brede, 
And  al  the  werke,  but  as  he  gan  beholde 
Ful  fodainly  his  herte  began  to  colde, 

As  he  that  on  the  coler  fonde  within 
A  broche  that  he  Crefeide  yave  at  morow 
That  fhe  from  Troie  toune  muft  nedis  twin. 
In  remembraunce  of  him  and  of  hisforow, 
And  fhe  him  laide  ayen  her  faith  to  borow 
To  kepe  it  aie  ;  but  now  ful  wel  he  wift 
His  lady  n'as  no  longir  on  to  trift. 

He  gocth  him  home,  and  gan  ful  fone  fende 
For  Pandarus,  and  al  this  newe  chaunce, 
And  of  this  broch  he  tolde  him  orde  and  ende. 
Complaining  of  her  hert'is  variaunce, 
His  longe  love,  his  trouth,  and  his  penaunce  j 
And  aftir  Deth,  withoutin  wordis  more, 
Ful  faft  he  cried,  his  reft  him  to  reftore. 

Than  fpake  he  thus  ;  O  lady  mine,  Crefeide  ! 
Where  is  your  faith,  and  where  is  your  beheft? 
Where  is  your  love  ?  where  is  your  trouth  ?  he 
feide ; 
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Of  Diomede  have  yc  ncnv  al  his  feft  ? 
Alas  !  I  would  have  trowid  at  the  left 
That  tens  ye  n'olde  in  trourhe  to  me  ftonde 
That  ye  thus  n'olde  have  holdin  me  in  honde. 

Who  fhal  no\v  trowen  on  any  othis  mo  ? 
Alas  !  I  nevir  would  have  wcnde  er  this 
That  ye,   Crefcide,  coulde  have  chaungid  fo, 
Ne  but  I  had  agilte  and  don  amis  ; 
So  cruel  wende  I  nat  your  herte  iwis 
To  fle  me  thus;  alas!  your  name  of  trouthe. 
Js  now  fordone,  and  that  is  al  my  routhe. 

Was  there  none  othir  broche  you  lift  to  lete 
To  feffe  with  your  newe  love,  (quod  he) 
But  thilke  troche  that  I  with  teris  wete 
You  yave  as  for  a  retnembraunce  of  me  ? 
None  other  caufe,  alas !  ne  haddin  ye 
But  for  difpite,  and  eke  for  that  ye  mente 
"All  uttirly  to  fhewin  your  entente  : 

Through  which  I  fe  that  clene  out  of  your 
Ye  have  me  caft,  and  I  ne  can  nor  male     [minde 
For  all  this  world  within  mine  herte  finde 
To'  unlovin  you  a  quartir  of  a  daie; 
In  curfid  time  I  borne  was,  welawaie  ! 
That  you  that  done  me  all  this  wo  endure 
Yet  love  I  the  beft  of  any  creture. 

Now  God  (quod  he)  me  fendin  yet  the  grace 
That  I  maie  metin  with  this  Diomede, 
And  truily  if  I  have  might  and  fpace 
Yet  fhall  I  make  I  hope  his  fidis  bledc  : 
Now  God  (quod  he)  that  aughtift  takin  hede 
To^orthrin  trouthe,  and  wrongis  to  punice, 
Why  n'ilt  thou  don  a  vengeaunce  of  this  vice  ? 

O  Pandarusi  that  in  dremes  for  to  trifle, 
Me  blamidhaft,  and  wonte  art  oft  upbreide, 
Now  maift  thou  fene  thy  fclfe,  if  that  the  lift, 
How  trewe  is  now  thy  nec<*  bright  Crefeide  : 
In  fondry  formis,  (God  it  wote)  he  feide, 
The  goddis  fhewin  bothe  joie  and  tene 
in  flepe,  and  by  my  dreme  it  is  now  fene. 
And  certainly,  withoutin  morefpeche, 
From  hennis  forthe,  as  ferforthe  as  1  maie, 
Mine  owne  deth  in  armis  wol  1  feche, 
I  ne  retche  nat  how  fone  be  the  daie  ; 
But  trewily,  Crefeide,  fwete  Maiel 
Whom  I  have  ay  with  al  my  might  iferved, 
That  ye  thus  done  I  have  it  nat  defervfd. 

This  Pandarus,  that  al  thefe  thingis  Herde, 
And  wifte  wel  that  he  faid  a  fothe  of  this, 
He  nat  a  worde  ayen  to  him  anfwerde, 
For  fory  of  his  frend'is  forow*  he  is, 
And  fliamid  for  his  nece  hath  done  amis, 
And  ftante  aftcmied  of  thefe  caufis  twaie 
AS  ftil  as  ftone;  o  worde  ne  coulde  he  faie. 
But  at  the  laft  thus  he  yfpake  and  feide  ; 
My  brothir  dere  \  I  may  do  the  no  more  ; 
What  fhould  I  faine  ?  I  hate  iwis  Crefeide, 
And  God  it  wote  I  wol  hate  her  er-^more ; 
And  that  thou  me  befoughtift  don  of  yore, 
Having  unto  mine  honour  ne  my  refte 
Right  no  regarde,  I  did  aj  that  the  lefte, 

Yf  I  did  aught  which  that  might  likin  the 
Jt  is  me  lefe,  and  of  this  trefoil  now 
G#d  wpte  thst  it  a  forow  js  fp  me, 


nd  dredeleffe,  for  hcrt'is  efe  of  yoa, 
ight  faine  1  would  amende  it  wift  I  how, 
Lnd  fro  this  world  Almighty  God  I  praie, 
elivir  her  fone  !  I  can  no  more  faie. 
Great  was  the  woe  and  plaint  of  Troilus, 
ut  forthe  her  courfe  Fortune  aie  gan  to  holde, 
!refeide  lovith  the  fonne  of  Tydeus, 
^nd  Troilus  niote  wepe  in  caris  colde  : 
uch  is  this  woride,  who  fo  it  can  heholde  ; 
n  eche  eftate  is  litill  hert'is  refte ; 
Jod  leve  us  to  takin  it  for  the  befte ! 
In  many  cruil  bataile,  out  of  drede, 
f  Troilus  this  ilke  noble  knight 
As  men  maie  in  thefe  olde  bokis  rede) 
Was  fene  his  knighthod  and  his  grete  might, 
Lnd  dredeleffe  his  ire  daie  and  night 
'ul  cruilly  the  Grekis  aie  abought, 
And  alwaie  moft  this  Diomede  he  fought. 
And  oftin  timis  I  finde  that  thei  mette 
iVith  blody  ftrokis  and  with  wordis  grete, 
Affayii>g  how  ther  fperis  werin  whette; 
And  God  it  wote  with  many'  a  cruil  hete 
Jan  Troilus  upon  his  helme  to  bete  : 
Jut  natheleffe  Fortune  it  naught  ne  would 
)f  eithir's  honde  thai  crthir  dyin  fhould. 

And  if  I  had  itakin  for  to  write 
The  armis  of  this  ilke  worthy  man, 
Than  would  I  of  his  battailis  endite  ; 
3ut  for  that  \  to  writin  firft  began 
3f  his  love,  I  have  faidin  as  I  can 
HLis  worthy  dedis,  who  fo  Hfte  'hem  here. 
Rede  Dares,  he  can  tel  'hem  al  ifere. 

Befeching  every  lady  bright  of  hewe, 
And  every  gentil  woman,  what  Ifoe  be, 
Al  be  it  that  Crefcide  was  untrewe, 
That  for  that  gilt  ye  be  nat  wroth  with  me, 
Ye  maie  her  gilte  in  othk  bokis  fc ; 
And  gladdir  I  would  writin  if  you  lefte 
Of  Penelope's  trouth  and  gode  Alceftc, 

Ne  faie  I  nat  this  all  only  for  men, 
But  moft  for  women  that  betrayid  be 
Through  fals  folke,  God  yeve  'hem  forrow,  Amen/ 
That  with  ther  grete  witte  and  fubtilte 
Betrayin  you,  and  this  commevith  me 
To  fpeke  ;  and  in  effecte  you  al  I  pTaie 
Beth  ware  of  men,  and  herkenith  what  I  faie  : 

Go,  litil  boke,  go  litill  tragedie, 
There  God  my  makir  yet  er  that  I  die 
So  fende  me  might  to  make  feme  comedie  ; 
But,  litill  boke,  make  thou  the  none  envic, 
But  fubjecl:  ben  unto  al  poefie, 
And  kifie  the  fteppes  wher  as  thou  feift  pace 
Of  Virgil,  Ovide,  Homer,  Lucan,  Stace. 

And  for  there  is  fo  grete  diverfite 
In  Englifh,  and  in  writing  of  our  tonge, 
So  praie  I  to  God  that  none  mifwrite  the, 
Ne  the  mifTe-metre  for  defaute  of  tonge  ; 
And  redde  where  fo  thou  be  or  ellis  fonge 
That  thou  be  undirftonde  God  I  befeche ; 
But  yet  to  purpofe  of  my  rathir  fpeche. 

The  wrathe,  as  I  began  you  for  to  feie^ 
Of  Troilus  the  Grekis  boughtin  dere, 
For  thoufendis  his  hondis  madin  deyef 
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As  he  that  was  withoutin  any  pere, 
Save  in  his  time  fieclor,  as  I  can  here ; 
But  welawaie  !  (fave  onely  Godd'is  wil) 
Difpitoufly  him  flough  the  fierfe  Achil. 

And  whan  that  he  was  flain  in  this  manere, 
His  Jighte  gofte  ful  blisfully  is  went 
Up  to  the'  holownefle  of  the  feventh  fphere, 
In  his  place  leting  everiche  element, 
And  there  he  fawe,  with  ful  avif ement, 
The  erratike  fterres,  herkening  harmonic, 
With  fownis  full  of  hevins  melodic. 

And  doun  from  thennis  faft  he  gan  avife 
This  litil  fpotte  of  erth  that  with  the  fe 
Embracid  is,  and  fully  gan  difpife 
This  wretchid  world,  and  helde  al  vanite 
In  refpe&e  of  the  jplaine  felicite 
That  is  in  heven  above,  and  at  the  laft 
There  he  was  flaine  his  loking  doun  he  caft. 

And  in  him  felfe  he  lough  right  at  the  wo 
Of  them  that  weptin  for  his  dethe  fo  faft, 
And  damphid  all  our  werkes,  that  foloweth  fo 
The  blinde  luft  whiche  that  ne  may  nat  laft, 
And  fhuldin  al  our  herte  on  hevin  caft  ; 
And  forthe  he  went,  Ihortily  for  to  tell, 
There  as  Mercury  fortid  him  to  dwel. 

Suche  fine  hath,  lo !  this  Troilus  for  love, 
Suche  fine  hath  all  his  grere  worthinefie, 
Suche  fine  hath  his  eftate  royal  above, 
Suche  fine  his  luft,  fuche  fine  hath  his  noblefTe, 
Suche  fine  hath  this  fllfe  workPiffbrotilnefie  !  > 
And  thus  began  his  loving  of  Crefeide 
As  I  have  tolde,  and  in  this  wife  he  deide. 

O  yong.e  and  frefhe  folkis,  he  or  ftie  ! 
In  whiche  tnat  love  up  growith  with  your  age, 
Repairith  home  from  worldely  vanite, 


)  And  of  your  hertes  up  caftith  the  vifage 
!  To  thilke  God  that  aftir  his  image 
You  made,  and  thinkith  al  n'is  but  a  faire, 
This  world  that  paflith  fpne,  as  flouris  faire  : 

And  lovith  him  the  whiche  that  right  for  love 
Upon  a  crofle,  our  foulis  for  to  bey, 
Firft  ftarfe  and  rofe,  and  fit  in  heven  above, 
For  he  n'il  falfin  no  wight,  dare  I  fey, 
That  wol  his  hert  al  wholly  on  him  ley; 
And  fens  he  beft  to  love  is  and  moft  meke 
What  nedith  fainid  lovis  for  to  feke  ? 

Lo  !  here  of  Painims  curfid  olde  rites  ! 
Lo  !  here  what  al  ther  goddis  maie  availe  ! 
Lo  !  here  this  wretchid  world'is  appetites  ! 
Lo  !  here  the  fine  and  guerdon  for  travaile 
Of  Jove,  Apollo,  Mars,  and  fuch  rafkaile  ! 
Lo  !  here  the  forme  of  olde  clerkis  fpeche 
In  poetrie,  if  ye  ther  bokis  feche ! 

O,  moral  Gower  !  this  Boke  I  dire&e 
To  the  and  to  the  philofophicall  Strode, 
To  vouchfafe  there  nede  is  for  to  correde 
Of  your  benignities  and  zelis  gode  ; 
And  to  the  fothfaft  Chrift,  that  ftarfe  on  rode, 
With  al  mine  hert  of  mercy  er  I  praie, 
And  to  the  Lorde  right  thus  I  fpeke  and  faie  : 

Thou  One,  and  Two,  and  Thre!  eterne  on  In 
That  raignift  aie  in  Thre,  and  Two,  and  One  ! 
Uncircumfcript,  and  all  maift  circumfcrive, 
From  vifible  and  invifible  fone  x 

Defende  us  in  thy  mercy  everichone  ! 
So  make  us,  Jefus,  to  thy  mercy  digne, 
For  love  of  maide  and  mpthir  thine  benignc  J 
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A  DOLY  fefon  till  a  carefull  dite 
Should  correfponde  and  be  equivalent ; 
Right  fo  it  was  whan  1  began  to  write 
This  tragedy,  the  weder  right  fervent, 
Whan  Aries  in  middis  of  the  Lent 
Showris  of  haile  gan  fro  the  north  difcende, 
That  fcantly  fro  the  cold  I  might  me  defende. 

Yet  iierthelefle  within  mine  orature 
I  ftode,  whan  Titan  had  his  bemis  bright 
Withdrawin  doun,  and  fcylid  undir  cure, 
And  faire  Venus  the  beaute  of  the  night, 
Upraife,  and  fette  unto  the  wefte  ful  right 
Her  goldin  face,  in  oppofitioun 
Of  god  Phoebus,  directe  difcending  doun. 

Throughout  the  glaffe  her  bemis  braft  fo  faire 
That  I  might  fe  on  every  fide  me  by, 
The  northrin  winde  hath  purified  the  aire, 
And  fliedde  his  mifty  cloudis  fro  the  flue, 
The  frofte  frefid,  the  blaftis  bittirly      . 
Fro  pole  Artike  came  whifking  loud  and  {hill, 
And  caufid  me  remove  ayenft  my  will : 

For  I  truflid  that  Venus,  LoVis  quene, 
To  whom  fomtime  I  hight  obedience, 
My  fadid  hert  of  love  fhe  would  make  grene, 
And  thereupon  with  humble  reverence 
I  thought  to  praie  her  hie  magnificence, 
JBut  for  grete  colde  as  than  I  lettid  was, 
And  in  my  chambre  to  the  fire  gan  pas. 

Though  love  be  hole,  yet  in  a  man  of  age 
It  kindlith  nat  fo  fone  as  in  youthed, 

*  The  Author  of  The  Teltament  o\  Crefeide,  which 
might  pafs  for  the  fixth  book  of  this  Itory,  I  have  been 
•Informed  by  Sir  James  firiflun  late  Earl  of  Kelly,  and  di- 
verfe  aged  fcholars  of  the  Si  ottilh  nation,  was  one  Mr. 
Robert  Henderfon,  chief  fchoolmalter  of  Dtimferlin,  a 
little  time  before  Chaucer  was  iirft  printed,  and  dedicated 
to  King  Henry  VIII.  by  Mr.  Thynne,  which  was  near  the 
end  of  his  reign.  Mr.  Henderfon  wittily  obferving  that 
£hduccr  in  his  fifth  book  had  related  the  death  of  Trei- 
lus,  but  made  no  mention  what  became  of  Crefeide,  lie 
learnedly  takes  upon  him,  in  a  fine  poetical  way,  to  ex- 
prefs  the  punilhment  and  end  due  to  a  lalfe  unconttant 
vrhore,  which  commonly  terminates  ia  cxtrcniu  nailery. 


Of  whom  the  blode  is  flowing  in  a  rage, 
And  in  the  oldethe  corage  dul  and  ded, 
Of  whiche  the  fire  outwarde  is  beft  remed  : 
To  helpe  by  phifike  wher  that  nature  failed: 
I  am  expeiie,  for  bothe  I  have  afiailed. 

I  made  the  fire  and  bekid  me  aboute, 
Than  toke  I  drinke  my  fpiiites  to  comforte, 
And  armid  me  wel  fro  the  colde  theroute ; 
To  cutte  the  wintir  night  and  make  it  fhortc 
I  toke  a  quere,  and  lefte  al  othir  fporte, 
Writin  by  worthy  Chaucer  glorious 
Of  faire  Crefeide  and  lufty  Troilus  : 

And  there  I  founde  aftir  that  Diomede 
Recevid  had  that  lady  bright  of  hewe 
How  Troilus  nere  out  of  his  witte  abrede, 
And  wept  full  fore,  with  vifage  pale  of  hew« 
For  which  wanhope  his  teris  gan  renewe 
While  Efperus  rejoyfid  him  againe  ; 
Thus  while  in  joie  he  lived  and  while  in  paine, 

Of  her  beheft  he  had  grete  comforting, 
Trufting  to  Troie  that  fhe  wold  make  retour, 
Whiche  he  defired  moft  of  al  erthly  thing, 
For  why  1  fhe  was  his  onely  paramour ; 
But  whan  he  fawe  paffid  both  day  and  houf 
Of  her  gaincome,  in  forowe  gan  oppreffe 
His  woful  herte  in  care  and  hevinefle. 

Of  his  diftrefle  me  nedith  nat  reherfe, 
For  worthy  Chaucer  in  that  fame  boke 
In  godely  termis  and  in  joly  verfe 
Compilid  hath  his  caris,  who  will  loke  i 
To  break  my  flepe  anothir  quere  I  toke, 
In  which  I  founde  the  fatal  deftiny 
Of  faire  Crefeide,  which  endid  wretchidly. 

Who  wote  if  all  that  Chaucer  wrate  was  trewe  I 
Nor  I  wote  nat  if  this  narracion 
Be  authorifed,  or  forgid  of  the  ncwe 
Of  fome  poe^e  by  his  invencion, 
Made  to  reporte  the  lamentacion 
And  wofull  ende  of  this  lufty  Crefeide, 
And  what  diftrefle  fhe  was  in  or  fhe  deidfc 
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Whan  Diornede  Tna.il  al  his  appetite 
And  more  fulfilled  of  this  faire  lady 
Upon  anothir  fette  was  his  delite, 
And  fende  to  her  a  libel  repudy, 
And  her  excluded  fro  his  company  ; 
Than  defolate  (he  walkid  up  and  doun, 
As  fome  men  faine  in  the  courfe  as  commune. 

O  faire  Crefeide  !   the  flour e  and  a  per  fe 
OfTroieand  Grece,  how  were  thou  fortunate 
To  chaunge  in  filthe  al  thy  feminite, 
And  be  with  flefhly  luft  fo  maculate, 
And  go  among  the  Grekes  erly  and  late 
So  giglotlike,  taking  thy  foule  plefaunce  ! 
1  have  pite  the  Ihould  fall  fuche  mifchaunce, 

Yet  nertheleffe,  what  er  men  deme  or  fay 
In  fcornfuH  langage  of  thy  brutilnefie, 
I  fhall  excufe  as  ferforth  as  I  may 
Thy  womanhed,  thy  wifedome,  and  fairnefle, 
The  which  Fortune  hath  put  to  fuche  diftrefie, 
As  her  plefid,  and  nothing  throughe  the  gilte 
Of  the  through  wickid  langage  to  be  fpilte 

This  faire  lady,  on  this  wife  deftitute 
Of  al  comforte  and  confolatioun, 
Right  prively,  without  felo'wfhip  or  refute, 
Difhevelid,  paflid  out  of  the  toun 
A  mile  or  two  unto  a  manfioun 
Bildid  ful  gale,  where  her  fathir  Calchas 
Which  than  among  the  Grekis  dwelling  was. 

Whan  her  he  faw  the  caufe  he  gan  enquire 
Of  her  coming  :  fhe  faid,  fighing  ful  fore, 
For  Diomede  had  gottin  his  defire 
He  woxe  wery,  and  would  of  me  no  more. 
Quod  Calchas,  Boughtir  wepe  thou  nat  therfore, 
Paravinture  al  comith  for  the  beft  : 
Welcome  ;  to  me  thou  art  ful  dere  a  geft. 

This  olde  Calchas,  aftir  the  lavre  was  tho, 
Was  kepir  of  the  temple  as  a  prefte 
In  whiche  Venus  and  her  fonne  Cupido 
Were  honourid,  and  his  chambre  was  neft, 
To  which  Crefeide  with  bale  enewed  in  breft 
Ufid  to  paffe,  her  prayirs  for  to  faic, 
While  at  the  laft  upon  a  foiempne  daie, 

As  cuftome  was,  the  peple  ferre  and  nere 
Before  the  none  unto  the  temple  went 
With  facrifice  devout  in  ther  manere ; 
But  flil  Crefeide,  hevy  in  her  intent, 
Into  the  church  would  nat  herfelf  prefent, 
For  giving-  of  the  peple1  any  deming 
Of  her  expulfe  fro  Diomede  the  King, 

But  paflid  into  a  fecrete  oratore, 
Where  fhe  might  wepe  her  wofull  deftiny; 
Behinde  her  backe  fhe  clofid  fail  the  dore, 
And  on  her  kneis  bare  fel  doun  in  hie  j 
Upon  Venus  and  Cupide  angirly 
She  cryid  put,  and  fayid  in  this  wife, 
Alas  that  er  I  made  you  facrifife  ! 

Ye  gave  me  ones  a  divine  refponfaile 
That  I  mould  be  the  floure  of  Jove  in  Troie ; 
Now  am  I  made  an  unworthy  outwaile, 
And  al  in  care  tranflatid  is  my  joie  : 
Who  fhal  me  gide  ?  who  fhal  me  now  convoie, 
Sithe  I  fro  Diomede  and  noble  Troilus 
£3x1  cleric  excluded,  abje#,  odious  t? 


O  falfe  Cupide  !  none  is  to  wite  but  thoa, 
And  the  mothir  of  Love,  that  blinde  goddacc  * 
Ye  caufed  me  undirftande  alwaie  and  trow 
The  fede  of  love  was  fowin  on  my  face, 
And  aie  grewe  grene  thorough  your  fople  grac 
But  now,  alas  !  that  fede  with  froft  is  flaine, 
And  I  fro  lovirs  lefte  and  all  forlaine. 

.  Whan  this  was  faid,  doun  in  an  extafy, 
Ravifhed  in  fpirite,  in  a  dreme  fhe  fel, 
And  by  apparaunce  herde  where  fhe  did  lie 
Cupide  the  King  tinging  a  filvir  bel, 
Which  men  might  here  fro  hevin  into  hel, 
At  whofe  founde  before  Cupido  aperes 
The  feven  planets  difcending  fro  the  fpheres, 

Whiche  hath  powir  of  al  thing  gene'rable, 
To  rule  and  ftere  by  their  gret  influence 
Wedir  and  winde,  and  courfe  variable  ; 
And  firft  of  al  Saturne  gave  his  fentence, 
Whiche  gave  to  Cupide  litil  reverence, 
But  as  a  boiftous  chorle  in  his  manere 
Came  crabbidly  with  auftrine  loke  and  chere. 

His  face  frounfid,  his  lere  was  like  the  lede, 
His  tethe  chattrid,  and  fhivered  with  the  chin, 
His  eyin  droupid,  whole  fonkin  in  his  hede, 
Out  at  his  nofe  the  mildrop  faft  gan  rin, 
With  lippis  blew,  and  chekis  lene  and  thin, 
The  ifeickils  that  fro  his  heer  doune  honge 
Was  wondir  grete,  and  as  a  fpere  as  longe  ; 

Attour  his  belte  his  liart  lockis  laie 
Feltrid  unfaire,  or  fret  with  froftis  hore, 
Hi*  garment  and  his  gite  ful  gay  of  graie, 
His  widrid  wede  fro  him  the  winde  out  wore,, 
A  bouftous  bowe  within  his  honde  he  bore, 
Undir  his  girdle'  a  fafhe  of  felone  flains 
Fedrid  with  ife  and  hedid  with  holftains. 

Than  Jupiter  right  faire  and  amiable, 
God  of  the  fterris  in  the  firmament, 
And  norice  to  al  thing  generable, 
Fro  his  fathir  Saturne  farre  different, 
With  burly  face,  and  browis  bright  and  brent, 
Upon  his  hed  a  garlonde  wondris  gaie 
Of  flouris  faire,  as  it  had  ben  v  Maie  ; 

His  voice  was  clere,  as  criftai  was  his  eien, 
As  goldin  wier  fo  glittring  was  his  here, 
His  garment  and  his  gite  ful  gaie  of  grene, 
With  goldin  liftis  gilte  on  every  gere, 
A  burly  brandy  about  his  middle'  he  here, 
And  in'  his  right  hand  he  had  a  groundin  fpere, 
Of  his  fathir  the  wrothe  fro  us  to  here. 

Next  aftir  him  came  Mars,  the  god  of  ire, 
Of  ftrife,  debate,  and  all  difcencioun, 
To  chide  and  fight  as  fierfe  as  any  fire, 
In  harde  harnefle  hewmonde  and  habergioun, 
And  on  his  haunch  a  roufty  fel  fauchoun, 
And  in  his  hande  he  had  a  roufty  fworde, 
Writhing  his  face,  with  many  angry  worde  ; 

Shaking  his  brande  before  Cupide  he  come, 
With  red  vifage  and  grifly  glowing  eien, 
And  at  his  mouth  a  blubbir  flode  of  fome, 
Like  to  a  bore  whetting  his  tufkis  kene, 
Right  tulfurelike,  but  temperaunce  in  tene, 
An  home  he  blewe  with  many  bouftous  brag 
Whichealthisworld-withwarrehiUlnr.adetowaJ 
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Than  faire  Phcebusjantcrne  and  lampe  of  light, 
Of  man  and  beft  both  frute  and  florifhing, 
Tendir  norice,  and  baniftiir  of  night., 
And  of  the  worlde  caufmg  by  his  moving 
And  influence  life  in  al  erthly  thing, 
Without  comforte  of  whom  of  force  to  nought 
Muft  go  dyin  all  that  this  world  hath  wrought. 

As  king  royall  he  rode  upon  a  chare, 
The  whiche  Phaeton  fomtime  gided  unright. 
The  brightneffe  of  his  face  whan  it  was  bai"e 
Non  might  beholde  for  perfing  of  his  fight, 
This  goldin  carte  with  firy  bemis  bright 
Fouie  yokid  ftedisful  different  of  hewe 
But  baite  or  tiring  through  the  fpheris  drew. 

The  firft  was  forde,  with  mane  as  red  as  rofe, 
Callid  Eoye  in  the  orient ; 
The  feconde  ftede  to  name  hight  Ethiofe, 
Whitely  and  pale,  and  fomdele  afcendent; 
The  third  Pyrois,  right  hote  and  fervent ; 
The  fourth  was  blak,  and  callid  Phlegone; 
Which  rollith  Phoebus  doun  into  the  fe. 

Venus  was  there  prefent,  that  goddcs  gay, 
Her  fonn'is  quarrel  to  defende,  and  make 
Her  owne  complaint,  cladde  in  a  nice  aray, 
The  one  halfe  grene,  th'  othir  halfe  fable  blake, 
White  heer  as  gold,  kembit  and  fhedc  abake, 
But  in  her  face  femid  grete  variaunce, 
Whiles  parfite  truth  and  whilis  inconflaunce. 

Undir  fmiling  fhe  was  diffimulate, 
Provocative  with  blinkis  amorous, 
And  fodainly  chaungid  and  alterate, 
Angry  as  any  ferpent  venomous, 
Right  pungitive  with  wordis  odious ; 
Thus  variaunt  fhe  was  who  lift  take  kepe, 
With  one  eye  laugh  and  with  the  othir  wepe, 

In  tokening  that  al  flefhely  paramour, 
Which  Venus  hath  in  rule  and  govirnaunce, 
Is  fometime  fwete,  fometime  bittir  and  four, 
Right  unftable,  and  ful  of  variaunce, 
Minglid  with  careful  joye  ajud  falfe  plefaunce, 
Now  hotte,  now  colde,  now  blith,  now  ful  of  wo, 
NOW  grene  as  lefe,  now  widrid  and  ago. 

With  boke  in  hand  than  come  Mercurious, 
Right  eloquent  and  ful  of  rethorie, 
With  polite  termis  and  delicious, 
With  penne  and  inke  to  reporte  al  redie, 
Setting  fongis  and  fmging  merily, 
His  hode  was  red  heclid  attour  his  croun, 
Like  til  apoete  of  the  olde  fafioun. 

Boxis  he  bare  with  fine  electuares 
I  ^And  fugrid  firopes  for  digeftion, 
j  Spicis  belonging  to  the  potiquarcs, 
!  With  many  wholfome  fwete  confedtion, 
|  Doclor  in  philike  cledde  in  fcarlct  goun, 
And  furrid  vvel,  as  fuche  one  ought  to  be, 
Honeft  and  gpde,  and  nat  a  worde  c.outh  lie. 

Next  after  him  come  Lady  Cynthia 
The  lafte  of  al,  and  fwiftift  in  her  fphere, 
Of  colour  blake,  buikid  with  hornis  twa, 
And  in  the  night  fhe  liftith  beft  t'  apere, 
Hawe  as  the  leed,  of  colour  nothing  clere, 
For  al  the  light  fhe  borrowcth  at  her  brother 
,  for  of  her  felfe  flic  hath  non  other. 


Her  gite  was  gray  and  ful  of  fpottis  blake, 
And  on  her  breft  a  chorle  paintid  ful  even, 
Bering  a  bufhe  of  thornis  on  his  bake, 
Whiche  for  his  theft  might  clime  no  ner  the  heven. 
Thus  when  thei  gadrid  were  the  goddis  feven 
VIercurius  thei  chofed  with  one  affent 
To  be  fore-fpekir  in  the  parliment. 

Who  had  ben  there  and  hking  for  to  here 
His  faconde  tonge  and  termis  exquifite, 
Of  retlwrike  the  practike  he  might  lere, 
fn  brefe  fermon  a  preignant  fentence  write, 
Before  Cupide,  valing  his  cappe  a  lite, 
Speris  the  caufe  of  that  vocacioun, 
And  he  anon  fhewde  his  entencioun. 

Lo,  quod  Cupide,  who  \volblafphemc  the  name 
Of  his  owne  god  either  in  worde  or  dede 
To  al  goddis  he  doeth  bothe  loffc  and  fhame, 
And  fhould  have  bittir  painis  to  his  mede ; 

faie  this  by  yondir  wretche  Crefeide, 
The  whiche  through  me  was  fomtime  flour  of  love; 
Me'  and  my  mothir  fhe  {lately  can  reprove, 

Saying  of  her  gret  infelicite 
I  was  the  caufe,  and  my  mothir  Venus 
She  called  a  b'linde  goddes  and  might  nat  fe, 
With  fclaundir  and  defame  injurious  ; 
Thus  her  living  unclene  and  lechirous 
She  would  retorte  on  me  and  my  mother, 
To  whom  I  fhewde  my  grace  above  al  other. 

And  fithe  ye  are  al  levin  deficate 
Participant  of  divine  fapiehce,          ^iv.*  ,' 
This  gret  injury  done  to'  our  high  eftate 
Me  thinke  with  paine  we  fhuld  make  recompencc  j 
Was  ner  to  goddis  done  fuche  violence  ; 
As  wel  for  you  as  for  my  felfe  I  faic, 
Therfore  go  help  to  revenge  I  you  praie. 

Mercurius  to  Cupide  gave  anfwere, 
And  faid,  Sir  King,  my  counfaile  is  that  ye 
Referre  you  to  the  hyift  planet  here, 
And  take  to  him  the  lowift  of  degre, 
The  paine  of  Crefeide  for  to  modifie, 
As  God  Saturne  with  him  take  Cynthia. 
I  am  content  (quod  he)  to  take  thei  twa. 

Than  thus  procedid  Saturne  and  the  Mont, 
Whan  thei  the  matir  ripely  had  digeft, 
For  the  difpite  to  Cupide  that  fhe'  had  donc^ 
And  to  Venus  opin  and  manifeft, 
In  al  her  life  with  pain  to  be  opreft, 
And  turment  fore,  with  fikeneffe  incurable, 
And  to  al  lovirs  be  abhominable. 

This  doleful  fentence  Saturne  toke  in  handc, 
And  paffid  doun  where  careful  Crefeide  laic, 
And  on  her  bed  he  laide  a  frofty  wande, 
Than  laufully  on  this  wife  gan  he  faie ; 
Thy  grete  fairneffe  and  al  thy  beauty  gaie, 
Thy  wanton  blode,  and  eke  thy  goldin  here, 
Here  I  exclude  fro  the  for  evirmere  : 

I  chaunge  thy  mirthe  into  melancoly, 
Whiche  is  the  mothir  of  al  penfivenefie, 
Thy  moiftir  and  thy  hete  to  colde  and  dry, 
Thine  infolence,  thy  plaie  and  wantonneffe, 
To  grete  difefe,  thy  pompe  and  thy  richeffc 
Into  mortal  nede  and  grete  penurie ; 
Thou  fuffrc  fhalt,  and  as  a  beggir  di§« 
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O  cruil  Satlirne  !  froward  and  angrie, 
Harde  is  thy  dome  and'to  malicious, 
Of  faire  Crefeide  why  haft  thou  no  mercie, 
Whiche  was  fo  fwete,  gentill,  and  amorous  ? 
Withdrawe  thy  fentence  and  be  gracious, 
As  you  were  ner,  fo  fhewith  through  thy  dede 
A  wrekeful  fentence  givin  on  Crefeide. 

Than  Cynthia,  whan  Saturne  paft  awaie, 
Out  of  her  fete  difcendid  doune  blive, 
And  red  a  bill  on  Crefeide  where  fhe  laie, 
Containing  this  fentence  diffinitive, 
Pro  hele  of  body  here  I  the  deprive, 
And  to  thy  fikenefie  fhal  be  no  recure, 
But  in  dolour  thy  dayis  to  endure ; 

Thy  criftal  eyen  mengid  with  blode  I  make, 
Thy  voice  fo  clere  unplefaunt  here  and  hace, 
Thy  luftie  iere  orfpred  with  fpottis  blake, 
And  lumpis  hawe  appering  in  thy  face, 
Where  thou  comift  eche  man  fiiall  flie  the  place ; 
Thus  {halt  thou  go  begging  fro  hous  to  hous 
With  cuppe  and  clappir,  like  a  Lazarous. 

This  dolie  dreme,  this  ugly  vifioun, 
Brought  till  an  ende,  Crefeide  fro  it  awoke, 
And  all  that  courte  and  convocacioun 
Vanifhed  awaie  ;  than  rofe  {he  up  and  toke 
A  polifhed  glafle,  and  her  fhadowe  couth  loke, 
And  whan  fhe  fawe'  her  vifage  fo  deformate 
If  fee  in  herte  were  wo  I  n'ote,  God  wate. 

Weping  ful  fore,  Lo !  what  it  is  (quod  fhe) 
With  froward  langage  for  to  move  and  flere 
Our  crabbid  goddes !  and  fo'  is  fene  on  me ; 
My  blafpheming  now  have  I  bought  ful  dere, 
All  yerthly  joie  and  mirthe  I  fet  are/e ; 
Alas  this  daie,  alas  this  woful  tide, 
Whan  I  began  with  my  goddis  to  chide  ! 

By  this  was  faied  a  childe  came  fro  the  hal 
To  warne  Crefeide  the  fuppir  was  redie, 
JFirft  knockid  at  the  dore,  and  eft  couth  call, 
JKladame,  your  fathir  biddith  you  cum  in  hie, 
He  hath  marveile  fo  long  on  grofe  ye  lie, 
And  faith  your  bedis  beth  to  long  fomdele, 
The  goddis  wote  all  your  entent  full  wele. 

Quod  fhe,  Faire  child,  go  to  my  fathir  dere, 
And  praie  him  come  to  fpeke  with  me  anon  ; 
And  fo  he  did,  and  faied,  Doughtir,  what  chere  ? 
Alas !  (quod  fhe)  fathir,  my  mirthe  is  gone: 
How  fo  ?  (quod  he)  and  fhe  gan  all  expone 
As  I  have  told,  the  vengeaunce  and  the  wrake 
For  her  trefpas  Cupide  on  her  couth  take. 

He  lokid  on  her  ugly  lepir's  face, 
The  whiche  before  was  white  as  lily  flour. 
Wringing  his  handes  oftimis  faied  Alace 
That  he  had  lived  to  fe  that  wofull  hour  ! 
For  he  knewe  well  that  there  was  no  focour 
To  her  fiknefle,  and  that  doublid  his  pain  : 
Thus  was  there  care  inow  betwixt  'hem  twain. 

Whan  thei  togidir  mournid  had  full  lang, 
Quod  Crefeide,  Fathir,  I  would  nat  be  kende, 
Therfore  in  fecrete  wife  ye  let  me  gange 
To  yon  hofpitall  at  the  toun'is  ende, 
And  thidir  fome  mete  for  charite  me  fende 
To  live  upon,  for  all  mirth  in  this  yerth 
fa  fro  me  gone,  foche  is  my  wickid  werth. 


Whan  in  a  mantill  and  a  bevir  haf , 
With  cuppe  and  clappir,  wondir  privily 
He'  opened  a  fecrete  gate,  and  out  therat 
Conveyid  her  that  no  man  fhould  efpie, 
There  to  a  village  halfe  a  mile  therebie 
Delivered  her  in  at  the  fpittill  hous, 
And  daily  fente  her  part  of  his  almous. 

Sum  knew  her  well,  and  fum  had  no  know] 
Of  her,  bicaufe  fhe  was  fo  deformate, 
With  bilis  blake  orfpred  in  her  vifage, 
And.  her  faire  colour  fadid  and  alt'erate  ; 
Yet  thei  prefumid  for  her  hie  regrate 
And  Hill  mourning  fhe  was  of  noble  kin, 
With  bittir  will  there  thei  tokin  her  in. 

The  daie  paffid,  and  Phoebus  went  to  reft, 
The  cloudis  blake  orwhelid  all  the  flue, 
God.  wote  if  Crefeide  were  a  forowfull  geft, 
Seing  that  uncouth  fare  and  herborie  ; 
But  mete  or  drinke  fhe  dreflid  her  to  lie 
In  a  darke  cornir  of  the  hous  alone, 
And  on  this  wife  weping  fhe  made  her  mone. 
Here  foloiu'ctb  the  complaint  of  Crefcide* 

O  foppe  of  forowe  fonkin  into  care  ! 
O  caitife  Crefeide  now  and  evirmare  ! 
Gon  is  thy  joie  and  al  thy  mirthe  in  yerth ; 
Of  all  blithnefle  now  art  thou  blake  and  bare; 
There  is  no  falve  that  helpin  maie  thy  fare; 
Fell  is  thy  fortune,  wickid  is  thy  werthe, 
Thy  bliffe  is  banifhed,  and  thy  bale  unberde  ; 
Undir  the  grete  God  if  I  gravin  ware 
Wher  men  of  Grece  ne  yet  of  Troie  might 

Where  is  thy  chambir  wantonly  befene, 
With  burly  bed  andblankits  broudidbene, 
Spicis  and  wine  to  thy  colatioun, 
The  cuppisall  of  gold  and  filver  ihene, 
Thy  fwete  metis  fervid  in  platis  clene, 
With  favere  fauce  of  a  gode  fafhioun, 
Thy  gaie  garmentes  with  many  godely  goun, 
Thy  plefaunt  laune  pinnid  with  goldin  pene  ? 
All  is  arere  thy  grete  roiall  renoun. 

Where  is  thy  gardein  with  thy  Grecis  gaie, 
And  frefhe  flourisj  which  the  queue  Floraic 
Hgd  paintid  plefauntly  in  every  paine, 
Where  thou  were  wont  full  merily  in  Maie 
To  walke,  and  take  the  dewe  by  it  was  dale, 
And  here  the  merle  and  mavife  many  one, 
With  ladies  faire  in  carolling  to  gone, 
And  fe  ther  roiall  renkis  in  ther  raie  ? 

This  lepir  loge  take  for  thy  godely  boure, 
And  for  thy  bed  take  now  a  bounche  of  lira, 
For  wailid  wine  and  metis  thou  had  tho 
Take  moulid  bred,  pirate  and  fidir  foure, 
But  cuppe  and  clappir  is  all  now  ago. 

My  clere  voice  and  my  courtly  carolling 
Is  ranke  as  roke,  full  hidous  here  and  bace, 
Deformid  is  the  figure  of  my  face, 
To  loke  on  it  no  peple  hath  liking, 
So  fped  in  fight,  I  faie  with  fore  fighing 
Lying  tmong  the  lepir  folke,  Alas ! 

O  ladies  faire  of  Troie  and  Grece  !  attends 
My  freile  fortune,  nine  infelicite, 
My  grete  mifchefe  which  no  man  can  arnen^, 
And  ia  your  mindc  a  mirrouf  mukq  of.mc, 
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As  I  am  now  paravinture  that  ye, 
For  al  your  might,  may  come  to  the  fame  ende 
Or  ellis  worfe,  if  any  worfe  maie  be  ; 
Beware  therefore,  approchith  nere  your  ende. 
Nought  is  your  fairneffe  but  a  fading  floure, 

Jought  is  your  famous  laude  and  hie  honour 
But  winde  inflate  in  othir  mennis  eres, 
Your  rofing  redde  to  roting  fhall  retoure, 
Exemple  make  of  me  in  your  memoure, 
Which  of  foche  thingis  wofull  witnes  beres, 
Al  welth  in  yerth  as  wind  awaie  it  wercs  ; 
(Beware  therfore,  approchith  nere  your  hour. 
.  Thus  chiding  with  her  drerie  deftine 
Weping  fhe  \voke  the  night  fro  ende  to  ende  : 
But  all  in  vain  ;  her  dole,  her  carefull  crie, 
Might  not  remede,  ne  yet  her  mourning  mend  ; 
A  lepir  ladie  rofe  and  to  her  wende, 
And  faied,  Why  fpurnift  thou  again  the  wall 
To  fle  thy  felf,  and  mende  nothing  at  all  ? 

Sith  that  thy  weping  but  doublith  thy  wo, 

counfaile  the  make  vertue  of  a  nede, 
Go  lerne  to  clappe  thy  clappir  to  and  fro, 
And  lerne  aftir  the  lawe  of  lepers  lede. 
There  was  no  bote,  but  forthwith  than  fhe  yede 
jFro  place  to  place,  while  cold  and  hungir  fare 
Dompellid  her  to  be  a  ranke  beggore. 

That  fame  time  of  Troie  the  garnifoun, 
'  Whiche  had  the  cheftain  worthy  Troilus 
Through  jeoperdy  of  warre  had  firikin  doun 
iCnightis  of  Grece  in  nombir  marveilous, 
iVith  grette  triumphe  and  laude  victorious 
Again  ta  Troie  right  roially  thei  rode 
The  waie  wher  Crefeide  with  the  lepir  ftode. 
;  [   Seiug  that  companie  come  with  o  fheven 
tThei  gave  a  crie,  and  ihoke  cuppis,  Gode  fpede, 
Worthie  lordis  !  for  Godd'is  love  of  heven 
To  us  lepirs  part  of  your  almofe  dede  ! 
Than  to  her  crie  noble  Troilus  toke  hede, 
Having  pite,  nere  by  the  place  gan  pas 
iWhere  Crefeide  fat,  nat  weting  what  flie  was. 

Than  upon  him  fhe  keft  up  bothe  her  eyen, 
told  with  a  blinke  it  come  intill  his  thought 
That  he  fomtime  her  face  before  had  fein, 
3ut  fhe  was  in  foche  plight  he  knew  her  nought, 
iTet  than  her  loke  into  his  minde  he  brought, 
The  fwete  vifage  and  amorous  bknking 
3f  faire  Crefeide,  fomtime  his  own  derling. 

No  wondir  was  fuppofe  in  mind  that  he 
Poke  her  figure  fo  fone ;  and  lo  !  now  why 
The'  idea  of  a  thing  in  cafe  maie  be 
io  depe  enprintid  in  the  fantafie 
That  it  deludith  the  wittes  outwardly, 
A.nd  fo  appereth  in  forme  and  like  eftate 
IVithin  the  minde  as  it  was  figurate. 

A  fparke  of  love  than  til  his  hert  couth  fpring, 
A.nd  kindilid  his  body  in  a  fire 
With  hote  fevir,  in  fwette,  and  trembiling      ' 
iim  toke,  while  he  was  redie  to  exfpire; 
To  here  his  fhilde  hisbreft  begon  to  tire, 
Within  a  while  he  chaungid  many'  a  hewe, 
&nd  ncrthelesnat  one  anothir  knewe. 

For  knightly  pite  and  mcmoriell 
Of  faire  Crefeide  a  girdill  gan  he  take, 
fVpurfe  of  golde,  and  many'  a  gale  jewel], 


And  in  the  fkirte  of  Crefeide  doun  gan  fhake, 
Than  rode  awaie,  and  nat  a  worde  he  fpake, 
Penfife  in  herte,  while  he  came  to  the  toune , 
And  for  grete  care  oft  fith  almofle  fell  doune. 

The  lepre  folke  to  Crefeide  then  couth  draw, 
To  fe  the  equall  diftribucioun 
Of  the  almofe;  but  whan  the  golde  they  fawc 
Eche  one  to  othir  privily  gan  roun, 
And  faied,  Yon  lorde  hath  more  aife&ioun, 
Hower  it  be,  unto  yon  Lazarous 
Than  to  us- all,  we  knewe  by  his  almous. 

What  lorde  is  yon,  (quod  flie)  have  ye  no  Fclc, 
That  doeth  to  us  fo  grete  humanite  ? 
Yes,  quod  a  lepre  man,  I  knowe  him  wele, 
Troilus  it  is,  a  knight  gentle  and  ire. 
Whan  Crefeide  undirftode  that  it  was  he 
Stiffir  than  ftele  there  fterte  a  bittir  flound 
Throughout  her  hert,  and  fill  doune  to  the  ground. 

Whan  fhe,  orcome  with  fighing  fore  and  fad, 
With  many'  a  carefull  crie  and  cold  atone, 
Now  is  ray  breft  with  ftormie  ftoundis  ftad, 
Wrappid  in  wo,  oh  wretchfull  will  of  one ! 
Than  fell  in  fwotin  ful  oft  or  fhe  would  fone, 
And  evir  in  her  fwouning  cried  fhe  thus, 

0  falfe  Crefeide,  and  true  knight  Troilus! 
Thy  lo.ve,  thy  laude,  and  all  thy  gentilneffe, 

1  comptid  fmall  in  my  profperlte, 
So  efflatid  I  was  in  wantonneffe, 

And  clambe  upon  the  fickle  whele  fo  hie, 
All  faithe  and  love  I  promittid  to  the 
Was  in  thy  felf  fikill  and  furious  ; 
O  falfe  Crefeide,  and  true  knight  Troilus ! 

For  love  of  me  thou  kept  thy  countinaunce 
Honeft  and  chaft  in  converfacion ; 
Of  all  women  protectour  and  defence 
Thou  were,  and  helpid  ther  opinion  : 
My  minde  on  flefhly  foule  affedtion 
Was  enclinid  to  luftis  lecherous; 
Fie,  falfe  Crefeide  !  o  true  knight  Troilus! 

Lovirs,  beware,  and  take  gode  hede  about 
Whom  that  ye  love,  for  whan  ye  fuffre  pain 
[  let  you  wit  there  is  right  fewe  throughout 
Whom  ye  maie  truft  to  have  true  love  again; 
Prove  whan  you  woll,  your  labour  is  in  vain; 
Therfore  I  rede  ye  take  them  as  ye  finde, 
For  thei  are  fad  as  wedircocke  in  winde 

Bicaufe  I  knowe  the  grete  unftableneffe, 
Brittle  as  glaffe,  unto  my  felfe  I  faie, 
Trufting  in  othir  as  grete  brutilneffe, 
As  inconftaunt,  and  as  untrue  of  faie; 
Though  fome  be  true  I  wot  right  few  ar  thei : 
Who  findith  truthe  let  him  his  lady  rufe ; 
None  but  my  felf  as  now  I  woll  accufe. 

Whan  this  was  faid,  with  papir  fhe  fat  doun, 
And  in  this  manir  made  her  Teftamentj 
fiere  I  bequeth  my  corfe  and  carioun 
With  wormis  and  with  todis  to  be  rent, 
Vly  cuppe,  my  clappir,  and  mine  ornament, 
And  all  my  gold,  thefe  lepre  folke  fhall  have, 
Whan  I  am  dedde  to  burie  me  in  grave. 

This  roiall  ring,  fet  with  this  rubie  redde, 
Whiche  Troilus  in  dowrie.  to  me  fende, 
To  him  again  \  leve  it  wljan  I  am  dcdde, 
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To  malce  my  careful  dcth  unto  him  kendc  . 
Thus  I  conclude  fhortly  and  make  an  ende; 
My  fp'rit  I  leve  to  Diare,  where  fhe  dwelles^ 
To  walke  with  her  in  waft  wodis  and  welles. 

O  Diomede  !  thou  haft  bothe  broche  and  belte 
Whiche  Troilus  gave  me  in  tokining 
Of  his  true  love  ;  and  with  that  worde  fhe  fwelt. 
And  fone  a  kpirman  toks  off  the  ring, 
Thau  buried  her  withoutin  tarying; 
To  Troiius  forthwith  the  ring  he  hare, 
And  of  Crefeide  the  dcth  he  gan  declare. 

Whan  he  had  herd  her  grete  infirmite, 
Her  legacie,  and  lamentacioun, 
And  how  fhe  endid  in  fuch  poverte, 
He  fwelte  for  wo,  and  fell  doune  in  a  fwoun, 
1'pr  loiowe  his  herte  to  braf&  wasboun, 


Sighing  full  f.idly  faied  I  can  no  morr, 
She  was  untrue,  and  wo  is  me  therfore. 

Some  faith  he  made  a  tombe  of  marble  grai 
And  wrote  her  name  and  fuperfcripcioun,    - 
And  laid  it  on  her  grave  whereas  ftie  laie, 
la  golden  iettirs,  conteining  this  reloun  ; 
Lo  !  faire  ladies,  Crefeide  of  Troie  toun, 
Somtime  comptid  the  floure  of  womanhed, 
Undir  this  ftone,  late  lepir,  lyith  dedde  ! 

Now  worthy  women,  in  this  baladc  fhort^ 
Made  for  your  worfliip  and  inftruclion, 
Of  charite  I  rnonilhe  and  exhorte, 
Minge  nat  your  love  with  falfe  difcepcion, 
Bere  in  your  mir.de  this  fore  conclufi(iu 
Of  faire  Crefeide  as  I  have  faied  before  ; 
Sith  ihe  is  dedde  1  fpeke  of  her  no  more. 
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A  THOUSAND  timis  I  have  herd  men  tell 

That  there  is  joie  in  heven  and  pain  in  hell,     , 

And  I  acord  it  wele  that  it  is  fo, 

But  natheleffe  yet  wot  I  wele  alfo 

That  there  n'is  non  dwelling  in  this  countre 

That  eithir  hath  in  heven  or  hell  ibe, 

Ne  mate  of  it  none  othir  waies  wittin 

But  as  he  herd  faied  or  found  it  writtift, 

For  by  affaie  there  maie  no  man  it  preve. 

But  God  forbede  but  that  men  ihuldin  leve 
Well  more  thing  than  thei  han  feen  with  eye  ! 
(Men  fhall  nat  wenin  every  thing  a  lie 
But  if  himfelf  it  feeth  or  els  it  doeth, 
[For  God  wote  thing  is  nevir  the  lefie  foth 
!  Though  every  wight  ne  maie  it  not  ife. 

Bernarde  the  monke  ne  faugh  not  all  parde. 
Than  mote  we  to  bokis  that  we  finde, 
(Through  which  the  oldc  thingis  ben  in  minde) 
And  to  the  doctrine  of  thefe  old-  wife, 
Yeve  credence  in  eveYy  ikilfull  wife, 
That  tellin  of  thefe  old  apprevid  (lories 
Of  holines,  of  feignis,  of  victories, 
I  Of  love,  of  hate,  and  othir  fondrie  thinges, 
Of  whiche  I  maie  not  makin  rehsrfinges ; 
And  if  that  old.-  bokis  were  awaie 
I  lorne  were  of  all  remembraunce  the  kaie. 

Well  ought  us  than  honourin  and  beleve 
Tl.-.'fe  bokis  there  we  han  none  othir  preve. 

And  as  for  me,  though  that  I  can  but  lite, 
On  bokis  for  to  rede  I  me  delite, 
And  to  'hem  yeve  I  faithe  and  ful  credence, 
And  in  mine  herte  have  'hem  in  reverence 
So  hertily,  that  there  is  game  none 
That  fro  my  bokis  makith  me  to  gone, 
But  it  be  feldome,  on  the  holie  daie, 
Save  certainly  whan  that  the  month  of  Maie 
Is  comin,  and  I  here  the  foulis  fing, 
And  that  the  flouris  ginnin  for  to  fpring, 


*  Some  ladies  in  the  court  took  offence  at  Chaucer's 
larpe  i'pecches  againit  the  untruth  ot  women,  therefore  the 
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Farewell  my  boke  and  my  devocion. 

Now  have  I  than  eke  this  condicion, 
That  above  all  the  flouris  in  the  mede 
Than  love  I  mofte  thefe  flouris  white  and  rede, 
Soche  that  men  callin  Daifies  in  our  toun; 
To  them  have  I  fo  grete  affe&ioun, 
As  I  faied  erft,  whan  comin  is  the  Maie, 
That  in  my  bedde  there  dawith  toe  no  daie 
That  I  n'am  up  and  walking  in  the  mede 
To  fene  this  floure  ayenft  the  funne  fpredc 
Whan  it  uprifith  erly  by  the  morowe  ; 
That  blrtfull  fight  foftinith  all  my  forowe  ; 
So  glad  am  I  when  that  I  have  prefence 
Of  it  to  doin  it  all  reverence, 
As  fhe  that  is  of  all  flouris  the  floure, 
Fulfillid  of  all  vertue  and  honoure, 
And  evir  ilike  faire  and  frefhe  of  hew«    V'  an 
As  wel  in  wintir  as  in  fummir  newe; 
This  love  1  evre',  and  fhall  until  I  die, 
All  fwere  I  not  of  this,  I  woll  nat  lie. 

There  lovid  no  wight  hottir  in  his  life ; 
And  whan  that  it  is  eve  I  renn-j  blithe, 
As  forte  as  evir  the  funne  ginnith  weft, 
To  fene  this  floure  how  it  woll  go  to  reft  ; 
For  fere  of  night,  fo  hatith  {he  derknefle, 
Her  chere  is  plainly  fpred  in  the  brightuelTc 
Of  the  funne,  for  there  it  woll  unclofe  : 
Alas  that  I  ne*  had  Englifhe,  rime,  or  profe, 
Suffifaunt  this  floure  to  praife  aright  ! 
But  helpith  ye  that  han  conning  and  might, 
Ye  lovir?,  that  can  make  of  fentiment ;  I 

In  this  cafe  ought  ye  to  be  diligent 
To  forthrin  me  fomwhat  in  my  labour, 
Whether  ye  ben  with  the  Lefe  or  the  Floufj 
For  well  I  wote  that  ye  han  here  beforne 
Of  making  ropen  and  lad  awaie  the  corne, 
And  I  come  aftir  glening  here  and  there, 
And  am  full  glad  if  I  maie  findc  an  ere 
Of  any  godely  worde  that  ye  han  lefte ; 
And  though  it  happe  me  to  reherfin  eft 
That  ye  han  in  your  frefhe  fongis  faied 
Forbcrith  me,  and  beth  not  ill  apaied, 
Sith  that  ye  fe  I  doe  it  in  the*  honour 
Of  Love,  and  eke  in  fervice  of  the  flour, 
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Whom  that  I  ferve  as  I  have  wit  or  might ; 

She  is  the  clerenefTe  and  the  very  light 

That  in  this  derke  world  me  windith  and  ledeth ; 

Th-  hert  within  my  wofull  breft  you  dredeth 

Arid  loveth  fo  fore,  that  ye  ben  verily 

The  maiftris  of  my  wit  and  nothing  I ; 

My  worde,  my  workes,  is  knit  fo  in  your  bonde, 

That  as  an  harpe  obeyith  to  the  honde, 

And  makith  foune  aftir  his  fingiring, 

Right  fo  mowe  ye  out  of  mine  herte  bring 

Soch  voice  right  as  you  lift  to  laugh  or  pain ; 

Be  ye  my  guide  andladie  foverain  : 

As  to  mine  yerthly  god  to  you  I  call 

Bothe  in  this  werke  and  my  forowis  all. 

But  wherfore  that  I  fpake  to  yeve  c  edence 

To  old  ftories,  and  doen  'hem  reverence, 

And  that  men  muftin  more  thing  bileve 

Than  men  may  fene  at  eye  or  ellis  preve, 

Tli  at  fliall  I  fein  whan  that  I  fe  my  time ; 

I  mate  not  all  at  onis  fpeke  in  rime  ; 

My  bufie  ghoft,  that  thurftith  alwaie  newe 

To  fene  this  flour  fo  yong,  fo  frefhe  of  hewe, 

Conftrainid  me  with  fo  gredie  defire 

That  in  mine  herte  I  felin  yet  the  fire 

That  made  me  to  rife  er  it  were  daie, 

And  this  was  now  the  firft  morowe  of  Maie, 

With  dredfull  herte  and  glad  devocion 

For  to  ben  at  the  refurre&ion 

Of  this  floure,  whan  that  it  fhould  unclofe 

Again  the  funne,  that  rofe  as  redde  as  rofe, 

That  in  the  breft  was  of  the  beft  that  daie 

That  Agenor'is  doughtir  ladde  awaie  ; 

And  doune  on  knees  anon  right  I  me  fette, 

And  as  I  could  this  frefhe  floure  I  grette, 

Kneling  alwaie  till  it  unclofid  was 

Upon  th,c  fmall,  and  foft,  and  fvvete  gras, 

That  was  with  flouris  fwete  embroudid  al, 

Of  foche  fwetneffe  and  foche  odour  oer  all 

That  for  to  fpekin  of  gomme,  herbe,  or  tre, 

Companion  maie  none  imakid  be, 

For  it  furmountith  plainly  all  odoures, 

And  of  riche  beaute  the  moft  gaye  of  floures. 

Forgottin  had  the  yerth  his  pore  eftate 

Of  wintir,  that  him  nakid  made  and  mate, 

And  with  his  fworde  of  colde  fo  fore  greved ; 

Now  hath  the'  atempre  fonne  al  that  releved 

That  nakid  was,  and  clad  it  newe  again  ; 

The  fmalle  foulis,  of  the  fefon  fain, 

That  of  the  panter  and  the  net  ben  fcaped, 

Upon  the  foulir  that  'hem  made  awhaped 

In  wintir,  and  deftroyid  had  ther  brode, 

In  his  difpite  them  thought  it  did  'hem  gode 

To  fing  of  him,  and  in  ther  fong  difpife 

The  foul.}  chorle  that  for  his  covitife 

Had  'hem  betrayid  with  his  fophiftrie  : 

This  was  ther  fong ;  The  foulir  we  defie, 

And  all  his  crafte  :  and  fomc  yfongin  clere 

JLayis  of  love,  that  joie  it  was  to  here, 

In  worfhipping  and  praifing  of  her  make, 

And  for  the  newe  blisfull  fomir's  fake; 

Upon  the  braunchis  full  of  blofmis  foft 

In  ther  delite  thei  tournid  'hem  full  oft, 

And  fongin,  Blifild  be  Saincl  Valentine ! 

Fpr  on  his  daie  I  chefe  you  to  be  mine,, 


Withoutin  repenting,  mine  herte  fwete  ! 

And  therwithall  their  beckis  gonnin  mete, 

Yelding  honour  and  humble  obeifaunce 

To  Love,  and  didden  ther  othir  obfervaunce 

That  longith  unto  love  and  to  nature ; 

Conftrewe  that  as  you  lift;   I  doe  no  cure  : 

And  tho  that  had  doin  unkindenefle, 

As  doeth  the  tidife  for  newefangelnefie, 

Befoughtin  mercie  of  ther  trefpafing, 

And  humilly  fongin  ther  repenting, 

And  fworin  on  the  blofmis  to  be  true, 

So  that  ther  makis  would  upon  'hem  rue  : 

And  at  the  laft  thei  madin  ther  acorde, 

All  found  thei  Daungir  for  the  time  a  lorde, 

Yet  Pite  thorough  his  ftrong  gentill  might 

Fqryave,  and  madl  mercy  paflin  right 

Through  Innocence  and  rulid  Curtefie  ; 

But  I  ne  clepe  nat  innocence  folie, 

Ne  falfe  pite,  for  vertue  is  the  mene, 

As  Ethickefaieth,"in  foche  manir  I  mene  : 

And  thus  thefe  foulis,  voide  of  all  malice, 

Accoretidin  to  love,  and  laftin  vice 

Of  hate,  and  fongin  all  of  one  acorde, 

Welcome  S<  mmir,  our  governour  and  lorde  I 

And  Zeph.rusand  Flora gentilly 

Yave  to  the  flouris  foft  and  tendirly 

Ther  fote  breth,  and  made  'hem  for  to  fpredej 

As  god  and  goddefle  of  the  flourie  mede, 

In  whiche  me  thought  I  might  daie  by  daie 

Dwellin  alwaie  the  joly  monthe  of  Maie 

Withoutin  flepe,  withoutin  mete  or  drinke  : 

Adoune  full  foftily  I  gan  to  finke^ 

And  lening  on  my  elbowe  and  my  fide 

The  longe  daie  I  fhope  me  for  to'  abide, 

For  nothing  ellis,  and  I  fhall  nat  lie, 

But  for  to  lokin  upon  the  Daifie, 

That  well  by  refon  men  it  calle  maie 

The  Daifie,  or  els  the  eye  of  the  daie, 

The  emprife,  and  the  floure  of  flouris  all : 

I  praie  to  God  that  faire  mote  fhe  fall, 

And  all  that  lovin  flouris  for  her  fa'^e  ! 

But  nathelefie  ne  wene  nat  that  I  make 

In  praifin  of  the  Floure  again  the  Lefe 

No  more  than  of  the  corne  again  the  fhefe, 

For  as  to  me  n'is  levir  none  ne  lother ; 

I  n'am  witholdin  yet  with  neithir  nother, 

Ne'  I  n'ot  who  fervith  Lefe  ne  who  the  Floures 

Well  broukin  thei  ther  fervice  or  laboure ; 

For  this  thing  is  all  of  anothir  tonne, 

Of  old  ftorie,  er  foche  thing  was  bcgonne. 

Whan  that  the  funne  out  of  the  fouth  gan  weft, 

And  that  this  floure  gan  clofe  and  gon  to  reft, 

For  derknes  of  the  night  the  whiche  fhe  drede, 

Home  to  mine  houfe  full  fwiftly  I  me  fpede 

To  gone  to  reft,  and  erly  for  to  rife 

To  fene  this  floure  to  fprede  as  I  devife; 

And  in  a  little 'herbir  that  I  have, 

That  benchid  was  of  turvis  frefh  igrave, 

I  bad  men  fhouldin  me  my  couche  mak^ ; 

For  deinte  of  the  newe  fommir's  fake 

I  bad  'hem  ftrawin  flouris  on  my  bedde  : 

Whan  1  was  laied  and  had  mine  eyin  hedde- 

I  fell  aflepe,  and  flept  an  houre  or  two,         * 

Me  met  how  I  laie  in  the  midowe  tho 
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To  fcne  this  floure  that  I  love  fo  and  drede, 

And  from  aferre  came  walking  in  the  medc 

The  god  of  LoVe,  and  in  his  handc  a  queue, 

And  ihe  was  clad  in  roiall  habite  grene, 

A  fret  of  golde  {he  had  next  her  here, 

And  upon  that  a  white  coroune  (he  here 

With  flourounis  fmall,  and,  I  fhall  nat  lie, 

For  all  the  worlde  right  as  a  Daifie 

Icrounid  is,  with  white  levis  lite, 

So  were  the  florotins  of  her  croune  white, 

For  of  o  perlo  fine  orientall 

Her  white  coroune  was  imakid  all, 

For  which  the  white  coroune  above  the  grene 

Ymade  her  like  a  Daifie  for  to  fene,, 

Confidrid  eke  her  fret  of  gold  above; 

Iclothid  was  this  mightie  god  of  Love 

In  filke  embroidid,full  of  grene  greves, 

In  whiche  there  was  a  fret  of  red  rofe  leves, 

The  frefhift  fens  the  worlde  was  firft  bigon  j 

His  gilt  here  was  ycrounid  with  a  fon 

In  ftede  of  gold,  for  hevineffe  and  weight, 

Therwith  me  thought  his  face  {hone  fo  bright 

That  well  unnethis  might  I  him  behold, 

And  in  his  hand  methought  I  fawe  him  hold 

Two  firie  dartis  as  the  gledis  rede, 

And  angelike  his  wingis  fawe  I  fprede ; 

And  all  be  that  men  fain  that  blinde  is  he 

Algatis  me  thought  that  he  might  wcle  fe, 

Tor  fternily  on  me  he  gan  behold, 

So  that  his  loking  doeth  min  herte  cold;  _,,: 

And  by  the  hande  he  helde  this  noble  quene, 

Crounid  with  white,  and  clothid  al  in  grene, 

So  womanly,  fo  benigne,  and  fo  mekc, 

That  in  this  worlde  though  that  men  woldin  feke 

Halfe  her  beaute  ne  fhouldin  thei  nat  finde 

In  creture  that  yformid  is  by  Kinde, 

And  therfore  maie  I  fain,  as  thinkith  me, 

This  fon.gr  in  praifmg  of  this  ladie  fre  : 

Hide,  Abfolon,  thy.  gilt-  treflis  clere, 
Hefter,  laid  thou  thy  mekenefle  all  adoun, 
Hide,  Jonathas,  all  thy  frendly  manere, 
j  Penelope,  and  Marcia  Catoun, 
Make  of  your  wifehode  no  comparifoun, 
Hide  ye  your  beauties  Ifoude  and  Helein, 
My  ladie  cometh,  that  all  this  maie  diltain, 

Thy  faire  bodie  ne  let  it  not  appere 
BLavine.and  thou  Lucrece  of  Rome  toun, 
(And  Polyxene,  that  boughtin  love  fo  dere, 
And  Cleopatra,  with  all  thy  paflioun, 
Htide  ye  your  trouthe  of  love  and  your  renoun, 
And  thou  Thifbe,  that  haft  of  love  foche  pain,    • 
Vly  ladie  cometh,  that  all  this  maie  diftain. 

Hero,  Dido,  Laodomia*,  ifere, 
And  Phyllis,  hanging  for  Demophoon, 
And  Canace,  efpyid  by  thy  chere, 
rlypfipyle,  betray  id  by  Jafon, 
Vlakith  of  your  trouth  neithir  bofte  ne  foun, 
Nor  Kypermneftra*  or  Ariadne,  ye  twaine, 
My  ladie  cometh,  that  all  this  maie  diftain. 

Thisbalade  maie  full  well  ifongin  be, 
As  I  have  faid  erft,  by  my  ladie  fre, 
~or  certainly  all  thefe  mowe  not  fuffice 
To*  apperin  with  my  ladie  in  no  wifei 
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For  as  the  funne  woll  the  fire  diftain, 
So  paflith  all  my  ladie  foverain, 
That  is  fo  gode,  fb  faire,  fo  debonaire, 
I  praie  to  God  that  evir  fall  her  faire  ! 
For  ne  had  comfort  ben  of  her  prefence 
I  had  ben  dedde  without  any  defence 
For  drede  of  Lov'is  wordis  and  his  chere, 
As  whan  time  is  hereaftir  ye  {hall  here. 

Behinde  this  god  of  Love  upon  the  grene 
I  fawe  coming  of  ladyis  ninetene, 
In  roial  habit,  a  full  efie  pace, 
And  aftir  diem  of  women  foche  a  trace 
That  fens  that  God  Adam  had  niade  of  yerth 
Tke  thirde  part  of  mankinde,  or  the  ferth, 
Ne  wende  I  nat  by  poffibilite 
Had  cvir  in  this  wide  worldd  ibe^ 
And  true  of  love  thefe  women  were  echon  : 
Now  whether  was  that  a  wondir  thing  or  non, 
That  right  anon  as  that  thei  gonne  efpie 
This  floure  whiche  that  I  clepe  the  Daifie, 
Full  fodainly  thei  ftintin  all  at  ones, 
And  knclid  doune  as  it  Were  for  the  nones,     " '•'•* 
And  fongin  with  o  voice,  Hele  and  honour 
*To*troutb  of  ivotnanbede,  and  tt>  this  flour t 
That  berltb  our  aldir  prifa  in  figuring 
Her  white  coroune  beritbthe  -witneffing  f 
And  with  that  worde  a  compas  enviroun 
Thei  fittin  'hem. full  fdftily  adoun  : 
Firft  fat  the  god  of  Love,  and  fith  his  quene, 
With  the  white  coroune,  yclad  all  in  grene, 
And  fithin  all  the  remnaunt  by  and  by, 
As  thei  were  of  eftate,  full  curtifly ; 
Ne  nat  a  worde  was  fpokin  in  the  place 
The  mountenance  of  a  furlong  waie  of  fpactfi 

I  kneling  by  this  floure  in  gode  entent 
Abode  to  knowin  what  this  peple  ment 
As  ftill  as  any  ftone,  till  at  the  laft 
This  god  of  Love  on  me  his  eyin  caft, 
And  faid,  Who  knelith  there  ?  and  I  anfwerd 
Unto  his  aflcing  whan  that  I  it  herde, 
And  fuied,  Sir,  It  am  I,  and  come  him  nere, 
And  falued  him.  (Quod  he)  What  doeft  thou  here 
So  nigh  mine  owne  floure  fp  boldily  ? 
It  weriribettir  worthy  truily 
A  wornie  to  nighin  nere  my  flour  than  thou. 

And  why,  Sir,  (quod  I)  and  it  likith  you  ? 
For  thou  (quod  he)  art  therto  nothing  able ; 
It  is  my  relike  digne  and  delitable, 
And  thou  my  fo,  and  all  my  folke  wen-left, 
And  of  mine  old  fervauntis  thou  miflaielt , 
And  hindrift  'hem  with  thy  tranflacion, 
And  lettift  folke  from  ther  devocion 
To  fervin  me,  and  holdift  it  folie 
To  fervin  Love ;  thou  maieft  it  nat  denie, 
For  in  plain  text,  withoutin  nede  of  glofe, 
Thou*  haft  tf  anflatid  The  Romaunt  of  the  Rofe, 
That  is  an  herefie  ayenft  my  lawe, 
And  makift  wife  folke  fro  me  to  withdrawe  j. 
And  of  Crefeide  thou  haft  faide  as  the  lift, 
That  makith  men  to  women  leffe  to  trifle, 
That  ben  as  trewe  as  er  was  any  ftele  : 
Of  thine  anfwere  avifm  the  right  wele, 
For  though  that  thou  renyid  haft  my  lawe 
As  othir  wretchfis  have  done  many'  a  daie, 
Dd 
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By  Seint  Venus,  which  that  my  mothir  is, 
If  that  thou  live  thou  {halt  repentin  this 
So  cruilly  that  it  fhal  wel  be  fene. 

Tho  fpake  this  lady,  clothid  all  in  grene, 
And  fayid,  God,  right  of  your  curtifie 
Ye  mote  herkin  if  that  he  can  replie 
Ayenft  al  this  that  ye  have  to  him  meved  ; 
A  God  ne  fhoulde  nat  be  thus  agreved, 
JBut  of  his  deite  he  ftiall  be  {table, 
And  therto  gracious  and  merciable, 
And  if  ye  n'ere  a  god  that  knowin  all 
Than  might  it  be,  as  I  you  tellin  fhall, 
This  man  to  you  maie  falfely  ben  accufed, 
That  as  by  right  him  oughtin  ben  excufed, 
For  in  your  court  is  many'  a  lofingeour, 
And  many  a  queint  totoler  accufour 
That  tabouren  in  your  eris  many'  a  foun 
Right  after  ther  imaginacioun 
To  have  your  daliaunce,  and  for  envy ; 
Thefe  ben  the  caufis,  and,  1  flial  nat  lie, 
Envie  is  lave'ndir  of  the  court  alwaie, 
For  flie  ne  partith  neithir  night  ne  daie 
Out  of  the  houfe  of  Csl'ar,  thus  faith  Dant, 
"Who  fo  that  goethalgate  {he  wolnat  want. 

And  eke  peraunter  for  this  man  is  nice 
He  mightin  done  it,  gefling  no  malice, 
But  for  he  ufith  thingis  for  to  make 
Him  reckith  nought  of  what  matir  he  take, 
Or  him  was  bodin  makiii  thilke  twey 
Of  fome  perfone,  and  durfl  it  nat  withfey,. 
Or  him  repentith  uttirly  of  this, 
He  ne'  hath  nat  done  fo  grevoufly  amis 
To  tranflatin  that  olde  clerkis  writen, 
As  though  that  he  of  malice  would  enditen 
Difpite  of  Love,  and  had  himfelfe  it  wrought  j 
This  fhould  a  rightwife  lorde  have  in  his  thought, 
And  nat  be  like  tirauntes  of  Lombardie, 
That  han  no  rewarde  but  at  tirannie ; 
For  he  that  king  or  lorde  isnaturel, 
Him  ought  not  be  a  tiraunt  ne  cruel 
As  a  fermour,  to  done  the  harme  he  cany 
He  muft  thinkiu  it  is  his  liege  man, 
As  is  his  trefour,  and  his  golde  in  cofer, 
This  is  the  fentence  of  the  philofopher ; 
A  kinge  to  kepe  his  liegisin  juftice, 
Withoutin  doute  that  is  his  office, 
Al  wol  he  kepe  his  lordes  in  ther  degre, 
As  it  is  right  and  fkil  that  thei  fhoulde  be 
Enhaunfid  and  honourid,  and  moft  dere, 
For  thei  ben  halfegoddis  in  this  world  here, 
Yet  mote  he  done  both  right  to  pore  and  riche, 
Al  be  that  ther  eftate  be  nath  both  iiche, 
And  have  of  povir  folke  companion ; 
For  lo  the  gentil  kinde  of  the  lion  I 
For-  whan  a  flie  offendith  him  or  biteth 
He  with  his  taile  awaie  the  flie  yfmiteth 
Al  efily,  for  of  .his  genterie 
Him  deinith  nat  to  wreke  him  on  a  flie, 
As  doeth  a  curre  or  els  anothir  beft  ; 
In  noble  corage  ought  te  ben  areft, 
And  wayin  every  thinge  by  equite, 
And  have  regarde  unto  his  owne  degre ; 
For,  Sir,  it  is  no  maiftrie  for  a  lorde 
To  dampne  a  man  -without  anfwere  of  word 


And  for  a  lorde  that  is  ful  foule  to  tjfe  j; 

And  it  fo  be  he  maie  him  nat  excufe, 

But  afkith  mercy  with  a  dredeful  herte, 

And  profirith  him  right  in  his  bare  {hertc 

To  ben  right  at  your  owne  jugement, 

Than  ought  a  god  by  fhoi't  avifiment 

Confidre'  his  owne  honour  and  his  trefpacc, 

For  fith  no  caufe  of  deth  lieth  in  this  cafe 

You  ought  to  ben  the  lightlier  merciable  : 

Lettith  your  ire,  and  beth  fomwhat  tretable  ; 

The  man  hath  fervid  you  of  his  conninges, 

And  forthrid  well  your  law  in  his  makinges; 

Ai  be  it  that  he  can  nat  wel  er.dite, 

Yet  hath  he  madlin  leude  folke  delite 

To  fervin  you,  in  preifing  of  your  name  ; 

He  made  the  boke  thathight  The  Houfe  of  Fame,- 

And  eke  The  Deth  of  Blaunche  the  Ducheffe, 

And  The'  Parliament  of  Foulis,  as  I  geffe, 

And  al  The  Love  of  Palamon  and  Arcite 

Of  Thebis,  though  the  ftorie  is  knowen  lite, 

And  many  an  hymne  for  your  holy  daies,  • 

That  hightin  Balades,  Rondils,  Virelaies; 

And  for  to  fpeke  of  othir  holineffe, 

He  hath  in  profe  tranflatid  Boece, 

And  made  The  Life  alfo  of  Saint  Cecils, 

He  madin  alfo,  gon  is  a  greate  while, 

Origines  upon  the  Maudelaine, 

Him  oughtin  now  to  have  the  lefe  paine  ; 

He  hath  made  many'  a  ley  and  many'  a  thing. 

Now  as  ye  be  a  god  and  eke  a  king, 
I  your  Alcefte,  whilom  Qiiene  of  Thrace, 
I  aflce  you  this  man  right  of  your  grace 
That  ye  him  nevir  hurte  in  al  his  live, 
And  he  fhal  fwerin  to  you,  and  that  blive, 
He  fhal  ner  more  agiltin  in  this  wife, 
But  fhal  makin  as  ye  wol  him  devife 
Of  women  trewc  in  loving  al  their  life, 
Where  fo  ye  wol  of  maid  in  or  of  wife, 
And  forthrin  you  as  muche  as  he  miffeide 
Or  in  The  Rofe,  or  ellis  in  Crefeidc. 

The  god  of  Love  anfv/trde  her  thus  anon; 
Madame,  (quod  he)  it  isfo  longe  agon 
That  I  you  knew  fo  charitable'  and  trewc, 
That  nevir  yet  fithin  the  worlde  was  newc 
To  me  ne  founde  I  bettir  none  than  ye  ; 
If  that  I  wol  yfavin  my  degre 
I  may  nor  wol  nat  w«rne  your  requeft ; 
Al  lieth  in  you  ;  doth  with  him  as  you  left, 

I  al  foryeve  withoutin  lengir  fpace, 
For  who  fo  yeveth  a  yefte  or  doth  a  grace 
Do  it  betime,  his  thanke  fhal  be  the  more, 
And  demith  ye  what  he  fhal  do  therefore. 

Go,  thankith  now  my  lady  here  (quod  he.) 
I  rofe,  and  down  I  fet  me  on  my  kne, 
And  fayid  thus  ;  Madame,  the  God  above 
For  yelde  you  that  ye  the  god  of  Love 
Have  makid  me  his  wrathe  to  foryeve, 
And  give  me  grace  fb  longe  for  to  live 
That  I  maie  know  fothily  what  ye  be 
That  have  me  holpen  and  put  in  this  degre  I 
But-trewily  I  wende  as  in  this  caas 
Nought  have  agilte  ne  done  to  Love  trefpas; 
For  why  ?  a  trewe  man'withqutin  drede 
Hath  nat  to  partin  with  a  thcv'is  dede. ;- 
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Ne  a  trewe  lo\ir  ought  me  not  to  blame 
Though  that  I  fpeke  a  falfe  lovir  fome  fhame, 
Thei  oughtin  rather  with  me  for  to  holde 
For  that  I  of  Crefeide  wrote  or  tolde,  , 

Or  of  the  Rofe  ;  what  fo  mine  author  ment 
Algatis  God  wote  it  was  mine  entcn.t 
To  forthrin  trouth  in  love,  and  it  cnefice, 
And  to  hen  ware  fro  falfenefle  and  fro  vicef 
By  whiche  enfample  this  was  my  niening. 

.  And  ihe  anlwerde,  Let  be  thine  arguing, 
For  Love  ne  wol  not  countirpletid'  be 
In  right  ne  wrong,  and  lerne  that  ct  me  : 
Thou  halt  thy  grace,  and  holde  the  right  therto  ; 
Now  woll  I  faine  what  penaunce  thou  fhalt  do 
For  thy  trefpace :  Underftandith  it  here 
Thou  fkalt  while  that  thou  livid  yere  by  ycre 
The  moftc  partie  of  thy  time  fpende 
In  making  of  a  glorious  Legende 
Of  Gode  Women,  both  maidinisand  wives, 
That  werin  trewe  in  living  all  tiler  lives, 
And  tellin  of  falfe  m'en  that  'hem  betraien, 
That  al  ther  life  ne  do  nat  but  aflkien 
How  many  women  thei  maie  done  a  fhame, 
For  m  y^lr  world  that  is  nat  holde  a  game ; 
And  though  thfit  the  like  nat  a  lovir  be 
Speke  wel  of  love,  this  penaunce  yeve  1  the, 
And  to  the  god  of  Love  I  fhal  fo  praiie 
That  he  fhal  charge  his  fervantes  by'  any  \v;  ;.e 
To  forthrin  the,  and  wel  thy  labour  quite ; 
Go  now  thy  waie,  this  penaunce  is  but  lite; 
And  when  this  boke  is  made  yeve  it  the  Quene^ 
On  my  behalfe,  at  Eltham  or  at  Shene. 
T he  god  of  Love  gan  fmile,  and  than  he  feide  ; 
Wofl  thou  (quod  he)  wherthisbe  wife  or  maide, 
Or  quene  or  counteffe,  or  of  what  degre, 
That  bath  fo  litill  penaunce  yevin  the, 
That  haft  defervid  forely  for  to  frfierte  ? 
But  pite  rennith  fone  in  gentle  herte, 
That  maid  thou  fene ;  fhe  kithith  what  flie  is. 

And  I  anfwerde,  Naie,  Sir,  fo  haVe  I  blis, 
No  more  but  that  I  fe  wel  ihe  is  gode. 

That  is,  a  trewe  tale  by  mine  hode     > 
(Quod  Love)  and  that  thou  knowift  wel  parde, 
If  it  be  fo  that  thou  avife  the  : 
Haft  thou  nat  in  a  boke  in  thy  chefte 
The  grete  godenefle  of  the  Quene  Alcefte, 
That  turnid  was  into  a  Diiifie, 
She  that  for  her  hulbonde  chele  to  die, 
And  eke  to  gotfe  to  hell  rathir  than  he,          •» 
And  Hercules  refcuid  her  parde, 
And  brought  her  out  of  hel  againe  to  blis  ? 

And  I  anfwerde  againe,  and  fay  id,  Yes; 
Now  know  I  her ;  and  is  this  gode  Alcefte, 
The  Daiefie,  and  mine  owne  hert'is  refte  ? 
Npw  fele  I  wel  the  godenefla  of  this  wife, 
That  both  aftir  her  deth  and  in  her  life 
Her  grete  bounte  doublith  her  renoun, 
Wel  hath  fhe  quit  me  mine  affedtioun 


That  I  have  to  her  floure  the  Daiefie ; 
No  wondir  is  though  Jove  her  ftellifie, 
As  tellith  Agaton,  for  her  godcneffe, 
Her  white  corowne  berith  cf  it  witnefie, 
For  all  fo  many  virtuis  had  fhe 
As  fmal  florounis  in  her  crownebe  ; 
In  remembraunce  of  her  and  in  honour 
Cybilla  made  the  Daiefie,  and  the  flour 
Icrownid  all  with  white,  as. men  maie  fe, 
And  Mars  yave  her  a  corown  red  parde, 
In  ftede  of  rubies  let  among  the  white  ; 
Thtnvith  this  quene  woxe  red  for  fhame  alite 
Whan  flie  was  praiful  fo  in  her  prefence. 
Than  fayid  Love,  Aful  grete  negligence 
Was  it  to  the,  that  ilke  time  thou  made 
(Hide,  Abfolon,  thy  treffit)  in  b'alade, 
That  thou  forgette  her  in  thy  fonge  to  fett<, 
Sith  that  thou  art  fo  gretly  in  her  dette, 
And  wotift  \vel  that  kalender  is  fhe 
To  any.  woman  that  wol  lovir  be, 
-  For  ihe  taught  all  the  crafte  of  trewe  loving, 
And  namily  of  wifehode  the  living^ 
And  all  the  bondis  that  fhe  ought  to  kepe ; 
Thy  litil  witte  was  thilke  time  aflepe ; 
But  now  I,  charge  the  upon  thy  life 
s.That  in  thy  Legende  thou  rrialce  of  this  wife, 
•Whan  thou  haft  othir  fmale  hnr..le  before  ; 
;  And  fare  now  wel,  I  charge  the  no  more^ 
:  But  er  I  go  this  muche  I  wol  the  tel, 
Ne  fhal  no  trewe  lovir.  come  in  hel. 

Thefe  othir  ladies  fitting  here  arowe 
Ben  in  my  balade,  if  thou  conft  'hem  knowe, 
And  in  thy  bokis  al  thou  fhalt  'hem  findc, 
Have  'hem  now  in  thy  Legende  al  in  minde, 
I  mene  of  them  that  ben  in  thy  knowing, 
For  here  ben  twenty  thoufande  mo  fitting  < 
Than  that  thou  knowift,  and  gode  women  alj 
And  trewe  of  love,  for.  ought  that  maie  befalj 
Alaldth  the  metris  of  'hem  as  the  lefle, 
I  mote  gone  home,  the  funne  drawith  wefte. 
To  Paradis,  with  al  this  companie,' 
And  fervin  alwaie  the  frefli  Diiifie  : 
At  Cleopatra'  I  wol  that  thou  beginne, 
Apd  fo  farthe,  and  my  love  fo  fhalt  thou  winne  j 
For  let  fe  now  what  man  that  lovir  be 
Wol  clone  fo  ftrong  a  paine  for  love  as  fhe. 
I  wote  wel  that  thou  maieft  not  al  it  rim<i 
That  f  uche  loviris  diddin  in  ther  time ; 
It  were  to  longe  to  redin  and  to  here ; 
Suffifith  me  thou  make  in  this  manere, 
That  thou  reherce  of  al  thsr  life  the  grete, 
Aftir  thefe  olrie  authors  lifte  for  to  trete ; 
For  who  fo  thai  fo  many'  a  ftorie  tel 
Sey  fhortily,  or  he  fhal  to  longe  dwell. 
And  with  that  worde  my  bokis  gan  I  tajtf , 
And  right  thus  on  my  Legende  gan  I  make, 
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the  dethc  of  Ptolemy  the  King, 
That  all  Egypt  had  in  his  governing, 
Reignid  his  fuftir  Quene  Cleopatras, 
Til  on  a  time  hifel  there  fuche  a  caas 
That  out  of  Rome  was  fent  a  fenatour 
To  conquerin  relmis,  and  bring  .honour 
Unto  the  toune  of  Rome,  as  was  ufaunce, 
To  have  the  worlde  at  her  obeifaunce, 
And,  fothe  to  faie,  Antonius  was  his  name. 
So  fil  it,  as  Fortune  him  ought  a  fhame, 
"Whan  he  was  fallin  in  profperite 
Rebel  unto  the  toune  of  Rome  is  he, 
And  or  al  this  the  fuftir  of  Cxfare 
He  left  her  falfely,  er  that  {he  was  ware, 
And  would  algatis  han  anothir  wife, 
For  whiche  he  toke  with  Rome  and  Cjefar  ftrife. 

Natheleffe,  for  fothe  this  ilke  fenatour 
Was  a  ful  worthy  gentil  werriour, 
And  of  his  deth  it  was  ful  grete  damage  ; 
Bwt  Love  had  brought  this  man  in  fuch  a  rage, 
And  him  fo  narow  boundin  in  his  laas, 
And  al  for  the  love  of  Cleopatras, 
That  al  the  world  he  fet  at  no  value  ; 
Him  thought  there  was  nothing  to  him  fo  due 
As  Cleopatras  for  to  l*ve  and  ferve ; 
Him  roughte  natin  armisfor  to  fterve 
In  the  defence  of  her  and  of  her  right. 

This  noble  Quene  eke  lovid  fo  this  knight 
Through  his  deferte  and  for  his  chivalrie, 
As  certainlie,  hut  if  that  bokis  lie, 
He  was  of  perfon  and  ojf  gentilneffe, 
And  of  iifcretion  and  of  hardinefle, 
Worthy  to  any  wight  that  livin-  maie, 
And  ftie  was  faire  as  is  the  rofe  in  Maie  ; 
And,  for  to  makin  fhorte  is  the  heft, 
She  woxe  his  wife,  and  had  him  as  her  left. 

The  wedding  and  the  fefte  to  devife, 
To  me  that  have  itakin  fiiche  emprife 
Of  fo  many  a  ftorie  for  to  make, 
It  were  to  longe,left  that  1  ihoulde  flake 


Of  thing  that  tenth  more  effecle  and  charge, 
For  men  maie  ovirlade  a  fhippe  or  barge  j 
And  forthy  to  effete  than  wol  1  fkippe, 
And  al  the  remnaunt  1  wol  let  it  flippe* 

O&avian,  that  wode  was  of  this  dede, 
Shope  him  an  hofte  on  Antony  to  lede, 
Al  uttirly  for  his  diftrudien, 
With  ftoute  Romainis,  cruii  as  lion  : 
To  {hip  thei  went ;  and  thus  I  let  'hem  faile. 

Antonius  was  ware,  and  wol  not  faile 
To  metin  with  thefe  Romaines  if  he  maie, 
Toke  eke  his  rede,  and  both  upon  a  daie 
His  wife  and  he,  and  al  his  hoft,  forth  went 
To  {hip  anone,  no  lengir  thei  ne  {lent, 
And  in  the  fe  it  happid  'hem  te  mete ; 
Up  goeth  the  trumpe,  and  for  to  flioute  and  fhete. 
And  painin  'hem  to  fet  on  with  the  funne  ; 
With  grifly  foune  out  goith  the  grete  gonne, 
And  hertily  thei  hurtlin  al  at  ones, 
And  fro  the  top  dotine  comith  the  grete  ftones, 
In  goth  the  grapinel  fo  ful  of  crokes 
Among  the  ropis  ran  the  fiiering  hokes, 
In  with  the  polaxe  prefith  he  and  he, 
Behinde  the  mafte  beginnith  he  to  fle, 
And  out  againe,  and  drivith  him  or  bofde, 
He  ftickith  him  upon  his  fper'is  orde, 
He  rent  the  faile  with  hokis  like  a  fithe, 
He  bringeth  the  cuppe,  and  biddith  'hem  be  blith, 
He  poorith  prefen  upon  the  hatchis  flider, 
With  pottis  ful  of  lime  thei  gon  togider. 

And  thus  the  longe  daie  in  fight  thei  fpende, 
Til  at  the  laft,  as  every  thing  hath  ende, 
Antonius  is  flient  and  put  to  flight, 
And  al  his  folke  to  go  that  beft  go  might, 
Fleeth  eke  the  Quene,  with  al  her  purple  faile, 
For  ftrokis  whiche  that  went  as  thicke  as  haile  ; 
No  wondir  was,  fhe  might  it  nat  endure  : 
And  whan  Antony  fawe  that  avinture, 
Alas  (quod  he)  the  daie  that  I  was  borne  ! 
My  worfliip  in  this  daie  thus  have 
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And  for  difpaire  out  of  his  witte  he  fterte, 
And  rofe  himfelie  anon  throughout  the  herte 
Er  that  he  ferthir  went  out  of  the  place  : 
His  wife,  that  could  of  Caefar  have  no  grace, 
To  Egypt  fled  for  drede  and  for  diftrefle  ; 
But  herkenith,  ye  that  fpekin  of  kindenefle. 
Ye  men  that  falfely  fvverin  many'  an  othe 
That  ye  wol  die  if  that  your  love  be  wrothe, 
Here  maie  ye  fene  of  women  fuch  a  trouth 
This  woful  Cleopatre'  had  made  fuche  routh 
That  there  n'is  tonge  none  that  maie  it  tel, 
But  on  the1  morowe  flie  wol  no  lengir  dwel, 
But  made  her  fubtil  werkmen  make  a  ihrine 
Of  al  the  rubies  and  the  ftonis  fine 
In  al  Egypt  which  that  fhe  coulde  efpie, 
And  fhe  put  ful  the  fhrine  of  fpicerie,          ;  , 
And  lette  the  corfe  enbaume,  and  forth  fhe  fettc 
This  ded  corfe,  and  fhe  in  the  fhrine  is  fhette ; 
And  next  the  fhrine  a  pit  than  doth  fhe  grave, 
And  al  the  ferpentis  that  fhe  might  have 
She  put  'hem  in  that  grave,  and  thus  fhe  feide ; 
Now  love,  to  whom  my  forowful  hert  obeide 
So  ferforthly,  that  fro  that  blisful  hour 
That  I  you  fwore  to  bes  al  frely  your, 


I  mene  you,  Antonius,  my  knight, 
That  nevir  waking  in  the  daie  or  night 
Ye  n'ere  out  of  mine  hert'is  remembrauncc, 
For  wele  or  wo,  for  carole  or  for  daunce, 
And  in  my  felfe  thi*  covenant  made  I  tho, 
That  right  fuche  as  ye  feltin,  wele  or  wo,    . 
As  ferforth  as  it  in  my  power  laie, 
Unreprovable'  unto  my  wifehode  aie, 
The  fame  would  I  felin  in  life  or  dethc, 
And  thilke  covenaunt  while  me  laftith  brethft 
I  wol  fulfil,  and  that  fhal  wel  be  fene, 
Was  ner  unto  her  love  a  trewir  quene  ; 
And  with  that  word  nakid,  with  ful  gode  hert, 
Among  the  ferpentes  in  the  pitte  fhe  ftert, 
And  there  fhe  chefe  to  have  her  burying  : 
Anonethe  nedirsgonne  her  for  to  fling, 
And  fhe  her  deth  recevith  with  god  cherc, 
For  love  of  Antony  that  was  her  dere  ; 
And  this  is  ftorial  fothe,  it  is  no  fable. 
Now  er  I  finde  a  man  thus  trewe  and  flable, 
And  wol  for  love  his  deth  fo  frely  take, 
I  praie  God  let  our  hedis  nevir  ake  I 
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A  T  Babylone  whilom  fil  it  thus, 

'/"he  whiche  toun  the  Qirene  Simiramus 

£et  dichin  al  about,  and  wallis  make 

Full  hie  of  harde  tilis  wel  ibake  : 

There  werin  dwelling  in  this  noble  toun 

Two  lordis  which  that  were  of  grete  renoun, 

And  wonidin  fo  nigh  upon  a  grene 

That  there  n'as  but  a  flone  wal  'hem  bitwene, 

As  oftin  ip  grete  towns  is  the  wonne, 

And,  fothe  to  faine,  that  one  man  had  a  fonnc 

Of  al  that  londe  one  of  the  luftyift, 

That  othir  hud  a  doughtir  the  fairift 

That  eftward  in  the  world  was  tho  dwelling ; 

The  name  of  everiche  gan  to  othir  fpring, 

By  women  that  were  neighbours  aboute, 

For  in  that  countre  yet  withoutin  doute 

Maidinis  ben  ikepte  for  jeloufie 

Ful  ftraitely,  left  thqj  diddin  fome  folie. 

This  younge  man  was  clepid  Pyramus, 
And  1'hifbe  -Light  the  maide  (Nafo  faith  thus) 
And  thus  by  repcrte  was  ther  name  ifhove,  " 
That  as  thei  woxe  in  age  fo  woxe  ther  love  ; 
And  certaine,  as  by  refon  of  ther  age, 
Ther  miglrt  have  ben  betwixt  'hern  manage, 
But  that  ther  fathirs  n'olde  it  nat  aflent ; 
And  thti  in  love  ylike'fore  bothe  brent 
That  none  of  al  ther  frendis  might  irlette, 
But  privity  fomtimis  yet  thei  mette 
By  fleight,  and  fpakin  fome  of  ther  defire, 
As  wrie  the  glede  and  hottir  is  the  fire ; 
Forbid  a  love  and  it*  is  ten  times  fo  wode. 

This  wal  which  that  betwixt  'hem  both  yftode 
Was  cloven  atwo  right  fro  the  top  adcun    ,    » • 
Of  olde  'ime  of  his  fotmdacioun, 
But  yet  this  clifte  was  fo  narow  and  lite 
jt  >yas  nat  fene,  (dcrc  inough  a  mite) 


But  what  is  tbat  that  love  can  not  efpie  J 
Ye  lovirs  two,  if  that  I  fhal  nat  lie, 
Ye  fountiin  firft  this  litle  narowe  clifte, 
And  with  a  founde  as  fofte  as  any  fhrifte 
Thei  let  ther  wordis  through  the  clifte  pace, 
And  toldin,  while  that  thei  ftoden  in  the  place, 
Ai  ther  complaint  of  love  and  al  ther  wo, 
At  every  time  whan  thei  durftin  fo. 

Upon  that  one  fide  of  the  wal  ftode  he, 
And  on  that  other  fide  ftode  Thifbe, 
The  fwete  foune  of  othir  to  receve, 
And  thus  ther  wardeins  wouldin  thei  difceve, 
And  every  daie  this  wal  thei  wouldin  threte, 
And  wifh  to  God  that  it  were  doun  ibete  ; 
Thus  would  thei  faine,  Alas !  thou  wicldd  wa^ 
Thorough  thine  envie  thou  ijs  lettift  al ; 
Why  n'ilt  thou  cleve  or  fallin  al  atwo  ? 
Or  at  the  lefte,  but  thou  wouldift  fo, 
Yet  wouldift  thou  but  onis  let  us  mete, 
Or  onis  that  we  mightin  kiffin  fwete, 
Than  were  we  curid  of  our  caris  colde  ; 
But  natheleffe  yet  be  we  to  the  holde, 
In  as  much    as  thou  fuffrift  for  to  gone 
Our  wordis  through  thy  lime  and  eke  thy  (tone, 
Yet  oughtin  we  with  the  ben  wel  apaide. 

And  whan  thefe  idij  wordis  weiin  faide 
The  colde  wal  thei  woldin  kiffe  of  ftone, 
And  take  ther  leve,  and  forth  thei  woldin  gonC| 
And  this  was  gladly  in  the  evintide, 
Or  wondir  erly,  left  men  it  c-fpide  : 
And  longe  time  thei  wrought  in  this  manere, 
Til  on  a  daie,  whan  Phcebus  gan  to  clere, 
Aurora  with  the  ftremis  of  her  hete 
Had  dryid  up  the  dewe  of  herbis  wete, 
Unto  this  clifte,  as  it  was  wonte  to  be, 
Come  Pyramus,  and  aftir  come  Thifbc, 
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And  plightin  trouth  right  fully  in  ther  faie, 
That  ilke  fame  night  to  ilelc  awaie, 
And  to  begile  ther  wardeins  everichone, 
And  forth  out  of  the  cite  for  to  gone  ; 
And  for  the  feldis  ben  fo  brode  and  wide 
For  to  metin  in  o  place  at  o  tide 
Thei  fettin  markes  ther  metingis  fhould  be 
There  King  Ninus  was  graven  undir  a  tre, 
For  olde  Painims,  that  idollis  heried, 
Ufidin  tho  in  feldis  to  ben  beried ; 
And  fafte  by  his  grave  was  a  wel, 
And  fhoi  tily  of  this  tale  for  to  tel, 
This  covenaunt  was  affirmid  wondir  faft, 
And  longe  'hem  thoughtin  that  the  fonne  laft, 
That  it  n'ere  gone  undir  the  fe  adoun. 

This  Thifbe  hath  fo  grete  affe»Slioun, 
And  fo  grete  liking  Pyramus  to  fe, 
That  whan  fhe  fawe  her  time  might  ybe 
At  night  fhe  ftale  awaie  ful  privily, 
With  her  face  iwimplid  full  fubtilly, 
I7or  ai  her  frendis  (for  to  fave  her  trouthe) 
She1  hath  forfake,  alas !  and  that  is  routhe, 
That  evir  woman  would  ybe  fo  trewe  > 

To  truftin  man  but  fhe  the  bet  him  knewe  ; 
And  to  the  tre  fhe  goeth  a  ful  gode  pace, 
For  love  made  her  fo  hardy  in  this  cafe, 
And  by  the  welle  adoun  fhe  gan  her  drefle. 
Alas  !  than  comith  a  wilde  lionefle 
Out  of  the  wode,  withoutin  more  areftj 
With  blode  mouthe  of  flrangling  of  a  beft, 
To  drinkin  of  the  wel  there  as  fhe  fat ; 
And  whan  that  Thifbe  had  efpyid  that 
She  rift  her  up  with  a  ful  drery  herte, 
And  in  a  cave  with  dredful  fote  fhe  fterte, 
For  by  the  mone  fhe  fawe  it  wel  withall, 
And  as  fhe  ran  her  wimple  let  fhe  fall, 
And  toke  none  hede,fo  fore  fhe  was  awhaped, 
And  eke  fo  glad  for  that  fhe  was  efcaped  ; 
And  thus  fhe  fat  and  lurkith  wondir  ftilL 
Whan  that  this  lionefle  hath  dronke  her  fill 
Aboutin  the  well  gan  fhe  for  to  winde, 
And  right  anon  the  wimple  gan  fhe  finde, 
And  with  her  blody  mouthe  it  al  to  rente ; 
Whan  this  was  done  no  lengir  fhe  ne  flente, 
But  to  the  wode  her  way  than  hath  fhe  nome. 

And  at  the  laft  this  Pyramus  is  come, 
But  al  to  longe,  alas !  at  home  was  he  ; 
The  mone  fhone,  men  mightin  wel  ife  ; 
And  in  his  waie,  as  that  he  come  ful  faft, 
His  eyin  to  the  grounde  adoun  he  caft, 
And  in  the  fonde,  as  he  behelde  adoun, 
He  faw  the  fteppis  brode  of  a  lioun, 
And  in  his  hert  he  fodaiuly  agrofe, 
And  pale  he  wexte,  therwith  his  hert  arofe, 
And  nere  he  came,  and  founde  the  wimple  torne 
Alas  (quod  he)  the  daie  that  I  was  borne ! 
This  o  night  wol  both  us  loviris  fie ; 
How  fhould  I  afkin  mercy  of  Thifbe 
Whan  I  am  he  that  have  you  flaine  ?  alas  ! 
My  biding  hath  you  flaine  in  this  caas  : 
Alas  !  to  bidde  a  woman  gone  by  night 
In  place  there  as  perill  fallin  might, 
And  I  fo  flowe  :  alas  1  I  ne  had  be 
Here  in  this  place  a  furlonge  waie  cr  ye. 


Now  what  lioun  that  is  in  this  foreft 
My  body  mote  he  rentin,  or  what  beft 
Thar  wilde  is,  gnawin  mote  he  now  mine  herte. 
And  with  that  worde  he  to  the  wimple  fterte, 
And  kifte  it  ofte,  and  wepte  on  it  ful  fore, 
And  laid,  Wimple,  alas !  there  n'is  no  more, 
But  thou  fhalt-fele  as  well  the  blode  of  me 
As  thou  haft  fclte  the  bleding  of  Thifbe  : 
And  with  that  worde  he  fmote  him  to  the  herte, 
The  blode  out  of  the  wounde  as  iTode  afterte 
As  watir,  whan  the  conduite  brokin  is. 

Now  Thifbe,  which  that  ne  wift  not  of  this, 
But  fitting  in  her  drede  fhe  thoughte  thus, 
Yf  it  fo  fallin  that  my  Pyramus 
Be  comen  hithir,  and  may  me  nat  ifinde, 
He  maie  me  holdin  falfe  and  eke  unkinde. 
And  out  fhe  cometh,  and  aftir  him  gan  fpien 
Both  with  her  herte  and  eke  with  her  eien, 
And  thought  I  wol  him  tellin  of  my  drede 
Both  of  the  lionefle  and  of  my  dede ; 
And  at  the  laft  her  love  than  hath  fhe  founde 
Ybeting  with  his  helis  on  the  grounde 
Al  blody',  and  ther  withal  abacke  fhe  fterte, 
And  like  the  wawis  quappe  began  her  herte, 
And  pale  as  boxe  fhe  woxe,  and  in  a  throwe 
Avifid  her,  and  gan  him  wel  to  knowe, 
That  it  was  Pyramus,  her  herte  dere  : 

0  !  who  could  writin  whiche  a  dedly  chere 
Hath  Thifbe  now  !  and  how  her  here  fhe  rent, 
And  how  fhe  gan  her  felfin  to  turment, 

And  how  fhe  lieth  and  fwounith  on  the  ground, 
And  how  fhe  wept  of  teris  ful  his  wounde, 
How  medlith  fhe  his  blode  with  her  complaint, 
How  with  her  blod  her  felvin  gan  fhe  paint, 
How  clippith  fhe  the  red  ded  corfe,  alas  ! 
How  doth  this  woful  Thifbe  in  this  caas, 
How  kiflith  fhe  his  frofty  mouthe  fo  colde  ! 
Who  hath  don  this  ?  and  who  hath  ben  fo  boldc 
To  fleen  my  life  ?  o  !  fpeke  my  Pyramus, 

1  am  tky  Thifbe  that  the  callith  thus ; 
And  therwithal  fhe  liftlth  up  hished. 

This  wofull  man,  that  was  nat  fully  ded, 
Whan  that  he  herde  the  name  of  Thifbe  crien, 
On  her  he  caft  his  hevy  dedly  eyen, 
And  doun  againe,  and  yeldith  up  the  goft. 

Thifbe  rift  up  withoutin  noife  or  boft, 
And  faw  her  wimple  and  his  empty  fheth, 
And  eke  his  fwerde,  that  him  hath  don  to  deth, 
Than  fpake  fhe  thus.;  My  woful  hande  (quod  fhe) 
Js  fcronge  inough  in  fuche  a  werke  to  me, 
For  love  fhal  yeve  me  ftrength  and  hardinefTe, 
To  make  my  wound^  large  inough  I  gefle ; 
I  wol  the  folowen  ded,  and  I  wol  be 
Felawe  and  caufe  eke  of  thy  deth,  (quod  fhe) 
And  though  that  nothing  fave  the  deth  only- 
Might  the  fro  me  departin  trewily, 
Thou  Ihalt  no  more  departin  now  fro  me 
Than  fnAhe  deth,  for  I  wol  go  with  the. 

And  now,  ye  wretchid  jeloufe  fathirs  our, 
We  that  ywerin  whilom  childrin  your, 
We  prayin  you  withoutin  more  envie 
That  in  o  grave  we  both  motin  lie, 
Sens  love  hath  brought  us  to  this  pitous  endc  « 
And  rightwife  God  to  every  lovir  fendc, 
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That  lovith  trewly,  more  profperite 

Tlian  evir  had  Pyramus  and  Thifbe, 

And  let  no  gentil  woman  her  affure 

To  puttin  her  in  fuche  an  avinture  : 

But  God  forbid  but  that  a  woman  can 

Ben  as  true  and  as  loving  as  a  man, 

And  for  my  part  I  fhal  a,non  it  kith; 

And  with  that  word  his  fwerd  fhe  toke  fvith, 

That  warme  was  of  hei  lov'is  blode  and  hote, 

And  to  the  herte  fhe  her  felvin  ijnote. 


And  thus  are  Thifbe'  and  Pyramus  ag*  : 
Of  trewe  men  I  findin  but  fewe  mo 
In  al  my  bokis  fave  this  Pyramus, 
And  therfore  have  I  fpokin  of  him  thus, 
For  it  is  deinte  to  us  men  to  finde 
A  man  that  can  in  love  be  trewe  and  kinde. 

Here  maie  ye  fene,  what  lovir  fo  he  be, 
A  woman  dare  and  can  as  wel  as  he. 
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HERE    FOLOWETH 


THE   LEGENDE  OF   DIDO 


QJJ XNE   OF  CARTHAGE. 


GI.ORIE  and  honour,  Virglle  Mantuan, 
Be  to  thy  name,  and  I  fhal  as  I  can 
Folowe  thy  lanterne  as  thou  goeft  beforne, 
How  ^neas  to  Dido  was  forfworne 
In  thine  JEnc'ide,  and  Nafo  wol  I  take 
The  ten<'ur  and  the  gret  effectis  make. 
'"Whan  Troee  ybrought  was  to  diftruction 
By  Grckis  Height,  and  namely  by  Sinon 
Fining  the  horfe  offrid  unto  Minerve, 
Thrugh  which  that  many  a  Trojan  muft  fterve, 
A  nd  Hector  had  aftir  his  deth  apered, 
And  fire  fo  wode  that  it  might  nat  ben  ftered, 
Jn  al  the  noble  toure  of  Illion, 
That  of  the  cite  was  the  chefe  dongeon, 
And  al  the  countre  was  fo  lowe  ibrought, 
And  Priamus  the  king  fordone  and  nought, 
And  ./Eneas  was  chargid  by  Venus 
To  flien  awaie,  he  toke  Afcanius, 
That  was  his  fon,  in  his  right  hande  and  fledde, 
And  on  his  backe  he  bare  and  with  him  ledde 
His  olde  fathir  clepid  Anchifes, 
And  by  the  waie  his  wife  Creufa  he  lefe  ; 
And  mokil  forow  had  he  in  his  minde 
Er  that  he  could  his  felawfhip  yfinde, 
But  at  the  laft,  whan  he  had  'hem  yfounde, 
He  made  'hem  redy  in  a  certaine  ftounde,. 
And  to  the  fe  ful  faft  he  gan  him  hie, 
And  failith  forth  with  al  his  companie 
Towards  Itaile,  as  wold  Deftine  : 
But  of  his  aventuris  in  the  fe 
N'is  natto  purpofe  for  to  fpeke  of  here, 
For  it  accordith  nat  to  my  matere ; 
But  as  I  faid,  of  him  and  of  Dido 
Shal  be  my  tale  til  that  I  have  do. 

So  long  he  failid  in  the  falte  fc 
.TU  in  Libye  imneth  arrivid  he. 


With  fhippis  fevin,  and  no  more  navic, 
And  glad  he  was  to  londe  for  to  hie, 
So  was  he  with  the  tempeft  al  to  (hake; 
And  whan  that  he  the  havin  had  itake 
He  had  a  knight  was  callid  Achates, 
And  him  of  all  his  felowfhip  he  chefe 
To  gon  with  him  the  countre  for  t'efpie, 
He  ne  toke  with  him  no  more  companie. 
But  forthe  thei  gon,  and  left  his  fhippis  ride, 
His  fere  and  he,  withoutin  any  guide. 

So  long  he  walkith  in  this  wildirnefle  j 
Till  at  the  laft  he  met  an  huntirefie ; 
A  bowe  in  honde  and  arowis  had  {he, 
Her  clothis  cuttid  were  unto  the  knc, 
But  me  was  yet  the  fairift  creature 
That  evir  was  iformid  by  Nature, 
And  ./Eneas  and  Achates  fhe  grette, 
And  thus  fhe  to  'hem  fpake  whan  fhe  'hem  met 

Saw  ye,  (quod  fhe)  as  ye  ban  walkid  wide, 
Any  of  my  fuftrin  walke  you  befide 
With  any  wilde  bore  or  othir  beft, 
That  thei  have  huntid  to  in  this  foreft, 
Ituckid  up,  with  arowes  in  ther  caas  ? 

Naie,  fothly,  ladie,  (cpod  this  ./Eneas) 
But  by  thy  beaute,  as  it  thinkith  me, 
Thou  mightift  nevir  yerthly  woman  be, 
But  Phosbus  fuftir  art  thou  as  I  geffe, 
And  if  fo  be  that  thou  be  a  goddeffe 
Have  mertie  on  our  labour  and  our  wo. 

I  n'am  no  goddeffe  fothly,  quod  fhe  tho, 
For  maidins  walkin  in  this  countre  here 
With  arowes  and  with  bow  in  this  manerc; 
This  is  the  relme  of  Libye  there  ye  ben, 
Of  whiche  that  Dido  ladie  is  and  quene; 
And  fhortly  tolde  all  the  occafion 
Why  Dido  came  into  that  region, 
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Of  whiche  as  now  me  liftith  nat  to  rhime  ; 

It  nedith  nat ;  it  n'cre  but  loffe  of  time ; 

For  this  is  all  and  fome,  it  was  Venus, 

His  owne  mothir,  that  fpake  with  him  thus  : 

And  to  Carthage  flic  hade  he  fhould  him  dight, 

And  vanifhid  anon  out  of  his  fight. 

I  could  folowin  vvorde  for  wordc  Virgile, 

But  it  would  laftin  all  to  longe  while. 

This  noble  Queue,  that  clepid  was  Dido, 
That  whilom  was  the  wife  of  Sich^o, 
That  fairir  was  by  ferr  than  the  bright  fonne, 
This  noble  toune  of  Carthage  hath  begonne, 
In  whiche  fhe  reignith  in  fo  grete  honpur 
That  fhe  was  holdin  of  all  quenis  flour 
Of  gentilleffe,  of  fredome,  and  beaute, 
That  well  was  him  that  might  her  onis  fe, 
Of  kingis  and  of  lor dis  fo  defired, 
That  all  the  worlde  her  beautie  had  ifired, 
She  ftode  fo  well  in  every  wight'is  grace. 

Whan  ./Eneas  was  come  unto  the  place, 
Unto  the  maiftirtemple*  of  all  the  toun, 
There  Dido  was  in  her  devocioun, 
Full  privily  his  waie  than  hath  he  nome  : 
Whan  he  was  into  the  large  temple  come 
I  can  not  faine  if  that  it  be  poifible, 
But  Venus  had  him  makid  invilible, 
Thus  faith  the  boke,  withoutin  any  lefe. 

And  whan  this  ./Eneas  and  Achates 
Haddin  in  this  temple  ben  ovir  all, 
Than  foundin  thei  depaintid  on  a  wall 
How  Troie  and  all  the  lande  dttftroyid  was  ; 
Alas  that  I  was  borne  !  (quod  ./Eneas) 
Thorough  the  world  oar  fhame  is  kid  fo  wide, 
Now  it  is  paintid  upon  every  fide  : 
All  we  that  werin  in  profperite 
Ben  now  difclaundrid,  and  in  foche  degre, 
No  lengir  for  to  livm  I  ne  kepe  ; 
And  with  that  word  he  braft  out  for  to  wepe 
So  tendirly  that  routh  it  was  to  fene. 

This  frefhe  ladie,  of  the  citie  Quene, 
Stode  in  the  temple'  in  her  eftate  roiall, 
So  richily  and  eke  fo  faire  withall, 
So  yong,  fo  luftie,  with  her  eyin  glade, 
That  ift  that  God  that  hevin  and  yerth  made 
Would  have  a  love,  for  beaute  and  godeneife, 
And  womanhede,  arid  trouth  and  femelineffe, 
Whom  fliould  he  lovin  but  this  ladie  fwete  ? 
There  n'is  no  woman  to  him  half  fo  mete. 
Fortune,  that  hath  the  world  in  govirnaunce, 
Hath  fodainly  brought  in  fo  newe  a  chaunce 
That  nevir  was  there  yet  fo  frened  a  caas, 
For  all  the  companie  of  ./Eneas, 
Which  that  we  wenid  have  lorne  in  the  fe, 
Arivid  is  nought  ferre  fro  that  cite, 
For  whiche  the  gretis  of  his  lordis  fome 
By  avintureben  to  the  cite  come, 
Unto  that  fame  temple  for  to  feke 
The  Quene,  and  of  her  focour  her  befeke, 
Soche  renome  was  ther  iprong  of  her  godenes. 

And  Whan  that  thei  had  tolde  all  ther  diftrefs, 
And  all  ther  tempeft  and  all  ther  hard  cafe, 
Unto  the  Quene  append  ./Eneas, 
And  opinly  beknewe  that  it  was  he  ; 
Who  haddin  joie  than  but  his  meine, 
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That  haddin  found  ther  lorde,  ther  govirnour  > 

The  Querie  faw  that  thei  did  him  ibche  honou 
And  had  herd  oft  of  ./Eneas  er  tho, 
And  in  her  herte  fhe  had  routhe  and  wo 
That  evir  foche  a  noble  man  as  he 
Shall  ben  dilheritid  in  foche  degre, 
And  fawe  the  man  that  he  was  like  a  knight, 
And  fulfifaunt  of  perfone  and  of  might, 
And  like  to  ben  a  very  gentilman, 
And  well  his  wordis  he  befettin  can, 
And  had  a  noble  vifage  for  the  nones, 
And  formid  well  of  brawne  and  eke  of  bones, 
And  aftir.  Venus  had  foche  faireneffe 
That  no  man  might  be  halfe  fo  faire  I  gefie, 
And  well  a  lorde  him  femid  for  to  be  ; 
And  for  he  was  a  ftraungir,  fomwhat  fhe 
Ylikid  him  the  bet,  as  God  doe  bote, 
To  fome  folk  of  tin  newe  thing  is  fate  ; 
Anon  her  herte  hath  pitie  of  his  wo, 
And  with  that  pite  love  ycame  alfo  ; 
And  thus  for  pite  and  for  gentilneffe 
Refrefhid  niuft  he  ben  of  his  diftreffe. 

She  fayid  certis  that  fhe  forie  was 
That  he  hath  had  foche  perill  and  foch  caas. 
And  in  her  frendly  fpeche  in  this  manere 
She  to  him  fpake,  and  faied  as  ye  maie  here  : 

Be  ye  nat  Venus  fonne  and  Anchifes  ? 
In  gode  faith  all  the  worfhip  and  encrefe 
That  I  maie  godely  doen  you  ye  fhall  have ; 
Your  fhippis  and  your  meine  fhall  I  fave;        * 
And  many*  a  gentill  worde  fhe  fpake  him  to, 
And  ccmmaundid  her  mefiangirs  to  go 
The  fame  daie  withoutin  any  faile 
His  fhippis  for  to  feke  and  'hem  vitaile  : 
Full  many*  a  beft  fhe  to  the  fhippis  fent, 
And  with  the  wine  fhegan  'hem  to  prefent, 
And  to  her  roiall  paleis  fhe  her  fpedde, 
And  ./Eneas  alwaie  with  her  fhe  ledde. 
4    What  nedith  you  the  feftis  to  difcrive  ? 
He  nevir  bet  at  efe  was  in  his  live ; 
Full  was  the  feft  of  deinties  and  richeffe, 
Of  inftrumentes,  of  fong,  and  of  gladneffe, 
And  many'  an  amo'rous  loking  and  devife. 

This  ./Eneas  is  come  to  paradife 
Out  of  the  fwolowe*  of  hell,  and  thus  in  joie 
Remembrith  him  of  his  eftate  in  Troie. 
To  daunfmg  chambris  full  of  paramentes, 
Of  riche  beddis  and  of  ornamentes, 
This  ./Eneas  is  ledde  aftir  the  mete ; 
And  with  the  Queue  whan  that  he  had  yfete, 
And  fpicis  partid,  and  the  wine  agon, 
Unto  his  chambir  was  he  lad  anon 
To  take  his  efe  and  for  to  have  his  reft, 
With  all  his  folke  to  doen  what  fo  'him  left. 

There  ne  was  courfir  well  ibridlid  none, 
Ne  ftede  for  the  jufting  well  to  gone, 
Ne  large  paulfrey  efie  for  the  nones, 
Ne  jewill  yfret  full  of  riche  flones, 
Ne  fackis  full  of  gold,  of  large  wight, 
Ne  rubie  none  that  fhinith  bright  by  night, 
Ne  gentill  hautin  faukon  heronere, 
Ne  hounde  for  harte,  or  wilde  bore,  or  dere, 
Ne  cuppe  of  gold,  with  floreins  newe  ibette, 
That  in  the  londe  of  JLibye  raaie  ben  gette 
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£hat  Dido  ne'  hath  Eneas  it  ifent, 
And  all  is  payid  what  that  he  hath  fpent. 
Thus  gan'this  worthy  Quenc  her  gtftis  call, 
As  fhe  that  can  in  frcdome  paffin  all. 
./Eneas  fothely  eke,  withoutin  lefe, 
Hath  lent  to  his  fhippis  by  Achates 
Aftir  his  ibnne,  and  aftir  riche  thinges, 
Both  iceptre,  clothis,  brochis,  and  eke  ringes, 
Some  for  to  were,  and  feme  for  to  prefent 
To  her  that  all  thefe  noble  things  him  fent, 
And  bad  hisfonr.e  how  that  he  fhould  ymake 
The  preferring,  and  to  the  Quene  it  take. 

Repairidis  this  Achates. again, 
And  .ffineas  full  blisi'ull  is  and  fain 
To  fein  his  yonge  fonne  Afcanius, 
For  unto  him  it  was  reportid  thus, 
That  Cupido,  that  is  the  god  of  Love, 
At  prayir  of  his  mothir  hie  above, 
Yhad  the  likeneffe  of  the  childe  itake, 
This  noble  Quene  enamoured  for  to  make 
On  ./Eneas  ;  but  as  to  that  fcripture, 
Be  as  be  maie,  I  make  of  it  no  cure; 
But  foth  is  this,  the  Quene  hath  made  foch  chere 
Unto  this  childe  that'wondir  was  to  here, 
And  of  the  prefent  that  his  fathir  fent 
She  thankid  him  full  oft  in  gode  entent. 
Thus  is  this  Quene  in  plefaunce  and  in  joie 
With  all  thefe  newe  luftie  folke  of  Troie, 
And  of  the  dedis  hath  {he  mere  enquered 
Of  ^Eneas,  and  all  the  ftorie  lered 
Of  Troie,  and  all  the  longe  daie  thei  twaie 
Xntendidin  for  to  fpeke  and  to  plaie, 
Of  whichc  there  gan  to  bredin  foche  a  fire, 
That  felie  Dido  hath  now  foche  defire 
With  JEneas  her  newe  geft  to  dele 
That  fhe  hath  loft  her  hewe  and  eke  her  hele. 

Now  to  the*  cffeifl,  now  to  the  fruite,  of  ail 
Why  I  have  told  this  ftorie'  and  tellin  fhall. 

Thus  1  beginne.  Jt  fell  upon  a  night, 
Whan  that  the  mone  upreifid  had  her  light, 
This  noble  Quene  unto  her  reft  ywent, 
She  fighid  fore,  and  gone  her  felf  tourment, 
She  walkith,  waloweth,  and  made  many  braied, 
As  doen  thefe  lovif  s,  as  I  have  herd  faied, 
And  at  the  lafte  unto  her  fuftir  Anne 
She  made  her  mone,  and  rightthus  fpake  fhe  than : 

Now,  dere  fuftir  mine  !  what  maie  it  be 
That  me  agaftith  in  my  dreme  ?  (quod  fhe) 
This  ilke  newe  Trojan  is  fo  in  my  thought, 
For  that  me  thinketh  he  it  fo  well  iwrought, 
And  eke  fo  likely  for  to  ben  a  man, 
And  therwithall  fo  milkill  gode  he  can, 
That  all  my  love  and  life  lieth  in  his  cure ; 
Have  ye  nat  herd  him  tell  his  avinture  ? 

Now  certis,  Anne,  if  that  ye  rede  me, 
I  woldin  fain  to  him  iweddid  be  ; 
This  is  the  effed  ;  what  fhould  I  more  felne  ? 
In  him  lieth  all  to  doe  me  live  or  deine. 

Her  fuftir  Anne,  as  fhe  that  coud  her  gode, 
Said  as  her  thought,  and  fomdelc  it  withftode  ; 
But  hereof  was  ib  long  a  fermoning 
It  were  to  long  to  makin  reherfmg  ; 
But  finally,  it  maie  not  be  withftonde, 
J^cvc  well  ylpve,  for  no  wight  \voll  it  wondej 


The  dawning  uprift  out  of  the  fake  fe,. 

This  amorous  Quene  .chargith  her  meine 

The  nettis  dreffe,  and  fpcris  brode  and  kuut, 

An  hunting  well  this  lultie  frcfhe  Quenc, 

So  prikith  her  this  newe  jolie  wo ; 

To  horfe  is  all  her  luftie  folke  igo, 

Unto  the  court  the  houndis  ben  ibrought, 

And  upon  coarfir  fwift  as  any  thought 

Her  yonge  knightis  hevin  all  about, 

And  of  her  women  eke  an  huge  rout  : 

Upon  a  thicke  palfraie,  -papir white, 

With  fadill  redde,  enbroudid  with  delite, 

Ofgoldethe  barris,up  enboffid  high, 

Sate  Dido,  all  in  golde  and  perreywrigh, 

And  fhe  is,  faire  as  is  the  bright  e  morowe 

That  helith  fick  folkis  of  night'isforcwe, 

Upon  a  courfir  ftartlin  as  the  fire, 

Men  mightin  tourne  him  with  a  little  wire. 

But  ./Eneas,  like  Phcebus  to  devife, 
So  was  he  frefh  arayid  in  his  wife, 
The  fomie  bridill,  with  the  bitte  of  gold, 
Govirnith  he  right  as  himfelf  hath  would; 
And  forthe  this  noble  .Quene,  this  ladie,  ride 
On  hunting,  with  this  Trojan  by  her  fide.      ;.<# 
The  herde  of  hartis  foundin  is  anon, 
With  Hey  go  bet,  pricke  thou,  let  gon,  let  gon  ! 
Why  n'il  the  lion  comin  or  the  here, 
That  I  might  him  ones  metin  with  this  fpere  ? 
Thus  lain  this  yonge  folke,  and  up  thei  kill 
The  wilde  hartis,  and  have  'hem  at  ther  will. 

Emong  all  this  to  romblin  gan  the  heven, 
The  thondir  rorid  with  a  grifly  fteven, 
Doun  come  the  rain,  with  haile  and  flet  fb  faft, 
With  hevin's  fire,  that  made  fo  fore  agaft 
This  noble  Quene  and  alfo  her  main?, 
That  eche  of  'hem,  was  glade  awaie  to  fle ; 
And,  fhortly ,  fro  the  tempeft  her  to  fave 
She  fled  her  felf  into  a  little  cave, 
And  with  her  went  this  ./Eneas  alfo, 
I  n'ot  with  'hem  if  ther  went  any  mo, 
The  auctour  makith  of  it  no  mencion ; 
And  here  began  the  depe  affection 
Betwixt  'hem  two  ;  this  was  the  firfte  morowe 
Of  her  gladneffe  and  ginning  of  her  forowe, 
For  there  hath  ./Eneas  iknelid  fo, 
And  tolde  her  all  his  hert  and  all  his  wo, 
And  fworne  fo  depe  to  her  to  be  true 
For  well  or  \vo,  and  chaungin  for  no  newe, 
And  as  a  falfe  lovir  fo  well  can  plain, 
That  felie  Dido  rewid  on  his  pain, 
Toke  him  for  hufbond,  and  became  his  wife 
For  evirmore,  while  that  'hem  laft  fhuldelife; 
And  aftir  this,  when  that  the  tempeft  ftente, 
With  mirth  out  as  thei  came  homward  thei  went ; 
The  wickid  fame  uprofe,  and  that  anon, 
How  ./Eneas  hath  with  the  Qyene  igon 
Into  the  cave,  and  demid  as  'hem  lift  ; 
And  whan  the  King  (that  Yarbas  hight)  it  wift, 
As  he  that  had  her  loved  evir  his  life, 
And  wowid  her  to  havin  to  his  wife, 
Soche  forow*  as  he  hath  makid  and  foche  cherc 
It  is  a  routhe  and  pity  for  to  here  ; 
But  as  in  love  all  daie  it  happith  fo 
That  one  fhaJl  laughin  at  an  othir's  wo, 
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Now!aughith  JEneas,  and  is  in  joie 

And  more  richeffe  than  evir  was  in  Troic. 

O  felie  woman, full  of  innocence, 
Trull  of  pite,  of  truthe,  and  continence! 
"What  makid  you  to  men  to  truftin  fo  ? 
Have  ye  foche  routhe  upon  ther  fainid  wo 
And  have  foche  old  enfamplis  you  beforne  ? 
Se  ye  nat  all  how  that  thei  ben  forfworne  ? 
"Where  fe  ye  one  that  he  ne'  hath  lafte  his  lefe, 
Or  hen  unkinde,  or  doen  her  fome  mifchefe, 
Or  pillid  her,  or  boftid  of  his  dede  ? 
Ye  maie  as  well  it  fene  as  ye  maie  rede. 
Takith  hede  now  of  this  grete  gsntilman, 
This  Trojan,  that  fo  well  her  plefm  can, 
That  fainith  him  fo  true  and  obeifmg, 
So  gentill  and  fo  privie'  of  his  doing. 
And  can  fo  well  doen  all  his  obeifaunce, 
And  waitith  her  at  feftis  and  at  daunce, 
And  whan  fhe  goeth  to  temple'  and  home  again, 
And  faftin  till  he  hath  his  ladie  fein, 
And  berin  in  his  devifis  for  her  fake 
N'ot  I  nat  what,  and  fongis  would  he  make, 
Juft'n,  and  doen  .of  armis  many  thinges, 
45ende  her  lettirs,  tokins,  brochis,  and  ringes. 

Now  herkenith  how  he  fhal  his  lady  fervc  : 
There  as  he  was  in  perill  for  to  fterve 
For  hungir  and  for  mifchefe  in  the  fe, 
And  defolate,  and  fledde  fro  his  countre, 
And  all  his  fol'ke  with  tempeft  all  to  driven, 
She  hath  her  body  and  eke  her  relme  yeven 
Into  his  honde,  there  as  fhe  might  have  ben 
Of  othir  land  than  of  Carthage  a  quene, 
And  lived  in  joy  inough  ;  what  would  ye  more  ? 

This  .flineas,  that  hath  thus  depe  ifwore, 
Is  werie  of  his  craft  within  a  throwe, 
And  the  hote  erneft  is  all  ovirblowe, 
And  privily  he  doeth  his  fhippis  dight, 
And  fhapith  him  to  ftele  awaie  by  night. 

This  Dido  hath  fufpe&ion  of  this, 
And  thoughtin  well  that  it  was  all  amis, 
For  in  his  bedde  he  lieth  anight  and  fiketh  : 
She  aflcith  him  anon,  What  the  mifliketh, 
My  dere  herte  !  whiche  that  I  lovin  mofte  ? 

Certis  (quod  he)  this  night  my  fathir's  ghofte 
Hath  in  my  flepe  me  fo  forely  tourmented, 
And  eke  Mercurie's  his  meffage  hath  prefented, 
That  nedis  to  the  conqueft  of  Itaile 
My  deftinie  is  fone  for  to  faile, 
For  which  me  thinkith  broftin  is  mine  hert  j 
Therwith  his  falfe  teris  out  thei  ftert, 
And  takith  her  within  his  armis  two. 

Is  that  in  erneft  ?  (quod  fhe)  woll  ye  fo  ? 
Have  ye  no  fworne  to  wife  me  for  to  take  ? 
Alas  !  what  woman  woll  ye  of  me  make  ? 
I  am  a  gentill  woman  and  a  quene, 
Ye  woll  not  fro  your  wife  thus  foul  yflene  ? 
That  I  was  borne  alas  !  what  fhall  I  do  ? 

To  telle  in  fhort,  this  noble  C^uene  Dido 


She  fekith  halowes  and  doeth  facrifice, 

She  knelith,  crieth,  that  routh  is  to  devife, 

Conjurith  him,  and  profe'rith  him  to  be 

His  thrall,  his  fervaunt,  in  the  beft  degre, 

She  fallith  him  to  fote,and  fownith  there, 

Difchevilid  with  her  bright  gildid  here, 

And  faieth,  Have  mercy !  let  me  with  you  ride, 

Thele  lordis  whiche  that  wonnin  me  befide 

Woll  me  deftroyin  only  for  your  fake  ; 

And  if  ye  wolie  me  now  to  wife  ytake 

As  ye  have  fworne,  than  woll  I  yeve  you  leve 

Te  flaen  me  with  your  fwerde  nowfon  at  eve,    • 

For  than  yet  {hall  I  dyin  as  your  wife  ; 

I  am  with  childe,  and  yeve  my  childe  his  life  : 

0  mercie,  Lorde  !  have  pite  in  your  thought.    , 
But  all  this  thing  availith  her  right  nought, 
For  on  a  night  he  fleping  let  her  lie, 

And  ftole  awaye  into  his  company, 
And  as  a  traitour  forthe  he  gan  to  faile 
Towardis  the  large  countre  of  Itaile  : 
And  thus  hath  he  left  Dido'  in  wo  and  pine, 
And  weddid  there  a  ladie  hight  Lavine. 
A  clothe  he  laft,  and  eke  hisfworde  Handing, 
Whan  he  fro  Dido  ftalc  in  her  fleping, 
Right  at  her  bedd'is  hedde,  fo  gan  he  hie 
Whan  that  he  ftale  awaie  to  his  navie. 

Which  cloth  whan  felie  Dido  gan  awake    ^ 
She  hath  it  kifte  ful  oftin  for  his  fake, 
And  faid,  Swete  cloth  !  while  Jupiter  it  left 
Take  my  foule,unbinde  me  of  this  unreft, 

1  have  fulfilled  of  Fortune  all  the  courfe : 
And  thus,  alas !  withoutin  his  focourfe 
Twentie  timis  ifwounid  heth  fhe  than. 
And  whan  that  fhe  unto  her  fuftir  Anne 
Complainid  had  of  which  I  maie  not  write, 
So  grete  routh  I  have  it  for  to  endite, 
And  bad  her  norice  and  her  fuftrin  gon 
To  fetchin  fire  and  othir  thinges  anon, 
And  fayid  that  fhe  woulde  facrifie  ; 

And  whan  fhe  might  her  time  well  afpic 
Upon  the  fire  of  facrifice  fhe  fterte, 
And  with  his  fworde  fhe  rofe  her  to  the  herte, f 
But  as  mine  auftour  faith  yet  this  fhe  feide, 
Or  fhe  was  hurtin,  beforne  or  fhe  deide, 
She  wrote  a  lettre'  anon,  and  thus  began ; 

Right  fo  (quod  fhe)  as  the  milkw lute  fwan  y 
Ayenft  his  deth  beginnith  for  to  fing, 
Right  fo  to  you  I  make  my  complaining, 
Not  that  I  trowe  to  gettin  you  again, 
For  well  I  wote  that  it  is  al  in  vain, 
Sens  that  the  goddes  ben  contrarious  to  me, 
But  fin  my  name  is  loft  through  you  (quod  fhe) 
I  maie  well  lefe  a  worde  on  you  or  letter. 
All  be  it  I  fhall  be  nevir  the  better, 
For  thilke  wind  that  blewe  your  fhip  awaie 
The  fame  winde  hath  bio  we  awaie  your  faie  :  = 
But  who  fo  wol  al  this  lettre'  have  in  minde 
Rede  Ovide,  and  in  him  he  fhall  it  finde. 
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1  nou  rote  of  falfe  loviris,  Duke  Jafon, 
Thou  fleer,  devourir,  and  confufion, 
Of  gentill  women,  gentil  creatures, 
Thou  madift  thy  reclaiming  and  thy  lures 

I  To  ladies  of  thy  fcathliche  aparaunce, 
And  of  thy  worclis  farfid  with  plefaunce, 
And  of  thy  fainid  tfouth  and  thy  manere, 
With  thine  obeifaunce  and  humble  chere, 

j  And  with  thine  counterfeitid  pain  and  wo, 
There  othir  falfin  one  thou  falfid  two. 
O !   oftin  fwore  thou  that  thou  woldift  die 
For  love  whan  thou  ne  feltift  maladie 
Save  foule  delite,  whiche  that  thou  callift  love  : 
If  that  I  live  thy  name  fhall  be  yfhove 
In  Englifhe,  that  thy  deceipt  fhall  be  knowe  : 
Have  at  the,  Jafon ;  now  thin  horn  is  blow. 
But  certis  it  is  bothe  routh  and  wo 
That  Love  with  falfe  lovirs  werkith  fo, 
For  thei  fhal  have  well  bettir  love  and  chere 
Than  he  that  hath  aboughtin  love  full  dere, 
Or  had  in  armis  many'  a  bloodie  boxe, 
For  ay  as  tendre'  a  capon  eteth  the  fox, 
Though  he  be  fals,  and  hath  the  foule  betraied, 
As  fhall  the  gode  man  that  therefore  hath  paied; 
Although  he  have  to  the'  capon  Ikill  and  right 
The  falfe  foxe  well  have  his  part  at  night : 
On  Jafon  this  enfample'  is  well  ifene  > 

By  Hypfipyle'  and  Medea  the  quene. 

In  Theffalie,  as  Ovide  tellith  us, 
There  was  a  knight  that  hightin  Pelus, 
That  had  a  brothir  whiche  that  bight  ./Efon; 
And  whan  for  age  he  might  unnethis  gon 
He  yave  to  Peleus  the  govirning 
Of  all  his  reigne,  and  made  him  lorde  and  king  ; 
Of  whiche  .ffifon  this  Jafon  gettin  was, 
That  in  his  time  in  all  that  land  there  n'as 
Nat  foche  a  famous  knight  of  genti  leffe, 
Of  fredome,  of  ftrengthc,  and  of  lufliueffc. 


Aftir  his  fathir's  deth  be  bare  him  fo 

That  there  n'as  none  that  lilt  to^ben  hi*  foe, 

But  did  him  all  honour  and  tompanie, 

Of  whiche  this  Peleus  hath  grete  envie, 

Imagining  that  Jafon  might  >  be 

Enhaunfid  fo,  and  put  in  foche  degrc, 

With  love  of  Jordis  of  his  regioun, 

That  from  his  reigne  he  maie  be  put  adoun» 

And  ic  his  wit  anight  compaffid  he 

How  this  Jafon  might  beft  diftroyid  be, 

Withoutin  fclaundir  of  his  compai'ment ; 

And  at  the  laft  he  toke  avifement 

That  to  fcnde  him  into  fome  ferre  countre, 

Theras  this  Jafon  maie  diitroyid  be': 

This  was  his  wit,  all  made  he  to  Jafon 

Crete  chere  of  loke  and  of  affection, 

Tor  drede  left  that  his  lordis  it  efpide. 

And  fo  bifell  it,  as  fame  ronnith  wide, 

There  was  foche  tiding  or  all,  and  foche  loo.<5, 

'I 'hat  in  an  Hie  that  callid  was  Cokhos, 

That  ftonte  beyonde  Troie  eftward  in  the  fe, 

There  was  a  Ram  which  that  men  mightin  fe 

That  had  a  Flees  of  Golde  that  flione  Ib  b;  ight- 

That  no  wher-e  was  there  foche  an  othir  fight ; 

But  it  was  kept  alwaie  with  a  dragoun, 

And  many  othir  marvailes  up  and  doun, 

And  with  two  bulk's  makid  all  of  bras, 

That  fpittin  fire,  and  mpchil  thing  ther  was  j 

But  this  was  eke  the  tal    nathclcs, 

That  who  fo  would  y  wimiin  thilke  Flees 

He  muft  bothe,  or  that  he  it  winnin  might, 

With  the  bullis  and  with  the  dragon  fight. 

And  King  Oetus  lorde  was  of  that  ile. 
This  Peleus  bethought  upon  this  while 
That  he  his  nevewe  Jafon  would  exhort 
To  lailin  to  that  londehim  to  difport, 
And  fayid,  Nevewe^  if  it  might  ybe 
That  foche  a  worfhip  might  befailin  the 
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That  thou  this  famous  trefure  mightift  win, 

And  bringin  it  my  region  within, 

It  were  to  me  grete  plefaunce  and  honour, 

Than  were  I  holdin  to  quite  thy  labour, 

And  all  thy  coflis  I  woll  my  felf  make, 

And  chefith  what  folke  thou  wolt  with  jthe  take 

Let  fe  now,  darfte  thou  takin  this  voiage  ? 

Jafon  was  young,  and  luftie  of  corage, 

And  undirtoke  to  doen  this  ilke  emprife ; 

Anon  Argus  his  fhippis  gan  devife. 

With  Jafon  went  the  ftrong  ftout  Hercules', 
And  many'  an  othir  that  he  with  him  ches ; 
But  who  fo  afkith  who  is  with  him  gon 
Let  him  rede  the  boke  Argonauticon, 
For  he  wol  tel  a  tale  long  inough.      ' 
Philocretes  anon  the  faile  up  drough, 
Whan  that  the  winde  was  gode,  and  gan  hint  hie 
Out  of  his  countre  callid  ThefTalie. 
So  long  thei  failid  in  the  fait'  fe 
Till  in  the  ile  of  Lemnos  arived  he, 
All  be  this  nat  reherfid  of  Guido, 
Yet  faieth  Ovide  in  his  Epiftlis  fo  ; 
And  of  this  ileland  ladie  was  and  quene 
The  faire  and  yonge  Hypfipyle  the  fhene, 
That  whilom  Thoas  doughter  was,  the  king* 

Hypfipyle  was  gon  in  her  playing, 
Androming  on  the  clevis  by  the  fe  ; 
Undir  ahanke  anoneefpyid  fhe 
Where  laie  the  fhippe  that  Jafon  gon  arive ; 
Of  her  godenefle  adoune  (he  fendith  blive 
To  wetin  if  that  any  ftraunge  wight 
With  tempeft  thidir  were  iblowe  anight, 
To  doen  'hem  focour,  as  was  her  ufaunce 
To  furth'rin  every  wight,  and  don  plefaunce 
Of  very  bounte  and  of  curtifie. 

This  meflangir  adoune  him  gan  to  hie, 
And  founde  Jafon  and  Hercules  alfo, 
That  in  a  cogge  to  londe  werin  igo 
'Hem  to  refrefhin  and  to  take  the  aire, 
The  morowning  attempre  was  and  faire, 
And  in  thcr  waie  this  meffangir  'hem  mette ; 
Full  conningly  thefe  lordis  two  he  grette, 
And  did  his  meflage,  afkirig  'hem  anon 
If  thei  wer  brokin  or  ought  wo  bigon, 
Or  had  nede  of  lodefmen  or  of  vitaile  ? 
For  of  fuccour  they  {houldin  nothing  faile. 
For  it  was  uttirly  the  Quen'is  will. 
Jafon  anfwerid  mekely  and  ftill, 
My  ladie  (quod  he)  thanke  I  hertily 
Of  her  godeneffe  :  us  nedith  truily 
Nothing  as  now,  but  that  we  werie  be, 
And  comin  for  to  plaie  out  of  the  fe 
Till  that  the  winde  be  bettir  in  our  waie. 
This  ladie  romith  by*the  clifFe  to  plaie, 
With  her  meine,  endlong  upon  the  ftronde, 
And  findith  Jafon  and  this  othir  ftonde 
In  fpeking  of  this  thing,  as  I  you  told. 
This  Hercules  and  Jafon  gan  behold 
How  that  the  Quene  it  was,  and  faire  her  grete, 
Anpn  right  as  thei  with  this  ladie  mete, 
And  fhe  toke  hede,  and  knewc  by  ther  manere, 
By  ther  araie,  by  wordis,  and  by  cherc, 
That  it  were  gentillmen  of  grete  degre, 
And  to  the  caftle  with  her  ledith  ihe 


Thefe  ftraunge  folke,  and  doith   hem  grct  honor 
And  alkith  'hem  of  travaile  and  of  labor 
That  thei  have  fuffrid  in  the  fait 3  fe  ; 
So  that  within  a  daie,  or  two  or  thre, 
She  knewe  by  the'  folke  that  in  his  fhippis  be 
That  it  was  Jafon,  full  of  renome, 
And  Hercules,  that  had  the  grete  loos, 
That  foughtin  the  aventures  of  Colchos, 
And  did  'hem  honour  more  than  before, 
And  with  'hem  deled  evir  longir  the  more, 
For  thei  ben  worthy  folke  withoutin  lefe, 
And  namely  mofte  fhe  fpake  with  Hercules, 
To  him  her  herte  fhe  bare,  an  he  fhould  be 
Sadde,  wife,  and  true,  of  wordis  aviie, 
Withoutin  any  othir  affeiSHon 
Of  love,  or  othir  imaginacion 

This  Hercules  hath  this  Jafon  fo.preifed, 
That  to  the  funnc  he  hath  him  up  reifcd, 
That  halfe  fo  true  a  man  there  n'as  of  love 
Undir  the  cope  of  heven  that  is  above, 
And  he  was  wife,  bardie,  fecrete,  and  richc, 
Of  thefe  iii  pointis  there  n'as  non  himliche, 
Of  fredome  paffid  he  and  luftie  hedde 
All  tho  that  livin  and  all  tho  ben  dedde, 
Thereto  fo  grete  a  gentillman  was  he,     . 
And  of  Theflalie  likely  king  to  be ; 
There  n'as  no  lacke  but  that  he  was  agaft 
To  love,  and  for  to  fpckin  firamefaft ; 
Him  had  levir  himfelf  murdir  and  die 
Than  that  men  fhould  a  lovir  him  efpie, 
As  wolds  God  above  that  I  had  give 
My  blode  and  flefhe,  fo  that  I  might  live 
With  the  bones,  that  he  had  aught  where  a  wife 
For  his  eflate,  for  foche  a  luftie  life 
She  fhouldin  ledin  with  this  luftie  knight : 
And  all  this  was  compaffid  on  the  night 
Betwixin  Jafon  and  this  Hercules  :        / 
Of  both  thefe  two  here  was  a  fhreude  lefc, 
To  come  to  houfe  upon  an  innocent, 
For  to  bedote  this  Quene  was  ther  entent. 
And  Jafon  is  as  coie  as  is  a  maide  ; 
He  lokith  pitoufly,  but  naught  he  faicd; 
But  frely  yave  he  to  her  couafailers 
Feftis  full  grete  and  to  her  officers, 
As  would  God  that  I  lefir  had  and  time 
3y  proceffe  all  his  woeing  for  to  rime ; 
3ut  in  this  houfe  if  a  falfe  lovir  be, 
•tight  as  himfelf  now  doeth  right  fo  did  he 
With  faining  and  with  every  fubtill  dede  : 
Ye  get  no  more  of  me  but  ye  woll  rede 
Th'  originall,  that  tellith  all  the  caaa. 

The  fothe  is  this,  that  Jafon  weddid  was 
nto  this  Quene,  and  toke  of  her  fubftaunce 
iVhat  fo  him  lift  unto  his  purveiaunce ; 
And  upon  her  begate  he  childrin  two, 
And  drough  his  faile,  and  fawe  her  nevir  mo.- 
A  lettir  fent  fhe  unto  him  certain, 
Vhich  were  to  long  to  writtin  and  to  fain, 
And  him  reprovith  o£  his  grete  uatrouth, 
And  prayith  him  on  her  to  have  fome  rout!), 
rid  on  his  childrin  two  :  fhe  faid  him  this, 
fhat  thei  be  like  of  alle  thing  iwis 
'o  Jafon,  fave  that  thei  couth  nat  begile; 
\nd  prayid  God  or  it  were  Icnge  while 


LEGENDS  OF  HYPSIPYLE  AND  MEDEA. 


43* 


Tliat  {he  that  liad  his  hcrte  ireft  her  fro 
•Mote  findin  him  untrue  aod  falfe  alfo, 
And  that  fhe  muftc  both  her  childrin  fpill, 
And  alle  tho  that  fuffrith  him  his  will. 
And  true  to  Jafon  was  fhe  all  her  life, 
And  evir  kept  her  chafte  as  for  his  wife, 
Ne  nevir  had  fhe  joie  at  her  herte, 
But  dyid  for  his  love  of  forowes  fmerte. 

To  Colchis  comin  is  this  Duke  Jafon, 
That  is  of  love  devourir  and  dragon, 
As  matire  appetitith  forme  alwaie, 
And  from  forme  into  forme  it  paffin  male, 
Or  as  a  v/clie  that  were  botomles  ; 
Right  fo  can  falfc  Jafon  have  no  pees 
For  to  defirin  through  his  appetite 
To  doen  with  gentiilwoman  his  delite  ; 
This  is  his  lufte  and  his  felicite. 
Jafon  is  romid  forthe  to  the  cite 
That  whilom  clepid  was  Jafonicos, 
That  was  the  maiftirtoune  of  all  Colchos, 
Aiid  hath  itolde  the  caufe  of  his  coming 
Unto  JE<star  of  that  countre  king, 
Praying  him  that  he  muft  doen  his  aflaie 
To  gette  the  Piece  of  Golde  if  that  he  maie, 
Of  whiche  the  King  aflentith  to  his  bone, 
And  doth  him  honour  as  it  is  to  done, 
So  ferforth  that  his  doughtir  and  his  heire 
Medea,  whiche  that  was  fo  wife  and  faire, 
That  fairir  fawe  there  nevir  man  with  eye, 
He  made  her  doen  to  Jafon  companie 
At  mete,  and  iittin  by  him  in  the  hal]. 

Now  was  Jafon  a  femely  man  withall, 
And  like  a  lorde,  and  had  a  grete  renounr 
And  of  his  loke  roiall  as  a  lioun, 
And  godelie  of  his  fpeche  and  familiere, 
And  coud  of  love  the  craft  and  art  plenere 
Withoutin  boke,  with  everichft  obfervaunce  ; 
And  as  Fortune  her  ought  a  foule  mifchaunce 
She  woxe  enamorid  upon  this  man. 

Jafon,  (quod  {he)  for  ought  I  fe  or  cat* 
As  of  this  thing  the  whiche  ye  ben  about, 
Ye  and  your  felf  ye  put  in  mochil  doubt, 
for  who  fo  woll  this  avinture  atcheve 
He  maie  nat  wele  aftertin  as  I  leve 
Withoutin  deth,  but  I  hjs  helpc  be  ; 
But  natheles  it  is  my  will  (quod  flic) 
To  forthrin  you  fo  that  ye  fhall  nat  die, 
But  turnin  founde  home  to  your  Theflajie. 

My  right  fair  lady  !   (quod  this  Jafon  tho) 
That  ye  have  of  my  deth  or  of  my  wo 
Any  regardc,  and  doen  me  this  honour, 
I  wot  wel  that  my  might  ne  my  labour 
May  nat  dcfervin  it.  my  liv'is  daie  ; 
6-od  thanke  you  there  I  ne  can  ne  maie ; 


Your  man  am  I,  and  lowely  you  bcfeche 
To  ben  my  helpc  withoutin  moro  fpeche; 
But  certis  for  my  deth  fhal  I  not  fpare. 

Thp  gan  this  Medea  to  him  declare 
The  peril  of  this  cafe  fro  point  to  point, 
Of  his  batyle,  and  eke  in  what  disjoynt 
He  mot    ftondin,  of  wniche  no  creture 
Save  bnley  (he  ne  might  his  lyfe  affure  : 
And  fhonly,  right  to  the  poynt  for  to  go, 
They  ben  accordid  full  betwyxe  'hem  two 
That  Jafon  ihall  her  wedde  as  her  true  knight, 
And  terme  yfet  to  comin  fone  at  night 
Unto  her  chambre,  and  make  there  his  othe 
Upon  the  goddes,  that  he  for  lefe  or  lothe 
Ne  fhulde  her  nevir  falfin  nyght  ne  daye 
To  ben  her  hufbonde  whyle  he  lyvin  maye, 
As  fhe  that  from  his  deth  him  favid  here  ; 
And  hereupon  at  night  they  mete  yfere, 
And  doth  his  othe,  and  goth  with  her  to  bedde^ 
And  on  the  more  we  upv  arde  he  him  fpedde, 
For  fhe  hath  taught  him  how  he  fhal  nat  fayle 
The  Flees  to  wynne  and  ftintin  his  bataile-, 
And  favid  hym  his  life  and  his  honour, 
And  gate  him  a  name  as  a  conquerour, 
Right  through  the  fleight  of  her  enchantement. 
Now  hath  Jafon  the  Flefe,  and  home  is  went 
With  Medea,  and  trefours  full  grete  wonne  : 
But  unwyfte  of  her  fathir  fhe  is  gonne 
To  Theflalye  with  Duke  Jafon  her  lefe, 
That  aftirwarde  hath  brought  her  to  mifciiefe, 
For  as  a  traytour  he  is  from  her  go, 
And  with  her  lefte  yonge  childrin  two, 
And  falfely  hath  betrayid  her,  alas ! 
And  er  in  love  a  chefe  traytour  he  was, 
And  wftddid  yet  the  thirde  wyfe  anon, 
That  was  the  doughtir  of  the  Kyng  Creon. 

This  is  the  mede  of  lovyng  and  guerdon. 
That  Medea  receved  of  Duke  Jafon 
Right  for  her  truth  and  for  her  kyndineflc, 
That  loved  him  bettir  than  her  felf  I  gefle, 
And  lefte  her  fathir  and  her  herytage  : 
And  of  Jafon  this  is  the  vaflalage, 
That  in  his  dayes  n'as  nevir  non  yfounde 
So  falfe  a  lovir  goyng  on  the  grounde  ; 
And  therefore  in  her  lettir  thus  fhe  fayd, 
Firft  whan  flie  of  his  falfnefle  him  upbrayd, 
Why  lykid  me  thy  yelowe  here  to  fe 
More  than  the  boundis  of  myn  honefte  ? 
Why  lykid  me  thy  youth  and  thy  fayrneffe, 
And  of  thy  tonge  the'  infynite  gracyoufn«fle? 

O  !  haddeft  thou  in  thy  conqueft  de'd  ybe 
Ful  mikil  untrouth  had  ther  dyed  with  the. 
Wel  can  Ovide  her  lettre'  in  verfe  endyte, 
Which  were  as  now  to  longe  for  to  write. 
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T^OWE  mote  I  fain  th'  exilyng  of  kyngis 
Of  Rome  for  ther  horible  doyngis, 
Of  the  lafte  kynge  Sextus  Tarquinius, 
As  faith  Ovid  and. -Titus  Lyvius.; 
But  for  that  caufe  tel  1  nat  this  ftorye, 
But  for  to  prayfe  and  drawe  in  memorye 
The  very  wyfe,  the  very  true  JLucrefie, 
That  for  her  wifehode  and  her  ftedfaftneffe 
Nat  onely  that  thefe  Panymes  her  commende, 
But  that  yclepid  is  in  our  Legende 
The  gret  Auftyn,  that  hath  compaflloun 
Of  this  Lucrece  that  flarfe  in  Rome  toun, 
And  in  what  wife  I  woll  but  fhortly  trete,  * 
And  of  this  thing  I  touch  not  but  the  grete. 

Whan  Ardea  befiegid  was  aboute 
With  Romayns  that  ful  fterne  werin  and  ftout, 
Ful  longe  lay  the  liege,  and  litil  wroughten, 
So  that  they  wer  halfe  ydil  as  'hem  thoughten, 
And  in  his  play  Tarquinius  the  yonge 
Gan  for  to  jape,  for  he  .was  lyght  of  tonge, 
And  fayid  that  it  was  an  ydle  lyfe, 
No  man  d\  d  there  no  more  than  did  his  wife, 
And  let  us  fpeke  of  wivis,  that  is  beft, 
Praife  ev£rie  man  his  own  as  him  left, 
And  with  our  fpechis  let  us  efe  our  herte. 

A  knight  (yclepid  Cplatin)  up  fterte, 
And  layid  thus  Nay,  Sir,  it  is  no  nede 
To  trowin  on  the  worde  but  on  the  dede ; 
I  have  a  wife  (quod  he)  that  as  I  trowc 
Is  holdin  gode  of  al  that  er  her  knowe, 
Go  we  to  Rome  to  nyght  and  we  {hul  fe. 

Tarquinius  anfwerde,  That  lykith  me. 
To  Rome  they  be  comin,  and  faft  Tiem  dightc 
To  Colatyn'is  houfe,  and  downe  they  light, 
Tarquinius  and  eke  this  Colatine  ; 
The  hulbonde  knewe  the  eftirs  wel  and  fyne, 
And  ful  prively  into  the  houfe  thei  gone  : 

Nor  at  the  gate  ne  portir  was  there  none, 
And  at  the  chambre  dore  they  abyde. 
This  noble  wife  Ate  by  her  bedd'is  fyde 


Difcheveled,  for  no  malyce  flie  ne  thought. 
And  foft  wol,  faith  Livy,  that  fhe  wrought 
To  kepin  her  from  flouth  and  ydilnefle, 
And  bad  her  fervauntes  done  ther  befineffe, 
And  aflcith  'hem,  What  tidinges  herin  ye  ? 
How  faieth  men  of  the  fiege,  ho  we  ftial  it  be  ? 
God  wolde  the  wallis  were  fallin  adowne  ! 
Myn  hulbond  is  to  long  out  of  this  towne, 
For  whiche  drede  doth  me  forely  to  fmertc, 
Right  as  a  fworde  it  ftyngith  to  mine  hert 
Whan  I  thinkin  on  this  or  of  that  place  ; 
God  fave  my  lorde,  I  pray  him  for  his  grace! 
And  therwithal  fo  tendirly  gan  wepe, 
And  of  her  werke  {he  toke  no  more  kepe, 
But  mekily  fhe  let  her  eyin  fal, 
And  thilke  femblant  fate  her  wel  withal, 
And  eke  her  teris,  ful  of  honefte 
.EmbelifHd  her  wifely  chaftite; 
Her  countinaunce  is  to  her  herte  digne, 
For  thei  accordidin  in  dede  and  figne. 
And  with  that  worde  her  hufbonde  Colatin, 
Or  fhe  of  him  was  ware,  came  ftertling  in, 
And  fayid,  Drede  the  nat  for  I  am  here  :  , 
And  fhe  anotie  up  rofe  with  blifaful  chere, 
And  kyfied  him,  as  of  wivis  is  the  wonne. 

Tarquinius,  this  proude  king'is  fonne, 
Concevid  hath  her  beautie  and  her  chere, 
Her,  yelowe  here,  her  bountie',  and  her  manere, 
Her  hewe,  her  wordis,  that  fhe  hath  complained, 
And  by  no  craft  her  beautie  was  nat  fained, 
And  caught  unto  this  lady  foche  defire 
;That  in  his  hert  he  brent  as  any  fire, 
So  wodely.  that  his  witte  was  all  forgotten, 
For  \vel  thought  he  fhe  fhulde  nat  be  goten; 
And  aye  the  more  that  he  was  in  difpaire 
The  more  he  covetith  and  thought  herfaire; 
His  blinde  lufle  was  al  his  coveting. 
On  morowe,  whan  the  birde  began  to  fyng. 
Unto  the  fiege  he  cometh  ful  privily, 
And  by  himielfe  he  walkith  foblrljy 
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The'  ymage  of  her  recording  alway  newe, 
Thus  lay  her  here,  ancl  thus  frefh  was  her  he\v, 
Thus  fate  file,  thus  fhe  fpake,  this  was  her  chere, 
Thus  faire  me  was,  and  th'.s  was  her  manere  : 
Al  this  conceite  his  herte  hath  newe  ytake, 
And  as  the  ;e  with  tempeft  al  to  ihake, 
That  aftir  whan  the  ftorme  is  a]  ago 
Yet  woll  the  watir  quappe  a  daie  or. two, 
"Right  fo,  though  that  her  forme  were  abfent 
The  plefaunce  of  her  forme  -was  prefent ; 
But  nathelefie  nat  pkfaunce  but  deiite,  v 

Or  an  unrightful  talent  with  difpite, 
For  maugre  her  (he  ihal  my  leraman  be,  . 
Hap  helpUb  hardy  mamilvoay,  (quod  he;) 
What  ende  that  I  wake  it  ihal  be  fo, 
And  gyrte  him  with  his  fworde  and  gan  to  go  : 
And  he  forth  ritt  ti!  he  to  Rome  is  come, 
And  al  alone  his  way  that.he.huth  nome 
Unto  the  houfe  of  C6}atin  ful  right ; 
Down  was  the  funne,  and  day  hath  loft  his  lyght ; 
And  in  he  come  unto  a  privie  halke, 
And  in  the  night  ful  thefely  gan  he  ftalke, 
Whan  every  wight  was  to  his  reft  ybrought, 
Ne  no  wight  had  of  trefon  foche  a  thought, 
Whethir  by  windows  or  by  othir  gin  : 
With  fwerde  ydrawe  fhortly  he  comith  in 
There  as  Ihe  lay,  this  noble  wife  Lucrece, 
And  as  fhe  woke  her  bedde  flit  feltin  prt'iTe  : 
What  beft  is  that  (quod. ihe)  that  wayith  thus  ? 

I  am  the  king'is  fonne  Tarquinius, 
(Qiiod  he)  but  and  thou  crie,or  noife  ymake, 
Or  if  thou  any  creature  awake, 
By  thilke  God  that  formid  man  of  lyve 
This  fwerde  through  thyne  herte  foal  I  ryve; 
And  therwithal  unto  her  throte  he  fterte, 
And  fet  the  fwerde  al  fharpe  upon  her  herte. 
No  word  fhe  fpake ;  fhe  hath  no  might  therto ; 
What  ihal  ihe  faine  ?  het  witte  is  al  ago, 
As  when  a  wolfe  findith  a  lambe  alone ; 
To  whom  ihal  ihe  complaine  or  make  her  mone  ? 
What  !  ihal  ihe  fightm  with  an  bardie  knight  ? 
Wei  wotte  men  t  >  t  a  woman  hath  no  might ; 
What  ihal  ihe  cne,  or  how  fhal  ihe  afterte, 
That  hath  her  by  the  throte  with  fwerde  at  herte  ? 
She  afkith  grace,  and  faid  al  that  fhe  can. 

No,  wok  thou  nat  tho  ?  (quod  this  cruil  man) 
As  wifely  Jupiter  my  fouie  fave 
As  I  ihal  in  thy  ftable  fle  thy  knave,  • 
And  lay  him  in  thy  bedde,  and  loude  crie 
That  I  the  fyndin  in  foche  avoutrie ; 
And  thus  thou  ihalt  be  ded,  and  alfo  lefe 
Thy  name,  for  that'  thou  malt  none  othir  chefe. 
This  Remains  wives  lovidin  fo  ther  name 
At  thilke  tyme,  and  dredidin  fo  the  fhame, 
That  what  for  fere  of  flaundre'  and  dred  of  deth 
She  loft  at  onis  both  her  wit  and  breth, 
And  in  a  fvvough  fhe  lay,  and  woxe  fo  ded 
Men  mightin  fmitin  of  her  arme  or  hed, 
She  felith  nothing  neithir  foule  ne  feyre. 

Tarquinius,  that  art  ?  king'is  heyre, 
And  ihuldift  as  by  linage  and  by  right 
Done  as  a  lorde  and  as  a  very  knight, 
Why  haft  thou  done  difpite  to  chivalrye  ? 
Why  haft  thou  done  thy  lady  vilanie  I 

YOL.  I, 


Alas  !  of  the  this  was  a  vila'inous  dede. 

But  nowe  to  the'  purpofe.  In  the  ftory'  I  rede 

Whan  he  was  gonne,  and  this  mifchaunce  is  f.a.lj 

This  lady  fent  aftir  her  frendis  al, 

Fathir,  mothir,  and  hufbonde,  al  yfere, 

And  difchevilid  with  her  here  clere, 

In  habyt  foche  as  women  ufid  tho 

Unto  the  burying  of  ther  frendis  go, 

She  fate  in  hal  with  a  forowful  fyght : 

Her  frendis  aikrn  what  her  aylin  myght, 

Aiid  who  was  ded  ?  and  ihe  fate  aye  wepyng, 

A  worde  for  iliame  ne  may  ihe  forth  out  bring, 

Ne  upon  them  ihe  durfte  nat  behold  ; 

But  at-lhe  lafte  of  Turquin  (he  'hem  tolde 

This  ruful  cafe,  an'd  al  this  thyng  horible  : 

The  wo  to  tellin  were  impoilible 

That  fhe  and  all  her  frendis  make  at  ones; 

Al  haddin  folkis  hertis  ben  of  ftones 

It  might  have  makid  'hem  upon  her  rewe. 

Her  hert  y  was  fo  wifely  and  fo  trevve. 

She  faid  that  for  her  gilte'ue  for  her  blame 

Her  hufbonde  fhulde  nat  have  the  foule  name  j 

That  wolde  ihe  nat  fuffrin  by  no  waye. 

And  they  anfwerid  al  unto  her  faye 

That  they  foryave  it  her,  for  it  was  right, 

It  was  no  gylte,  it  lay  nat  in  her  myght, 

And  faydin  her  enfamplis  many  one  : 

But  al  for  naught,  for  thus  ihe  faid  anone, 

Be  as  be  may  (cfuod  ihe)  of  forgivyng, 

I  will  nat  have  no  forgifte  for  nothing  : 

But  privily  ihe  coughtiri  forth  a  knife, 

And  therwithal  ihe  rafte  her  felfe  her  life, 

An J  as  ihe  fel  adowne  ihe  caft  her  loke, 

And  of  her  clothis  yet  gode  hcde  fhe  toke, 

For  in  her  fallyng  yet  ihe  bad  a  care 

Lcfte  that  her  fete  or  foche  thingis  lay  bare, 

So  wel  flie  lovid  clenneffe  and  eke  trouthe. 

Of  her  had  all  the  towne  of  Rome  routhe, 

And  Brutus  hath  by  her  chafte  blode  yfworc 

That  Tarquin  fhulde  ybaniihed  be  therfore 

And  al  his  kinne,  and  let  the  peple  cal, 

And  opinly  the  tale  he  tolde  'hem  al, 

And  opinly  let  cary'  her  on  a  bere  » 

Through  al  the  towne,  that  men  may  fe  and  hers 

The'  horible  deoe  of  her  opp'reffioun  ; 

Ne  nevir  was  there  kyng  in  Rom}  toun 

Sensthylke  day  :  and  ihe  washoldin  there 

A  faynt,  and  evre'  her  day  yhalowed  dcre 

As  in  ther  lawe.    And  thus  endith  JLucrdfe 

The  noble  wyfe,  Titus  berith  witneffe. 

I  tcl  it  for  fhe  was  of  love  fo  trewe, 

Ne  in  her  wil  ihe  chaungid  for  no  newe, 

And  in  her  ftable  herte  fadde  and  kinde, 

That  in  thefe  women  men  may  al  day  fimle 

There  as  they  caft  ther  hert  there  it  dwellith  j 

For  wel  I  wote  that  Chrift  himfelfe  tellith 

That  in  Ifrael,  as  wide  as-,  is  the  londe, 

He  fo  grete  faith  in  al  the  londe  ne  fonde 

As  in  a  woman,  and  this  is  no  lie  :  .        •  . 

And  as  for  men,  loke  ye  foche  tyrannic     - 

Th'ei  done  al  daie,  aflay  'hem  who  fo  liftc,. 

The  trewift  is  ful  brotil  for  to  trifte. 
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MINOS,  Infernal  Judge,  of  Crete  the  Kyng, 
Now  cometh  thy  lotte ;  thou  comift  on  the  ryng  : 
Nat  for  thy  fake  alone  writen  is  this  ftorye, 
But  for  to  clepe  ayen  unto  memorie 
Of  Thefeus  the  gret  untrouthe  of  love, 
For  whiche  the  goddis  of  hevin  above 
Ben  wroth,  and  wrath  have  takin  for  thy  fynne  : 
Be  red  for  fhame,  nowe  I  thy  lyfe  beginne. 

Minos,  that  was  the  mighty  King  of  C'rete, 
That  had  an  hundrid  cities  ftrong  and  grete, 
To  fchole  hath  fent  his  fonne  Androgeus 
To  Athenes,  of  the  whiche  it  happid  thus, 
That  he  was  flayne,  lerning  philofophie 
Right  in  that  cyte,  nat  but  for  envie. 

The  grete  Minos,  of  the  whiche  that  I  fpeke. 
His  fonnis  deth  is  comin  for  to  wreke. 
Alcathoe'  he  befiegid  harde  and  longe, 
But  natheles  the  wallis  be  fo  ftronge, 
And  Nifus  that  was  kyng  of  that  cite 
So  chivalrous,  that  litjl  dredith  he  ; 
Of  Minos  or  his  hofte  toke  he  no  cure 
Tyl  on  a  daie  befil  an  avinture 
That  Nifus  doughtir  ftode  upon  the  wal. 
And  of  the  fiege  behelde  the  manir  al ; 
So  happid  it  that  at  a  fcarmifhing 
She  cafte  her  hert  upon  Minos  the  king, 
For  his  beautie  and  for  his  chivalrye, 
So  forely  that  fhe  wenid  for  to  die  : 
And  fhortly  of  this  procefle  for  to  pace, 
She  made  Minos  to  winnin  thilke  place, 
So  that  the  cite  was  al  at  his  wyl 
To  favin  whom  h5m  lifle  or  ellis  fpill ; 
But  wickidly  he  quit  her  kyndeneffe, 
And  let  her  drenche  in  forowe  and  diftreffe, 
J*Terc  that  the  goddis  had  of  her  pite  : 
But  that  tale  were  to  longe  as  nowe  for  me. 


Athenis  was  this  King  Minos  alfo, 

As  Alcathoe'  and  othir  townis  mo, 

And  this  th'  effect,  that  Minos  hath  fo  driven 

Them  of  Athenis  that  thei  mote  him  yeven 

Fro  yere  to  yere  ther  owne  childrin  dere 

For  to  be  flaine,  as  ye  fhal  aftir  here. 

This  Minos  hath  a  monftre',  a  wickid  beft, 

lhat  was  fo  cruil,  that  without  areft 

Whan  that  a  man  was  brought  into'  his  prefcncc 

He  wolde  him  ete ;  there  helpith  no  defence  : 

And  every  thirde  yere  withoutin  doute 

Thei  caftidin  lotte  as  it  came  aboute 

On  riche  and  pore,  he  muft  his  fonne  take, 

And  of-  his  childe  he  muft  a  pi  •  Jente  make 

To  Minos,  for  to  fave  him  or  to  fpill, 

Or  let  his  beft  devour  him  at  his  will : 

And  this  hath  Minos  don  right  in  difpite ; 

To  wreke  his  fonne  was  fet  al  his  delyte, 

And  makin  'hem  of  Athenis  hys  thral, 

Fro  yere  to  yere  while  that  he  livin  fhal ; 

And  horn  he  failith  whan  this  toun  is  won. 

This  wickid  cuftome  is  fo  long  yron 

Till  that  the  King  of  Athenes,  JEgseus, 

Mote  fcndin  his  owne  fbnrie  Thefeus, 

Sens  that  the  lotte  is  fallin  him  upon, 

To  ben  devourid,  for  grace  is  there  nom  : 

And  forth  is  ladde  this  woful  yonge  knight 

Unto  the  countre'  of  Minos  ful  of  night, 

And  in  a  prifon  fettrid  faft  is  he 

Tyl  that  ilke  time  he  fhulde  yfretin  be* 

Wei  maift  thou  wepe,  o  woful  Thefeus ! 
That  art  a  king'is  fonne  and  damnid  thus ; 
Me  thinkith  this,  that  thou  art  depe  yholde 
To  whom  that  favid  the  fro  caris  colde, 
And  nowe  yf  any  woman  helpe  the 
Wcl  oughtift  thou  her  fervaunt  for  to  be^ 
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And  hen  her  trewe  lovir  ycre  by  yere. 
But  nowe  to  come  aien  to  my  matere. 

The  toure  there  this  Thefeus  is  throwe 
Dovvne  in  the  bottom  derke  and  wondir  lowe, 
Was  joyning  to  the  wal  of  a  foreine 
That  longing  was  unto  the  doughtrm  tweine 
Of  Minos,  whiche  that  in  ther  chambris  grete 
Dweltin  above  toward  the  maiftirftrete 
Q>  thllke  towne  in  joy  and  in  foias  : 
Jf'ot  I  nat  howe,  it  happened  per  cas, 
As  Thefeus  complainid  him  by  night, 
The  kinge's  doughtir  that  Ariadne  hight, 
And  eke  her  fuftir  Phcedra,  herdin  al 
His  complainte  as  thei  ftodin  on  the  wall 
And  lokid  up  upon  the  brighte  mone, 
'Hem  lift  in  nat  to  go  to  bedde  fo  fone, 
And  of  his  wo  thei  had  companion  ; 
A  king'is  fonne  to  be  in  foche  prifon, 
And  ben  devoured,  thought  'hem  grete  pite  :    • 
Than  Ariadne  fpake  to'  her  fuftir  fre, 
And  fayd,  Phcedra,  my  lefe  fuftir  dere  ! " 
.  This  woful  lord'is  fonne  maie  ye  nat  here 
Howe  pitoufly  he  complainith  his  kinne, 
And  eke  his  pore  eftate  that  he  is  inne, 
And  giltileffe  ?  certis  nowe  it  is  routhe, 
And  if  ye  wol  afientin,  by  my  trouthe 
He  fhal  ben  holpin,  howe  fo  that  we  do. 

Phoedra  anfwerde,  Ywis  me  is  as  wo 
For  him  as  er  I  was  for  any  man, 
And  to  his  helpe  the  beft  rede  that  I  can 
Is,  that  we  done  the  gailir  privily 
To  come  and  fpekin  with  us  haftily, 
And  done  this  woful  man  with  him  to  come, 
For  if  he  maie  this  monftir  ovircome 
Than  were  he  quite,  there  is'non  other  bote  : 
Let  us  wel  tafte  him  at  his  hert'is  rote, 
That  if  fo  be  that  he  a  wepon  have, 
Where  that  he  dare,  his  life  to  kepe  and  fave, 
Pightin  with  this  fende,  and  himfelf  defende, 
For  in  the  prifon  there  he  fhal  difcende  : 
Ye  wote  wel  that  the  beft  is  in  a  place 
That  is  not  derke,  and  hath  roume  and  eke  fpace 
To  welde  an  axe,  or  fwerde,  a  ftaffe,  or  knife, 
So  that  me  thinkith  he  Ihulde  fave  his  life  ; 
If  that  he  be  a  man  he  fhal  do  fo  : 
And  we  fhal  make  him  ballis  eke  alfo 
Of  wexe  and  to  we,  that  whan  he  gapith  faft 
Into  the  beft'is  throte  he  fhal  'hem  cafte 
To  fleke  his  hongir  and  encombre  his  tethe, 
And  right  anon  whan  that  Thefeus  fethe 
The  beft  achekid  he  fhal  on  him  lepe 
To  fleen  him  or  they  comin  more  to  hepe  ; 
This  wepon  fhal  the  gailir  or  that  tyde 
Ful  privily  within  the  prifon  hyde  : 
And  for  the  houfe  is  crenclid  to  and  fro, 
And  hath  fo  queinte  wayis  for  to  go, 
For  it  is  fhapin  as  the  mafe  is  wrought, 
Therto  have  I  a  remedy'  in  my  thought, 
That  by  a  clewe  of  twyne  as  he  hath  gon 
The  fame  way  he  may  returne  anon, 
Folo'v.-ing  alway  the  threde  as  he  hath  come  : 
And  whan  that  he  this  beft  hath  ovircome 
Than  may  he  flien  away  out  of  this  ftede,  . 
And  eke  the  gailir  may  he  with  him  Jcde, 


And  him  avaunce  at  home  in  his  countre, 
Sens  that  fo  gret  a  lord'is  fonne  is  he. 

This  is  my  rede,  if  that  ye  dare  it  take. 
What  fhulde  I  lengir  fermoa  of  it  make  ? 
The  gailir  cometh,  and  with  him  Thefeus; 
And  whan  thefe  thingis  ben  accordid  thus, 

Adowne  fate  Thefeus  upon  his  kne  ; 

0  the  right  lady  of  my  life  !  (quod  he) 

1  forowfull  man,  ydamnid  to  the  dethe, 
Fro  you  whilis  that  me  ylaftith  brethe 
I  wol  nat  twinne  aftir  this  avinture, 
But  in  your  fervice  thus  I  wol  endure, 
That  as  a  wretch^  unknow  I  wol  you  ferve 
For  evirmore  tyl  that  min  herte  fterve  ; 
Forfake  I  wol  at  home  min  heritage, 
And  as  I  faied  ben  of  your  courte  a  page, 
If  that  ye  vouchfafin  that  in  this  place 

Ye  grauntin  me  to  havin  foche  a  grace 

That  I  may  have  nat  but  my  mete  and  drinke ; 

And  for  my  fuftinaunce  yet  wol  I  fwinke 

Right  as  you  lift,  that  Minos  ne  no  wight 

Sens  that  he  faw  me  nevir  with  eyenfight, 

Ne  no  rnah  ellis,  fhal  me  nat  efpye, 

So  flily  and  fo  wel  I  Ihal  me  gye, 

And  me  fo  wel  disfigure  and  fo  lowe, 

That  in  this  world  there  fhal  no  man  me  knowe, 

To  have  my  lyfe  and  to  have  the  prefence 

Of  you  that  done  to  me  this  excellence  ; 

And  to  my  fathir  ftial  I  fendin  here 

This  worthy  man,  which  that  is  your  gaylere. 

And  him  fo  guerdon  that  he  fhal  wel  be 

One  of  the  gretift  men  of  my  countre  : 

And  if  I  durfte  fayne,  my  lady  bright ! 

I  am  a  king'is  fonne  and  eke  a  knight, 

As  wold£  God  if  that  it  mighte  ybe 

Ye  werin  in  my  countre  alle  thre, 

And  I  with  you  to  bere  you  companye, 

Than  fhuld  you  fene  if  that  I  therof  lye, 

And  if  I  profir  you  in  lowe  manere 

To  ben  your  page,  and  fervin  you  right  here, 

But  I  you  ferve  as  lowly  in  that  place 

Ypray  to  Mars  to  yeve  me  foche  grace 

That  fham'is  deth  on  me  there  mote  fall, 

And  deth  and  poverte  to  my  frendis  all, 

And  that  my  fprite  by  night  mote  go 

Aftir  my  deth  and  walkin  to  and  fro, 

That  I  mote  of  foule  traitour  have  a  name, 

For  whiche  my  fprit  mote  go,  to  do  me  fhame, 

And  if  I  clayme  evir  othir  degre, 

But  ye  vouchfafin  to  grauntin  it  me, 

As  I  have  faid,  of  fham'is  deth  I  dey, 

And  mercy, lady!  I  can  naught  els  fey. 

A  femely  knight  was  this  Thefeus  to  fe, 
And  yonge,  but  of  twenty  yere  and  thre, 
But  who  fo  had  yfene  his  countinaunce 
He  would  have  wept  for  routh  of  his  penaunce, 
For  which  this  Ariadne*  in  this  manere 
Anfwerde  to  his  profre  and  to  his  chere  ; 

A  kyng'is  fonne  and  eke  a  knight  (quod  fhe) 
To  ben  my  fervaunt  in  fo  low  degre 
God  fhuld  it!  for  the  fhame  of  women  al, 
And  lene  me  nevir  foche  a  cafe  befal, 
And  fende  you  grace  and  fleight  of  hert  alfo 
You  to  defende  and  knightly  fleen  your  fye, 
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And  lene  here  aftir  that  I  may  you  finde 

To  me  and  to  my  fuftir  here  ib  kynde 

That  I  ne  repent  nat  to  yevc  you  lyfe ; 

Yet  were  it  bettir  that  I  were  your  wife, 

Sithe  that  ye  ben  as  gentil  borne  as  I, 

And  have  a  relrne  nat  ferre  but  fafte  by, 

Than  I  fuffrid  your  genuHelTe  to  fterve, 

Or  that  I  let  you  as  a  page  to  ferve ; 

Jt  is  no  profile  unto  your  kinrede, 

J3ut  what  is  that  that  men  n'ill  do  for  dred  ? 

And  to  my  fuftir,  fyth  that  it  is  fo 

That  fhe  mote  gone  with  me  if  that  I  go, 

Or  ellis  fuffre  deth  as  wel  as  I, 

That  ye  unto  your  fonne  as  trewily 

Done  her  be  weddid  at  your  home  comming  ; 

This  is  the  fynal  ende  of  a]  this  thing, 

Ye  fwere  it  here  on  all  that  may  be  fworne. 

Ye,  lady  myn,  (quod  he)  or  els  to  torne 
IMbte  "I  be  with  the  Minotaure  to  mprowe, 
And  havith  here  of  rain  hert  blod  to  borowe, 
If  that  ye  wol,  if  I  had  knife  or  fperc 
J  wolde  it  lettin  out  and  thereon  fwere, 
For  than  at  erfle  I  wot  ye  would  me  leve, 
By  Mars,  that  is  the  chiefe  of  my  beleve, 
So  that  I  might  in  lyvin  and  nat  fails 
To  morowe  for  to  takin  my  bataile 
I  ne  wolde  nevir  fro  this  place  flye 
Tyl  that  ye  fhulde  the  very  profe  yfe ; 
For  now,  if  that  the  foth  I  fhall  you  fay, 
I  have  lovid  you  fui  many  a  daie, 
Though  ye  ne  wift  it  nat,  in  my  countre^ 
And  aldirmpfte  defyrid  you  to  fe 
Of  any  earthly  living  creature ; 
Upon  my  trouthe  I  fwere  and  you  allure, 
Thisfevin  yere  I  have  your  fervaunt.  be; 
Nowe  have  I  you,  and  alfo  have  ye  me, 
JMy  dere  hert !  of  Athenis  Ducheffe. 

This  lady  fmilith  at  his  ftedfaftneffe, 
And  at  his  hertely  wordes,  and  at  his  cherc, 
And  to  her  fuftir  fayd  in  this  manere  : 

And  fbthely,  leve  all  fuftir  niyn,  (qucd  file). 
Nowe  be  we  ducheffts  both  I  and  ye, 
And  fikerde  to  the  regals  of  Athenes, 
And  bothe  hereaftir  lively  to  be  quenes, 
And  favid  fro  his  deth  a  king'is  fonne, 
As  er  of  gentilwomen  is  the  wonne 
To  fave  a  gentilman  enforth  ther  might, 
In  honeft  caufe,  and  namely  in  his  right, 
Me  thinkith  no  wight  ought  us  hereof  blame, 
Ne  berin  us  therfore  an  evil  name. 
And  fhortly  of  this  matir  for  to  make, 
This  Thefeus  of  her  hath  leve  ytake,  ' 
And  every  point  was  performed  in  dede 
As  ye  have  in  this  coveoaunt  herde  me  rede  ; 
His  wepen,  his  clewe,  his  thing,  that  I  have  faid, 
Was  by  the  gailir  in  the  hou(e  ylaid. 
There  as  the  Mynotaure  hath  his  dwellyng, 
Right  fafte  by  the  dore  at  his  entring, 
An$l  Thefeus  is  lad  unto  Ins  dcthe  ; 
And  forth  untb  this  Muiotaure  he  getne, 
And  by  the  teching  of  this  Adriane 
He  ovircame  this  beft  and  was  his  bane  ; 
And  out  he  comithby  the  clewe  againe 
Ful  privily  whan  he  this  belt  hath*ilaincs 
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And  by  the  gailir  gottin  hath 

And.  of  his  wiv'is  trcfurc  gan  it  ch 

And  toke  his  wife  and  eke  her  fuftir  ire, 

And  eke  the  gailir,  and  with  "hem  al  thre 

Is  ftole  away  out  of  the  londe  by  night, 

And  to  the  countre'  of  Enupie  him  dight, 

Thereas  he  had  a  frende  of  his  knowing ; 

There  feftin  thei.  there  dauncin  thei  and  fing4 

And  in  his  armis  hath  this  Adriane, 

That  of  the  beft  hath  kept  him  fro  his  bane, 

And  get  him  there  a  noble  barge  anone, 

And  of  his  countre  folke  a  ful  gret  wone, 

And  taketh  his  leve,  and  homwarde  failith  he  } 

And  in  an  yle  amiddis  the  wilde  fe, 

Thereas  there  dwellid  nevir  creture  none 

Save  wild  beftis,  and  that  ful  many  one, 

He  made  his  fhippe  alonde  for  to  fette, 

And  in  that  ylo  halfe  a  daie  he  lette, 

And  fayd,  that  on  the  londe  he  muft  him  refte  j 

His  mariners  have  done  right  as  him  lefts  : 

And  for  to  tellin  fhortly  in  this  cafe, 

Whan  Ariadne  his  wife  aflepe  was, 

For  that  her  fuftir  fayrir  was  than  fhe, 

He  taketh  her  in  his  honde,  and  forth  goth  he 

To  fhyppe,  and  as  a  traitour  ftale  away 

While  that  this  Ariadne  aflepe  lay, 

And  to  his  countre  warde  he  failith  blive,- 

A  twenty  dyvil  way  the  winde  him  drive, 

And  found  his  fathir  drenchid  in  the  fe. 

Me  lyfte  no  more  to  fpeke  of  him  parde  ; 

Thefe  falfe  lovirs  poifon  be  ther  bane  1 

But  I  wol  turne  againe  to  Adriane, 
That  is  with  flepe  for  werinefle  ytoke, 
Ful  forowfully  her  hert  may  awake. 

Alas!  for  the  myne  herte  hath  grete  pite. 
Right  in  the  dawning  awakith  fhe, 
And  gropith  in  the  bed,  and  fond  right  nought. 

Alas,  (quod  flie)  that  evir  I  was  wrought ! 
I  am  betrayid,  and  her  here  to  rente, 
And  to  the  ftronde  all  barefote  faft  fhe  wente, 
And  cryid,  Thefeus,  myn  herte  fwete  1 
Where  be  ye,  that  I  may  nat  with  you  mete, 
And  might  thus  with  the  beftis  ben  yflaine  ? 

The  halowe  rockis  anfwerde  her  againe ; 
No  man  fhe  fawe,  and  yet  yfhone  the  mone  ; 
And  hye  upon  a  irocke  flie  wentin  fone, 
And  faw£  his  barge  yfailing  in  the  fe ; 
Colde  woxe  her  hert,  and  right  thus  fayid  flie  : 

Mekir  than  ye  finde  I  the  beftis  wylde. 
Hath  he  nat  fynne  that  he  her  thus  begylde  ? 
She  cried,  O  turne  againe  for  routhe  and  finni  t 
Thy  barge  ne  hath  nat  al  his  meine  inne. 
Her  couvef  chefe  on  a  pole  ftyked  fhe 
Afcaunce  that  he  fhulde  it  wele  yfe, 
And  him  remembre  that  fhe  was  behinde, 
And  turne  againe,  and  on  the  ftronde  her  finde.. 

But  all  for  naught  ;  his  way  he  is  ygone ; 
And  downe  flic  fel  a  fvvownc  upon  a  ftone, 
And  up  fhe  rifle,  and  luffed  in  all  her  care 
The  fteppis  of  his  fete  there  he  hath  fare, 
And  to  her  bed  right  thus  fhe  fpekith  tho  : 

Thou  bed,  (quod  fhe)  that  haft  recevid  twd| 
Thou  fhalt  anfwcre  of  two  and  not  of  one  j 
Where  is  the  greter  pertc  away  gon 
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Alas  !  wher  fhal  I  wretched  wight  become  ? 
For  though  fo  be  that  bote  cone  here  come 
Home  to  my  countre  dare  I  nat  for  drede; 
I  can  my  felfin  in  this  cafe  nat  rede. 

What  mould  I  tellin  more  here  complaining? 
It  is  fo  long  it  were  an  hevy  thing  ; 
In  her  epiille  Nafo  tellith  all. 
But  flvortly  to  the  end'e  tellin  I  mall, 


The  goddis  have  her  holpin  for  pyte, 
And  in  the  fygne  of  Taurus  men  may  fa 
The  ftonis  of  her  corowne  fhyne  clere. 
I  will  no  more  fpekin  of  this  matere, 
But  thus  this  fallelovir  can  begile 
His  trew  love ;  the  devil  <juit  him  his  while 
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HERE      FOLOWETH 


THE  LEGENDE  OF  PHILOMELA, 


1  HOI/  yevir  of  the  formis  that  haft  wrought 
The  fayre  world,  and  bare  it  iu  thy  thought 
Eternally  er  thou  thy  werke  began, 
Why  madift  thou  to  the  flaundir  of  man  ? 
Or  allbe  that  it  was  not  thy  doyng, 
As  for  that  ende  to  making  fe-che  a  thing, 
Why  fuffredeft  thou  that  Tereus  was  bore, 
That  is  in  love  fo  falfe  and  fo  forfwore, 
That  fro  this  world  up  to  the  firft  hevin 
Corrumpith  whan  that  folke  his  name  nevin? 
And  as  to  me,  fo  grifly  was  his  dede, 
That  whan  that  I  this  foule  ftorie  rede 
Myne  eyin  wexin  foule  and  fore  alfo, 
Yet  lafteth  the  venyme  of  fo  long  ago 
That  it  enfedith  him  that  wolde  beholde 
The  ftorie  of  Tereus  of  which  I  tolde. 
Of  Thrace  was  he  the  lorde,  and  kyn  to  Marte, 
The  cruil  god  that  ftante  with  blody  darte ; 
And  weddid  had  he  with  full  blifsful  chere 
King  Pandion'is  faire  doughtir  dere 
That  hight  Progne,  the  floure  of  her  countre, 
Though  Jun6  lifte  not  at  the  feft  to  be 
INe  Hymen,  that  the  god  of  Weddyng  is, 
But  at  the  fefte  redy  ben  iwis 
The  Furis  three,  with  all  ther  mortall  bronde. 
The  oule  all  night  above  the  balkis  wonde, 
That  prophete  is  of  wo  and  of  mifchaunce. 
This  revill,  full  of  fong  and  full  of  daunce, 
ILafted  a  fourtenight  or  little  laffe  : 
But  fhortlie  of  this  ftorie  for  to  paffe, 
(For  I  am  werie  of  hym  for  to  tell) 
Pive  yere  his  wife  and  he  togithir  dwell, 
Till  on  a  daie  fhe  gan  fo  fore  to  long 
To  fene  her  fuftir,  that  fhe  fawe  not  long, 
That  for  defire  fhe  ne  wift  what  to  faie, 
Hut  to  her  hufbonde  gan  {he  for  to  praie, 


For  Godd'is  love,  that  fhe  mote  onis  gone 

To  fene  her  fuftre',  and  come  ayen  anon, 

Or  ellis  but  fhe  mote  to  her  wende 

She  praied  him  that  he  would  aftir  her  fende  ; 

And  this  was  daie  by  daie  all  her  praiere, 

With  all  humbleffe  of  wifehode,  worde,  and  chere. 

This  Tereus  let  make  his  fhippis  yare, 
And  into  Grece  hymfeif  isforthe  ifare  : 
Unto  his  fathir  in  lawe  gan  he  praie 
To  vouchefafin  that  for  a  moneth  or  twaie 
That  Philomela  his  wive's  fuftir  might 
On  Progne'  his  wife  but  onis  have  alight, 
And  flie  fhall  come  to  you  again  anon, 
My  felf  with  her  I  will  bothe  come  and  gon, 
And  as  my  hert's  life  1  will  her  kepe. 

This  olde  Pandion,  this  kyng,  gan  to  wepe 
For  tendirneffe  of  herte  for  to  leve 
His  doughtir  gon,  and  for  to  yeve  her  leve  ; 
Of  all  this  worlde  he  lovid  nothyng  fo ; 
But  at  the  lafte  leve  hath  fhe  to  go, 
For  Philomela  with  fait  teris  eke 
Gan  of  her  fathir  his  grace  to  befeke 
To  fene  her  fuftir,  that  her  longith  fo, 
And  hym  enbracith  with  her  armis  two  : 
And  therewithal  fo  yonge  and  faire  was  fhe, 
That  when  that  Tereus  fawe  her  beaute, 
And  of  arraie  that  there  was  none  her  liche,. 
And  yet  of  beaute  was  fhe  to  fo  riche, 
He  caft  his  fierie  herte  upon  her  fo 
That  he  woll  have  her  how  fo  that  it  go, 
And  with  his  wilis  knelid  and  fo  praied 
Till  at  the  laft  Pandion  thus  yfaied  : 

Now  fonne,  (quod  he)  that  art  to  me  fo  dere,., 
I  the  betake  my  yonge  doughtir  here, 
That  bereth  the  keie  of  all  mynehert'is  life, 
And  grete  me  well  my  doughtir  and  thy  wife^ 
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And  yeve  her  leve  fomtyme  for  to  pleie, 

That  fte  maie  fe  me  onis  or  I  deie. 

And  fothly  he  hath  made  hym  riche  feft, 

And  to  his  folke  the  mofte  and  eke  the  left 

That  with  him  came,  and  yave  him  yeftis  grete, 

And  him  conveyith  through  the  maftirftrete 

€)f  Athenis  and  to  the  fe  hym  brought, 

And  tournith  home,  no  malice  he  ne  thought. 

The  oris  pullith  forth  the  vefftl  faft, 

And  into  Thrace  arrivith  at  the  laft, 

And  up  into  a  foreft  he  her  led, 

And  to  a  cave  full  privily  hym  fped, 

And  in  this  dark;  cave,  if  that  her  left 

Or  ne  lift  nought,  he  bad  her  for  to  reft, 

Of  whiche  her  herte  agrofe,  and  fayid  thus  : 

Where  is  my  fuftir,  brothir  Tereus  ? 
And  there  withall  ftie  wept  full  tendirlie, 
And  quoke  fdr  fere  all  pale  and  pituouflie, 
kight  as  the  lambe  that  of  the  wolfe  is  bitten, 
Or  as  the  culver  that  of  the'  egle  is  fmitten, 
And  is  out  of  his  clawis  forthe  efcaped, 
Yet  it  is  ftill  aferde  and  fore  awhaped, 
Left  it  be  hent  eftfonis  ;  fo  fate  (he  : 
But  uttirlie  it  maie  none  othir  be^ 
By  force  hath  this  traitour  ydoen  a  dcde 
That  he  hath  reft  her  of  her  maidinhede 
Maugre  herhed,  by  ftrength  and  by  his  might. 

Lo,  here  a  dede  of  men,  and  that  aright  1 
She  cryith  Suftir  with  full  loudc  fteven, 
And  Fathir  dere  !  o  helpe  me  God  in  heven  ! 
All  helpith  not  :  and  yet  this  falfe  thefe 
Hath  doen  his  lady  yet  a  more  mifchefe, 
For  fere  left  that  flie  ftiould  his  fhame  crie, 
And  doen  him  opinlie  a  vilanie, 
And  with  his  fwerd  her  tong  of  kerfith  he, 
And  in  a  caftill  made  her  for  to  be 
Full  privily  in  prifone  evirmore, 
And  kept  her  to  his  ufage  and  his  ftore^ 
So  that  fhe  ne  might  nevir  more  afterte. 

O  fely  Philomela  !   wo'  is  thine  herte, 
Huge  ben  thy  forowis,  and  wondir  fmerte ; 
God  wrek  i  the,  and  fende  the  thy  bone  ! 
Now  it  is  time  I  make  an  ende  fone. 

This  Tereus  is  to  his  wife  icome, 
And  in  his  armis  hath  his  wife  inome, 
And  pitouily  he  wept,  and  ftioke  his  hedde, 
And  fwore  her  that  he  found  her  fuftir  dedde, 
For  whiche  this  felie  Progne  hath  foche  wo 
That  nigh  her  forowfull  herte  brake  atwo  : 
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And  thus  in  teris  let  I  Progne  dwell, 
And  of  her  fuftir  forthe  I  woll  you  tel. 

This  wofull  ladie  lernid  had  in  youth 
So  that  flie  workin  and  enbraudin  couth, 
And  wevin  in  her  ftole  the  radevore, 
As  it  of  women  hath  ben  wovid  yore  ; 
And,  fothly  for  to  faine,  fhe  hath  her  fill 
Of  mete  and  drinke,  of  clothing  at  her  will, 
And  couth  eke  rede  well  inough  and  enditc, 
But  with  a  penne  fhe  ne  could  not  write, 
But  lettirs  can  fhe  wevin  to  and  fro, 
So  that  by  that  the  yere  was  all  ago 
She  had  ywovin  in  a  ftamen  large 
How  fhe  was  brought  fro  Athens  in  a  barge4 
And  in  a  cave  how  that  fhe  was  ybrought, 
And  all  the  thyng  that  Tereus  ywrought 
She  wave  it  wel,  and  wrote  the  ftorie'  above 
How  fhe  was  fervid  for  her  fuftir's  love  j 
And  to  a  knave  a  ring  fhe  yare  anon, 
And  prayid  him  by  fignis  for  to  gon 
Unto  the  Quene,  and  berin  her  that  clothe, 
And  by  fignis  fwore  him  many  an  othe 
She  fhould  him  yevin  what  fhe  gettin  might. 

This  knave  anon  unto  the  Quene  him  dight, 
And  toke  it  her,  and  all  the  manir  tolde  : 
And  when  that  Progne  hath  this  thing  behold 
No  worde  fhe  ' pake  for  forowe  and  for  rage, 
But  fainid  her  to  gon  on  pilgrimage 
To  Bacchus  temple' ;  and  in  a  little  ftdunde 
Her  dombe  fuftir  yfittynghath  fhe  founde, 
Weping  in  the  caftill  her  felf  alone ; 
Alas  the  wo,  the  conftraint,  and  the  mone, 
That  Progne  upon  her  dombe  fuftir  maketh  I 
In  armis  everiche  of  'hem  othir  taketh  : 
And  thus  I  let  'hem  in  ther  forowe  dwell, 
The  remenaunt  is  no  charge  for  to  tell, 
For  this  is  all  and  fome,  thus  was  fhe  ferved 
That  nevir  ought  agiltid  ne  deferved 
Unto  this  cruill  man  that  fhe  of  wifte. 
Ye  maie  beware  of  men  if  that  you  lifte, 
For  ail  be  that  he  woll  not  for  his  lhamc 
Doin  as  Tereus  to  lefe  his  name, 
Ne  ferve  you  as  a  murtherer  or  a  knave, 
Full  little  while  fhullin  ye  trewe  him  have, 
That  woll  I  fain,  al  wer  he  now  my  brother, 
But  it  fo  be  that  he  maie  have  none  othe/« 

£  e  iiij 


t-EGENDE    OF    PHYLLIS. 


HERE    FOLOWETH 


THE   LEGENDE   OF    PHYLLIS, 


jBv  prove  as  well  as  by  au&horite 

That  wickid  frui&e  commeth  of  a  wicked  tre 

That  male  ye  find  if  that  it  likith  you ; 

But  for  this  ende  I  fpeke  this  as  now, 

To  tellin  you  of  fulfe  Dempphoon  ; 

In  love  a  falfir  herd  I  nevir  non 

But  it  werin  his  fathir  Thefeus ; 

God  for  his  grace  fro  foche  one  kepin  us ! 

Thus  thefe  women  yprayin  that  it  here  ; 

Now  the'  effe&e  tourne  I  of  my  matere. 

Deftroyid  is  of  Troie  the  cite  ; 
This  Demophon  came  failyng  in  the  fe 
Toward  Athenis,  to  his  paleis  large  ; 
\Vithhim  came  many  a  fhip  and  many'  a  barge 
All  full  of  folke,  of  whiche  full  many  one 
Is  wounded  fore,  and  fike,  and  wo  begone, 
And  thei  have  at  the  liege  long  ilaine  ; 
Behind  him  came  a  windc  and  eke  a^raine 
That  fhofe  fo  fore  his  faile  ne  might  not  ftonde, 
Jiym  were  levir  then  all  the  worlde  a  londe  j 
So  humith  hym  the  tempeft  to  and  fro, 
So  dark  it  was  he  could  no  where  ago, 
And  with  a  wave  to  bruflin  was  his  ftere  ; 
His  fhip  was  rent  fo  lowe  in  foche  manere 
That  carpenter  ne  coulde  it  not  amende  ; 
The  fe  by  night  as  any  torche  brende 
For  wode,  and  poffith  him  up  and  doun, 
Till  Neptune  hath  of  hym  compaffioun, 
And  Thetis,  Chorus, Triton,  and  thei  all, 
And  madin  him  opon  a  londe  to  fall 
Whereof  that  Phyllis  lady  was  and  quene, 
Lycurgus  doughtir,  fairir  unto  fene 
Then  is  the  floure  again  the  brighte  fonne  : 
Unneth  is  Demphon  to  londe  iwonne, 
\Veke  and  eke  werie,  and  his  folke  forpined 
Of  werineffe,  and  alfo  enfamined, 
And  to  the  deth  he  was  almofte  idriven  : 
His  wife  folke  cownfsilc  have  him  ycvea 


To  fekin  helpe  and  fnccour  of  the  Quene, 

And  lokin  what  his  grace  mightin  bene, 

And  makin  in  that  lande  fome  chevefaunce, 

And  kepin  him  fro  wo  and  fro  mifchaunce, 

For  fike  he  was  and  almofte  at  the  deth, 

Unnethis  might  he  fpeke  or  drawin  breth, 

And  lieth  in  Rhodopeia  hym  to  refte. 

When  he  may  walkin  him  thought  it  was  befte 

Unto    the  courte  to  fekin  for  fuccour  ; 

Menknewe  him  wele,  and  diddin  hym  honour, 

For  at  Athenis  duke  and  lorde  was  he, 

As  Thefeus  his  fathir  hath  ibe, 

That  in  his  tyme  was  of  grete  renoun, 

No  man  fo  grete  in  all  his  regioun, 

And  like  his  fathre'  efface  and  ftature, 

And  falfe  of  love,  it  came  hym  of  nature, 

As  doeth  the  foxe  Renarde,  the  fox'is  fonne, 

Of  kinde  he  could  his  olde  fathir  v/onne 

Withoutin  lore,  as  can  a  drake  fwimme 

When  it  is  caught  and  caried  to  the  brimmc. 

This  honourable  Phyllis  doth  him  chere  ; 

Her  likith  well  his  porteand  his  manere ; 

But  I  am  all  agrotid  here  beforne 

To  write  of  'hem  that  in  love  ben  forfworne, 

And  eke  to  haftin  me  in  my  Legende, 

Whiche  to  performe  God  me  grace  yfende, 

Therefore  I  paffin  fhortly  in  this  wife. 

Ye  have  well  herd  of  Thefeus  the  gife 

In  the  betraying  of  faire  Adriane, 

That  of  her  pite  kept  him  fro  his  bane  ; 

At  fhort  wordis,  right  fo  Dcmophoon 

The  fame  waie  and  the  fame  pathe  hath  gon 

That  did  his  falfe  fathir  Thefeus, 

For  unto  Phyllis  hath  he  fworne  thus, 

To  wcddin  her,  and  her  his  trouth  yplight, 

And  pikid  cf  her  all  the  gode  he  might, 

Whan  he  was  whole  and founde,  and  had  his  refte, 

And  doeth  wuli  Plilllis  what  fo  that  him  left, 
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<AsweIlI  could,  if  that  me  lifte  fo, 
Tellin  of  all  his  doying  to  and  fro. 

He  faled  that  to  his  countre  mote  hym  faile, 
For  there  he  would  her  weddyng  apparaile 
As  fill  to  her  honour  and  his  alfo  : 
And  opinly  he  toke  his  leve  tho, 
And  to  her  fwore  that  he  would  not  fojourne> 
But  in  a  moneth  again  he  would  retourne, 
And  in  that  londe  let  make  his  ordinaunce 
As  very  lorde,  and  toke  the  obeifaunce 
Well  and  humbly,  and  his  fhippis  ydighf, 
And  home  he  goith  the  next  waie  he  might, 
But  unto  Phyllis  again  came  he  nought, 
And  that  hath  fhe  fo  harde  and  fore  ibought, 

h !  as  the  ftorie  doeth  us  recorde, 
That  fhe  was  her  owne  deth  right  with  a  corde, 
When  that  fhe  faw  that  Demophon  her  traied; 
But  firft  wrote  me  to  him,  and  faft  him  praid 
He  would  come  and  delivir  her  of  pain, 
As  T  reherfm  fhall  a  worde  or  twain  ; 
Me  lifte  not  to  vouchfafe  on  him  to  fwlnke, 
jDifpendin  ou  him  a  penne  full  of  ynke, 
For  falfe  in  love  was  he,  right  as  his  fire, 
The  devil  fet  ther  foulis  both  on  fire  ! 
But  of  the  lettre'  of  Phyllis  woll  I  write 
A  worde  or  twain,  although  it  be  but  lite. 

Thine  hoftefle,  (quod  fhe)  o  Demophoon  ! 
Thy  Phyllis,  which  that  is  fo  wo  begon, 
Of  Rhodopeie  upon  you  mote  Complain, 
Ovir  the  terme  yfet  betwixt  us  twain 
That  ye  ne  holdin  forwardc  as  ye  faied ; 
Your  ancre,  whiche  ye  in  our  havin  laied, 
Hight  us  that  ye  would  comin  out  of  doubt 
Or  that  the  mone  onis  went  about, 
But  timis  fower  the  mone  hath  hid  her  face 
Sens  thilke  daie  ye  wentin  fro  this  place 
And  fowir  timis  light  the  worlde  again ; 
But  for  all  that  yet  fhall  I  fothly  fain 
Yet  hath  the  ftreme  of  Scython  not  ybrought 
From  Athenis  the  fhip,  yet  came  it  nought; 
And  if  that  ye  the  terme  rckin  would 
As  I  or  othir  true  lovirs  doe  mould, 
I  pb  min  not  (God  wot)  before  my  daie. 
But  all  her  lettir  writifl  I  ne  maie 
By  ordir,  for  it  were  to  me  a-  charge ; 
Her  lettk  was  right  long,  and  thereto  large, 
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But  here  and  there  in  rhime  I  have  it  laied 
There  as  me  thought  that  fhe  hath  wel  yfaied. 

She  faied,  The  failis  comith  not  again, 
Ne  to  the  worde  there  n'is  no  fey  certain; 
But  I  wot  why  ye  comin  not,  (quod  fhe) 
For  I  was  of  my  love  to  you  fo  fre ; 
And  of  the  goddis  that  ye  have  yfwore 
If  that  ther  vengeaunce  fall  on  you  therefore 
Ye  be  not  fuffifaunt  to  here  the  pain  ; 
To  mochil  truftid  I,  well  maie  I  fain, 
Upon  your  linage  and  your  faire  tong, 
And  on  your  teris  fafly  out  ywrong  : 
How  coud  ye  wepin  fo  by  craft  ?  (quod  fhe) 
Maie  there  foch  teris  evir  fainid  be  ? 

Now  ctrtis  if  ye  would  have  in  memorie 
It  oughtin  be  to  you  but  little  glorie 
To  have  a  felie  maidin  thus  betraied  : 
To  God  (quod  fhe)  praie  I,  and  oft  have  praicd. 
That  it  be  now  the  gretift  price  of  all 
And  mofte  honour  that  er  you  fhall  befall; 
And  when  thine  old  auncetirs  paintid  be, 
In  whiche  men  maie  ther  worthineffe  yle, 
Then  praie  I  God  thou  paintid  be  alfo, 
That  folke  maie  redin  fortheby  as  thei  go, 

Lo  !  this  is  he  that  with  his  flattiry 
Betrayid  hath  and  doen  her  villany 
That  was  his  true  lore  in  thought  and  dede  I 

But  fothly  of  o  poin<£t  yet  maie  thei  rede, 
That  ye  ben  like  your  fathir  as  in  this, 
For  he  begilid  Ariadne'  iwis 
With  fuche  an  arte  and  foche  a  fubtilte 
As  thou  thy  felvin  haft  beguilid  me ; 
As  in  that  poind,  although  it  be  not  feire, 
Thou  folowift  certain, and  art  his  heire  : 
But  fens  thus  finfully  ye  me  begile 
My  bodis  mote  ye  fene  within  awhile 
Right  in  the  haven  of  Athenis  fletyng 
Withoutin  fepulture  and  burying, 
Though  ye  ben  hardir  then  is  any  ftone. 

And  when  this  lettir  was  forth  fent  anoner 
And  knewe  how  brotill  and  how  fals  he  was, 
She  for  difpaire  forbid  her  felf,  alas ! 
Suche  forowe'  hath  fhe  for  fhe  befet  her  fo. 
Beware  ye  women  of  your  fubtill  fo, 
Sens  yet  this  daie  men  maie  enfample  fe, 
And  trulUth  now  in  love  no  man  but  me. 
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IN  Grece  whilom  were  dwelling  brethrene  two, 
Of  whiche  that  one  was  callid  Danao, 
That  many'  a  fonne  hath  of  his  bodie  wonne, 
Asfoche  falfe  loviris  oftimis  conne. 

Emongis  his  fonnis  all  there  was  one 
That  aldirmofte  he  loved  of  everychone, 
And  when  this  child  was  borne  this  Danao 
Shope  him  a  name,  and  callid  hym  Lino  ; 
That  othir  brothir  callid  was  Egifte, 
That  was  of  love  as  falfe  as  er  him  lifte ; 
And  many'  a  daughtir  gate  he  in  his  life, 
Of  whiche  he  gate  upon  his  right-"  wife 
A  doughtir  dere,  and  did  her  for  to  call 
Hypermneftra,  the  youngift  of  'hem  all, 
The  whiche  childe  of  her  nat'vite 
To  alle  gode  thewis  yborne  was  {he, 
As  likid  to  the  goddes  or  fhe  was  borne 
That  of  the  fhefe  fhe  fhould  be  the  cornc  : 
The  werdis  that  we  clepin  Deftine 
Hath  fhapin  her  that  fhe  muft  nedis  be 
Pilous,  anc{  fad,  and  wife,  and  true  as  ftele ; 
And  to  this  woman  it  accordith  wele, 
For  though  that  Venus  yave  her  grete  beute 
With  Jupiter  compownid  fo  was  fhe 
That  confidence  and  trouthe,  and  drede  of  fhame, 
And  of  her  wifehode  for  to  kepe  her  name, 
This  thought  her  was  felicite  as  here  : 
And  Red  Mars  was  at  that  tyme  of  the  yere 
So  feble  that  his  malice  is  him  rafte, 
Repreffid  hath  Venus  his  cruill  crafte, 
And  what  with  Venus  and  othir  oppreffion 
Of  houfis  Mars  his  venime  is  adon, 
That  Hypermneftra  dare  not  handle'  a  knife 
In  malice,  though  fhe  fhouldin  lefe  her  life; 
But  natheleffe  as  hevin  gan  tho  turne, 
Two  bad  afpecHs  hath  fhe  of  Saturne, 
That  made  her  f  r  to  dyin  in  prifon; 
And  I  fhall  aftir  makjn  mencion 


Of  Danao  and  Egiftis  alfo, 

And  though  fo  be  that  thei  were  brethrin  two, , 

For  thilke  tyme  n'as  fparid  no  linage, 

It  likid  'hem  to  makin  manage 

Betwixt  Hypermneftra  and  him  Lino, 

And  caftin  in  foche  a  daie  it  fhall  be  fo, 

And  full  accordid  was  it  uttirly, 

The'  araie  is  wrought,  the  tyme  is  fafte  by  ; 

And  thus  Lino  hath  of  his  fathir's  brother 

The  doughtir  wedded,  and  ech  of  'hem  hath  other'.' 

The  torchis  brennin  and  the  lampis  bright, 

The  facrificis  ben  full  redy  dight, 

Th'  enfence  out  of  the  fire  out  rekith  fote, 

The  floure  the  lefe,  is  rent  up  by  the  rote 

To  makin  garlandis  and  crounis  hie ; 

Full  is  the  place  of  found  of  minftraicie, 

Of  fongis  amourous  of  mariage, 

As  thilke  tyme  was  the  plain  ufage  ; 

And  this  was  in  the  paleis  of  Egiite, 

That  in  his  hous  was  lord  right  as  him  lifte  ;• 

And  thus  that  daie  thei  drivin  to  an  ende, 

The  frendis  takin  leve,  and  home  thei  wend  : 

The  night  is  come,  the  bride  fhall  go  to  bed, 

Egiftis  to  his  chamber  faft  him  fped, 

And  privily  he  let  his  doughtir  call 

When  that  the  hous  voidid  was  of  'hem  all ; 

He  loluth  on  his  doughtir  with  glade  chere, 

And  to  her  fpake  as  ye  fhall  aftir  here  : 

My  right  doughtir,  the  trefour  of  mine  herte 
Sens  firft  that  daie  that  fhapin  was  my  fherte, 
Or  by  the  Fatall  Suftir  had  my  dome, 
So  nye  myne  herte  nevir  thing  ne  come, 
As  thou  my  Hypermneftra,  doughtir  derc  ! 
Take  hede  what  thy  fathir  fayith  the  here, 
And  werke  aftir  thy  wifrr  evirmo, 
For  aldirfirft  doughtir  I  love  the  fo 
That  all  the  worlde  to  me  n'is  halfe  fo  lefe, 
Ne  I  n'olde  rede  the  to  thy  mifchcfe 
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For  all  the  gode  undir  the  colde  mone ; 

And  what  I  mene  it  fhal  be  faid  right  fonc, 

With  proteftacion,  as  faine  thefe  wife, 

That  but  thou  doe  as  I  mall  the  devife 

Thou  fhalt  be  ded,  by  him  that  al  hath  wrought : 

At  fhortc  wordis,  thou  ne  fcapift  nought 

Out  of  my  palcis  or  that  thou  be  dede 

'But  thou  confent  and  werke  aftir  my  rede; 

Take  this  to  the  for  full  conciufioun. 

This  Hypermneftr.a  caft  her  eyin  doun, 

And  quoke  as  doeth  the  lefe  of  afpis  grene, 

Ded  wext  her  hew,  and  like  afhin  to  fene, 

And  fayid;  Lorde  and  fathir,  all  your  will, 

Aftir  my  might,  God  wote  1  {hall  fulfill, 

So  it  be  to  me  no  confnfion. 

I  n'ill  (quod  he)  have  non  exception, 
And  out  he  caught  a  knife  as  rafour  kene  ; 
Hide  this  (quod  he)  that  it  be  nat  ifene, 
And  when  thine  hufbonde  is  to  bed  ygo, 
While  that  he  flepith  cut  his  throte  atwo, 
•For  in  my  dreme  it  is  ywarnid  me 
How  that  my  nevewe  ftiall  my  bane  ybe, 
But  whiche  I  n'ot,  wherefore  I  woll  be  fiker ; 
If  thou  faie  naie  we  two  ihall  have  a  biker, 
As  I  have  faied,  by  him  that  I  have  fworne. 
This  Hypermneftra'  hath  nigh  her  wit  forlorn, 
And  for  to  pafle  harmcleffe  out  of  that  place 
She  grauntid  him,  there  was  non  othir  grace. 
And  therewithall  a  coftrill  takith  he, 
And  faied,  Hereof  a  draught  or  two,  or  thre, 
Yevc  him  to  drinke  when  he  goith  to  refte, 
And  he  fhall  flepe  as  long  as  er  the  lefte, 
The  narcotikes  and  apies  ben  fo  ftrong, 
And  go  thy  waie,  left  that  him  thinke  to  long. 
Out  cometh  the  bride,  and  with  full  fobre  chere, 
As  is  of  maidins  oftin  the  manere, 
To  chambir  brought  with  revil  and  with  fong : 
And  ftiortlie,  lefte  this  tale  be  to  long, 
This  Lino  and  fhe  beth  bin  brought  to  bed, 
And  every  wight  out  at  the  dore  him  fped. 
The  night  is  waftid,  and  he  fell  aflepe ; 
Full  tendirly  beginnith  fhe  to  wepe  ; 
She  rift  her  up,  and  dredefully  fhe  quaketh, 
As  doeth  the  braunch  that  Zephyrus  yfhaketh ; 
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As  colde  as  any  frofte  now  wexith  fhe, 
For  pite  by  the  herte  ftrainid  her  fo, 
And  drede  of  deth  doith  her  fo  moche  wo, 
Tl.at  thryis  doune  fhe  fill ;  in  foche  a  were 
She  rifte  her  up,  and  ftekereth  here  and  there, 
And  on  her  handis  fafU  lokith  fhe ; 
Alas  !  quod  fhe,  fhall  myne  handes  blodie  be  ! 
I  am  a  maidin,  and  by  my  nature, 
And  by  my  femblaunt,  and  by  my  veftuie, 
Myne  haundis  ben  not  fhapin  for  a  knife, 
As  for  to  revin  no  man  fro  his  life  : 
What  devill  have  I  with  the  knife  to  do  ? 
And  fhall  I  have  my  throte  ycorve  atwo  ? 
Then  fhall  I  blede,  alas  !  and  be  yfhende  : 
And  nedis  of  this  thing  mote  have  an  ende  j 
Or  he  or  I  mote  nedis  lefe  our  life  : 
Now  certis  (quod  fhe)  fens  I  am  his  wife, 
And  hath  my  feithe,  yet  is  it  bette  for  me 
For  to  be  dedde  in  wifely  honefte 
Then  be  a  traitour  living  in  my  fhame  : 
Be  as  be  maie,  for  erneft  or  for  game, 
He  fhall  awake,  and  rife  and  go  his  waie 
Out  at  this  guttir  er  that  it  be  daie ; 
Anil  wept  full  tendirlie  upon  his  face, 
And  in  her  armis  gan  him  to  embrace, 
And  him  fhe  roggith  and  awakith  fqft ; 
And  at  the  windowe  lepe  he  fro  the  loft 
When  fhe  hath  warnid  him  and  doen  him  bote. 
This  Lino  fwift  y was  and  light  of  fote, 
And  from  his  wife  he  ran  a  full  gode  pace  : 
This  felie  woman  is  fo  weker  alas  ! 
And  helpleffe,  fo  that  er  fhe  ferre  went 
Her  cruill  fathir  did  her  for  to  hent. 
Alas,  Lino !  why  art  thou  fo  unkinde  ? 
Why  ne  haft  thou  remembrid  in  thy  minds 
And  takin  her  and  led  her  forthe  with  the  ? 
For  when  fhe  fawe  that  gone  awaie  was  he. 
And  that  fhe  ne  might  not  fo  faft  ygo, 
Ne  folowin  him,  fhe  fate  doune  right  tho 
Til  fhe  was  caught  and  fettrid  in  prifon  ; 
This  Tale  is  faied  for  this  conclufion. 
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A  r.  tho  that  lyfte  of  women  ili  to  fpeke, 
And  fayin  of  'hem  worfe  than  they  deferve, 
I  pray  to  God  that  ther  neckis  to  breke, 
Or  on  fome  yll  dethe  mote  tho  janglirs  fterve, 
For  every  man  were  holdin  'hem  to  ferve, 
And  do  'hem  worfhip,  honour,  and  fervife, 
In  every  mam'r  they  beft  coude  devjfe. 

For  we  ought  firft  to  think  on  what  manere 
Thei  bring  us  forth,  and  what  pain  thei  endure 
Firft  in  our  byrth,  and  fith  fro  yere  to  yere 
How  bufily  they  done  ther  bufy  cure 
To  kepe  us  fro  every  myfavinture 
In  our  youthhed,  whan  that  we  have  no  might 
Our  felfe  to  kepe  neythir  by  day  nor  night. 

Alas!  howe  may  we  fay  on  'hem  but  wele 
Of  whom  we  were  yfoftred  and  ybore, 
And  ben  all  our  focoure,  and  trewe  as  ftele, 
And  for  our  fake  ful  ofte  they  fuffre  fore  ? 
"Without  women  were  al  our  joye  ylore, 
"Wherfore  we  ought  al  wpmen  to  obey 
In  ai  godeneffe  ;  I  can  no  more  yfay. 

This  is  wel  knowin,  and  hath  ben  or  this, 
That  women  ben  the  caufe  of  al  lightneffe, 
Knighthode,  norture,  efchewing  al  malis, 
Encrefe  of  wormip  and  of  worthineffe, 
Therto  curteys  meke,  grounde  of  alle  godenefle, 
Glad  and  mery,  and  trewe  in  every  wife 
That  any  gentle'  hert  can  thinke  or  devife. 

Arid  though  any  would  truft  to  your  untruth, 
And  to  your  faire  wordis  would  aught  affent, 
In  gode  faith  methinkith  it  wer  grete  ruth 
That  othre'  women  fhould  for  ther  gilt  be  flient 
That  ner  knew  ne  wift  nought  of  ther  entent, 
Ne  lift  not  to  here  the  faire* wordes  ye  write, 
Whiche  ye  you  paine  fro  dale  to  daie  t'  endite. 

But  who  maie  beware  of  your  tales  untrue 
That  ye  fo  bufilie  painte  and  endite  ? 
For  ye  will  fwerin  that  ye  nevir  knewe 
Ne  fawe  the  woman  neither  moche  ne  lite, 
Save  only  her  to  whom  ye  had  delite 
As  for  to  ferve  of  all  that  er  ye  fey, 
And  for  her  lovi  muft  ye  nedis  dey. 

Then  wil  ye  fwep-e  that  ye  knew  ner  before 
"What  Love  was,  ne  his  dredful  obfervaunce, 
But  now  ye  felin  that  he  can  wounde  fore, 
Wherefore  ye  put  you'  into  her  govirnaunce 
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With  al  your  might  your  lityl  liv'is  fpace, 
Whiche  endith  fone  but  if  {he  doe  you  grace  ; 

And  then  to  bedde  will  ye  you  fone  ydrawe 
And  fone  your  felvis  ficke  ye  will  then  fain, 
And  fwerin  faft  your  ladie  hath  you  flawe, 
And  brought  you  fodainly  in  fo  high  pain 
That  fro  your  deth  maie  no  man  you  reftrain, 
With  a  danngerous  loke  of  her  eyin  two 
That  to  your  dethc  muft  ye  nedis  go. 

Thus  will  ye  niorne,  thus  will  ye  fighin  fo 
As  though  your  hert  anon  in  two  wold  breft, 
And  fwerin  faft  that  ye  maie  live  no  more, 
Myne  owne  ladie,  that  might  if  ye  left 
Bryngin  myne  herte  fomedele  into  reft, 
As  if  you  lift  mercic  on  me  to  have, 
Thus  your  untrouth  will  evir  mercie  crave. 

Thus  woll  ye  plainin  tho  you  nothing  fmerte 
Thefe  innocent  creturesfor  to  begile, 
And  fwere  to  'hem  fo  woundid  is  your  herte 
For  love  of  them  that  ye  maie  live  no  while, 
Scarflie  fo  long  as  one  might  go  a  mile ; 
So  hyith  Deth  to  bryng  you  to  an  ende 
But  if  your  foverain  lady  lift  you'  amende. 

And  if  {he  comfort  you  in  any  wife 
For  routhe  for  pite'  of  your  falfe  othis  fere, 
So  that  fhe  weneth  it  be  as  you  devife, 
And  wenith  your  herte  be  as  {he  maie  here, 
Thus  to  comfort  and  fonvwhat  do  you  cherej 
Then  woll  thefe  janglirs  dcme  of  her  full  ill, 
And  faine  ye  have  her  fully  at  your  will. 

Lo,  how  redie  ther  tongis  ben  and  preft 
To  fpekin  harme  of  women  caufileffe  ! 
Alas !  why  t^iight  ye  not  as  well  faie  the  belt 
As  for  to  demin  'hem  thus  giltileffe  ? 
In  your  herte  iwis  there'  is  no  gentllneffe 
That  of  your  own  gilt  lifte  thus  women  fame ; 
Now  by  my  trouth  me  thinke  ye  be  to  blame, 

lor  of  women  comith  this  worldly  wcle, 
Wherefore  we  ought  worfliip  'hem  evirmore, 
And  though  it  mifhap  on.e  we  ought  to  hele, 
For  it  is  all  thorough  our  falfe  lore, 
That  daie  and  night  we  pain  us  evirmore 
With  many'  an  othe  thefe  women  to  begile 
With,  falfe  tails  and  many'  a  wickid  wile. 
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And  if  falfiiede  fhould  be  reckoned  and  told 
It  n'ere  in  women  iwis  full  trouth  were 
Not  as  in  men  is  by  a  thoufande  fold, 
Fro  all  vicis  iwis  thei  ftandin  clere, 
In  any  thing  that  er  I  could  of  here, 
But  if  entifyng  of  thefe  men  it  make, 
That  'hem  to  flatteren  connin  nevir  flake. 

t  would  fain  wete  where  evir  ye  coud  here 
Without  mens  tifing  women  did  amis ; 
There  ye  g et  'hem  ye  lie  fro  yere  to  yere, 
And  many*  a  gabbyng  ye  make  to'  'hem  iwis, 
For  1  could  nevir  here  ne  knovven  er  this 
Where  evir  ye  coude  finde  in  any  place 
That  evir  women  befought  you  of  grace. 

There  ye  you  painin  with  al  your  full  might,    • 
With  all  your  herte  and  all  your  bufinefie, 
To  plefin  'hem  aye  both  by  daie  and  night, 
Praying  'hem  of  ther  grace  and  gentilneffe 
To  have  pite  upon  your  grete  diftrefle, 
And  that  thei  woldin  on  your  pain  have  routh, 
And  fle  you  not,  fithin  ye  mene  but  trouth. 

Thus  male  fein  that  thei  ben  fautkffe, 
And  innocent  to  all  your  werkis  flie ; 
And  all  your  craftis  that  touchin  falfneffe 
Thei  knoAve  'hem  not,  ne  maie  'hem  not  efpie  ; 
60  fwerin  ye  that  ye  muft  nedis  die 
But  if  thei  wouldin  of  ther  womanhe'dde 
Upon  your  trouth  rewe  er  that  ye  be  dedde. 

And  then  your  lady  and  your  hert'is  quene 
ye  callin  'hem,  and  therewith  ye  Cgh  fore, 
And  faie,  My  ladie',  I  trowe  that  it  be  fene 
In  what  plite  that  -I  have  livid  full  yore, 
But  now  I  hope  that  ye  wollin  no  more 
In  thefe  pains  fuffre  me  for  to  dwell, 
For  of  all  godeneffe  iwis  ye  be  the'  well. 

Lo,  whiche  a  paintid  procefle  can  ye  make 
Thefe  harmleffe  creturis  for  to  begile  ! 
And  when  thei  flepe  ye  painin  you  to  wake, 
And  to  bethinke  you'  on  many'  a  wickid  wile ; 
But  ye  fhal  fe  the  daie  that  ye  ihall  curfe  the  while 
That  ye  fo  bufily  did  your  entent 
'Hem  to  begile  that  falflied  nevir  ment. 
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For  this  ye  know  wel ,  though  I  wouldin  lie^ 
In  women  is  all  trouth  and  ftedfaftneffe, 
For  in  gode  faithe  I  nevir  of  'hem  fie 
But  moche  worihip,  bounte,  and  gentilnefle, 
Right  commyng,  faire,  and  fu^l  of  mekenefle, 
Gode  and  glad,  and  lowlie  I  you  enfure, 
Is  this  godelie  and  angelike  creture. 

And  if  it  happe  a  man  be  in  difefe 
She  doeth  her  bufmefle  and  her  full  paice 
With  al  her  might  him  to  comfort  and  plefe, 
If  fro  his  difefe  fhe  might  hym  reftrain  : 
In  warde  ne  dede  iwis  fhe  woll  not  faine ; 
With  al  her  might  fhe  doth  her  bufmeire 
To  bryngin  hym  out  of  his  hevineffe. 

Lo,  here  what  gentilleffe  thefe  women  havcj 
If  we  could  knowe  it  for  our  rudenefle 
How  bufie  thei  be  us  to  kepe  and  fave, 
Bothe  in  hele  and  alfo  in  fickenefle, 
And  alwaie  right  forie  for  our  diftrefle ; 
In  every  manir  thus  fliewe  thei  routhe, 
That  in  'hem  is  all  godenefle  and  all  trouthe. 

And  fith  we  find  in  'hem  gentilneffe,  trouth, 
Worfhip,  bounte,  and  kindnefle,  evirmore, 
Let  nevir  this  gentiileffe  through  your  floudi 
In  ther  kinde  trouth  be  evir  aught  forlore 
That  in  women  is  and  hath  ben  full  yore, 
For  in  reverence  of  heven'is  quene 
We  ought  to  worfhip  all  women  that  bene ; 

For  of  all  cretures  that  were  get  and  borne 
This  wote  ye  well  a  woman  was  the  beft ; 
By  her  was  recovered  the  blis  we*  had  lorne, 
And  through  that  woman  Ihall  we  come  to  reft 
And  ben  ifavid,  if  that  our  felf  left ; 
Wherefore  me  thinkith  if  that  we  had  grace 
We  oughten  honour  women  in  every  place. 

Therefore  I  rede  that  to  our  liv'is  ende, 
Fro  this  time  forth  while  that  we  havin  fpace4 
That  we  have  treipaced  purfue  to  amende, 
Praying  our  Ladie,  the  wcllc  of  all  grace, 
To  bryngin  us  unto  that  blisfull  place 
There  as  fhe'  and  all  gode  women  fhall  be'  i 
In  hevin  above,  erriong  the  angils  clere.* 
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,  Aleyn^  Secretary  to  the  King  of  France,  formed  this  dialogue  between  a  gentleman 
and  a  gentlewoman,  who  fading  no  mercy  at  her  hand,  dyeth  for  forrow. 


HALFE  i»  a  dreme,  not  fully  well  awaked, 
The  goldin  Slepe  me  wrapped  undir  his  wyng, 
Yet  not  forthy  I  rofc,  and  well  nigh  naked, 
Al  fodainly  my  felf  rememberyng 
Of  a  mattir,  levyng  all  othir  thyng, 
"Which  I  muft  doe  withoutin  more  delate 
For  them  whiche  I  ne  durft  not  difobaie. 

My  charge  was  this,  to  tranflate  by  and  by, 
(All  thyng  forgive)  as  parte  of  my  penaunce, 
A  boke  callid  La  bel  Dame  fans  Itfercy, 
Whiche  Maiftir  Aleine  made  of  remembraunce, 
Chief  Secretarie  with  the  Kyng  of  Fraunce  ; 
And  hereupon  a  while  I  ftode  mufyng, 
And  in  my  felf  greatly  imaginyng 

What  wife  I  fhould  perform  the  faid  procefle 
Confidiryng  by  gode  advifement 
My  unconnyng  and  my  grete  fimplenefle, 
And  ayenward  the  ftraite  commaundcment 
Whiche  that  I  had ;  and  thus  in  myne  entent 
I  was  vcxid  and  tournid  up  and  doune, 
And  yet  at  laft,  as  in  conclufioun, 

I  caft  my  clothis  on,  and  went  my  waie, 
This  forefaid  charge  having  in  remembraunce, 
Till  I  came  to  a  luftie  grene  valaie 
Full  of  flouris,  to  fe  a  grcte  plefaunce, 
Andfo  boldly,  with  therbenigne  fuffraunce 
Which  redin  this  boke,  touching  this  matere 
Thus  I  began,  if  it  plefe  you  to  here. 

Not  long  ago,  ridyng  an  efie  paas, 
I  fell  in  though-  of  joyful  defperate, 
With  grete  difefe  and  pain,  fo  that  I  was 
Of  all  lovirs  the  moft  unfortunate, 
Sith  by  his  darte  niofte  cruill  full  of  hate 
The  Deth  hath  take  my  ladie  and  maiftrefie, 
And  left  me  fole,  thus  difcomfite  and  mate, 
|x>re  languiihyng  and  in  waie  of  diftreJTe. 


Then  faid  I  thus,  It  fallith  me  to  cefle 
Eithir  to  rime  or  ditees  for  to  make, 
And  furely  to  makin  a  full  promefle 
To  laugh  no  more,  but  wepe  in  clothis  blake 
My  joyfull  tyme  (alas  !)  now  doeth  it  flake, 
For  in  my  felf  I  fele  no  manir  efe, 
Let  it  be  written,  foche  fortune  (as  I  take) 
Which  neithir  me  nor  non  othir  doth  plefe. 

If  it  were  fo  my  wyll  or  myne  entent 
Conftrainid  were  a  joyfull  thing  to  write , 
My  penne  coud  nevir  knowin  what  it  ment, 
To  fpeke  thereof  my  tongue  hath  no  delite  ; 
Tho  with  my  mouthe  I  laugh  mochil  or  lite 
Mine  eyin  (hould  make  a  countenance  untrue, 
My  herte  alfo  would  have  therof  defpite, 
The  wepyng  teris  have  fo  large  iffue. 

Thefe  Ccke  iovirs  I  leve  that  to  'hem  longes, 
Which  lede  ther  life  in  hope  of  elegeaunce, 
This  is  to  faie,  to  make  balades  and  fonges 
Every  of  'hem  as  thei  fele  ther  grevaunce, 
For  fhe  that  was  my  joye  and  my  plefaunce, 
Whofe  foule  I  praie  God  of  his  mercie  fave ! 
She  hath  my  will,  myne  hert'is  ordinaunce, 
Which  lyith  here  within  this  tombe  igrave. 

For  this  tyme  forthe  tyme  is  to  hold  my  pees : 
It  werieth  me  this  mattir  for  to  trete  ; 
Let  othir  lovirs  put  'hem  felfe  in  prees, 
Their  fefon  is,  my  tyme  is  now  forgete ; 
Fortune  by  ftrength  the  forcir  hath  unfhete 
Wherein  was  fperde  all  my  worldly  richefie, 
And  all  the  godis  which  that  I  have  gete 
In  my  beft  tyme  of  youth  and  luftinefle. 

Love  hath  me  kept  undir  his  govirnaunce  J 
If  I  mifdid  God  graunt  me  forgiveneffe ! 
If  I  did  well  yet  felt  I  no  plefaunce, 
It  caufid  neithir  joye  nor  hevinefle, 


LA   BELLE    DAME    SANS    MERCY. 


For  when  {he  dyid  that  was  my  maiftres 
My  welfare  then  ymade  the  fame  purchafe  ; 
•The  Deth  hath  fhette  my  bondis  of  witneffe, 
Which  for  nothing  myne  hert  flial  nevir  pafe. 

In  this  grete  thought  fore  troublid  in  my  mind, 
Alone  thus  rode  I  all  the  morrow  tide, 
.Till  at  the  laft  it  happid  me  to  finde 
The  place  wherein  I  caft  me  to  abide 
When  that  I  had  no  furthir  for  to  ride, 
And  as  I  went  my  lodgyng  to  purvaie 
Right  fone  I  herd  a  little  me  befide, 
In  a  gardin,  where  minftrels  gan  to  plaie  : 

With  that  anone  I  went  me  backir  more, 
My  felf  and  1,  me  thought  we  were  inow, 
But  twaine  that  wer  my  frendis  here  before 
Had  me  efpied,  and  yet  I  wote  not  how 
Thei  came  for  me ;  awaiewardc  I  me  drowc, 
fiomwhat  by  force,  fomwhat  by  ther  requeft, 
That  in  no  wife  I  coud  my  felf  refcowe, 
But  nedis  1  muft  come  in  and  fe  the  feft, 

At  my  commyng  the  ladies  everichonc 
Bad  me  welcome,  God  wote  fo  gentillie, 
And  made  me  chere  every  one  by  one 
A  grete  dele  bettir  than  I  was  worthie, 
And  of  ther  grace  (hewed  me  grete  curtifie 
With  gode  difport,  bicaufe  I  mould  not  mourne  ; 
•That  daie  I  bode  ftill  in  ther  companie, 
Whiche  was  to  me  a  gracious  fojourne. 

The  bordis  were  fpred  in  right  lityl  fpace, 
The  ladies  fat  eche  as  me  femid  beft; 
There  were  no  dedly  fervauntes  in  the  place, 
But  chofin  men,  right  of  the  godelyeft, 
And  fame  there  wer,  peraventure  mofl  frefheft, 
That  fawin  ther  judgis  right  full  demure,, 
Withoutin  femblaunt  eithir  to  mofte  or  left, 
Notwithftandyng  thei  had  'hem  undir  cure. 

Emong  all  othir  one  I  gan  efpie 
Which  in  grete  thought  ful  oftin  came  and  went, 
,.As  one  that  had  ben  ravifhed  uttirly, 
In  his  language  not  gretly  diligent ; 
His  countinaunce  he  kept  with  grete  turment, 
But  his  defire  farre  paflid  his  refon, 
For  er  his  eye  went  aftir  his  entent 
Full  many'  a  tyme  when  it  was  no  fefon. 

To  makin  chere  forely  hymfelf  he  pained, 
And  outwardly  he  fainid  grete  gladnefle ; 
To  fing  alfo  by  force  he  was  conftrained, 
For  no  plefaunce  but  verie  fliamefaftneffe, 
For  the  complainte  of  his  mofte  hevineffe 
Came  to  his  voice  alwaie  without  requeft, 
Like  as  the  foune  of  birdis  doeth  exprefle 
When  thei  {ing  loude  in  frithe  or  in  foreft. 

Othir  there  were  that  fervid  in  the  hall, 
But  none  like  hym,  as  aftir  myne  advife, 
For  he  was  pale,  and  fomwhat  lene  withall, 
His  fpeche  alfo  tremblid  in  ferfull  wife, 
And  er  alone  but  when  he  did  fervife ; 
All  blacke  he  were,  and  no  devife  but  plain ; 
Me  thought  by  him,  as  my  witte  coud  fuffife, 
JHis  herte  was  nothyng  in  his  owne  demain. 

To  feft  'hem  all  he  did  his  diligence, 
And  well  he  coud,  right  as  it  femid  me, 


But  cvirmore  when  he  was  in  prefence 
fjis  cherg  was  doen,  it  n'olde  none  othi 


othir  be; 


His  fcholemaiftir  had  foche  audhorite 
That  all  the  while  he  bode  ftill  in  that  place 
Speke  c-<u'd  he  not,  but  upon  her  beaute 
He  lokid  ftill  with  a  right  pitous  face. 

With  that  his  hedde  he  tournid  at  the  laft 
For  to  beholde  the  ladies  everichone, 
But  er  in  one  he  fct  his  eye  ftedfaft 
On  her  whiche  that  his  thought  was  mofte  upon, 
For  of  his  eyen  the  fhot  I  knewe  anone, 
Which  ferfull  was,  with  right  humble  requeftes; 
Then  to  my  felf  I  faied,  by  God  alone 
Soche  one  was  I  or  that  I  fawe  thefe  jeftes. 

Out  of  the  prefe  he  went  full  efily 
To  make  ftable  his  hevie  countinaunce, 
And  wote  ye  well  he  fighid  wondirly 
For  his  forowes  and  wofull  remembrance, 
Then  in  hymfelf  he  made  his  ordinance, 
And  forthwithall  came  to  bryng  in  the  mc(Tef 
But  for  to  judge  his  mofte  wofull  penance 
God  wote  it  was  a  pitous  entremefle. 

Aftir  dinir  anone  thei  'hem  avaunced 
To  daunce  above  the  folk  ev  rychone, 
And  forthwithal  this  hevie  man  he  daunced 
Somtime  with  twaine  and  fomtimis  with  one  ; 
Unto  'hem  all  his  chere  was  aftir  one, 
Now  here,  now  there,  as  fell  by  avinture, 
Bur  er  emong  he  drewe  to  her  alone 
Whiche  that  he  mofte  drede  of  livyng  creture. 

To  mine  advife  gode  was  his  purveiaunce 
When  he  her  chofe  to  his  maiftreffe  alone, 
If  that  her  herte  were  fet  to  his  plefaunce 
As  moche  as  was  her  beauteous  perfone, 
For  who  fo  evir  fetteth  his  truft  upon 
The  report  of  the  eyen  withoutin  more 
He  might  be  dedde  and  gravin  undir  ftone 
Or  he  fhould  his  hert'is  efe  reitore. 

In  her  failid  nothyng  that  I  coud  gefle 
One  wife  nor  othir,  privie  nor  aperte  ; 
A  garifon  fhe  was  of  godelineffe, 
To  make  a  frontier  for  a  lovirs  herte ; 
Right  yong  and  frefhe,  a  woman  full  coverte, 
Affurid  wele  of  porte  and  eke  of  chere, 
Wei  at  her  efe,  withoutin  wo  or  fmerte, 
All  underneth  the  ftanderde  of  Dangere. 

To  fe  the  feft  it  weried  me  full  fore, 
For  hevie  joye  doeth  fore  the  herte  travaile, 
Out  of  the  prefe  I  me  withdrawe  therforc, 
And  fet  me  doune  alone  behinde  a  traile 
Full  of  levis,  to  fe  a  grete  mervaile, 
With  grene  wrethis  iboundin  wondirly, 
The  levis  were  fo  thicke  withoutin  faile 
That  thoroughout  no  man  might  me  efpie. 

To  this  ladie  he  came  full  curtifly 
When  he  thought  time  to  daunce  with  her  a  trace, 
Set  in  an  herbir  made  full  plefantly, 
Thei  reftid  'hem  fro  thens  but  lityl  fpace, 
Nigh  'hem  were  none  of  a  certain  compace, 
But  onely  thei,  as  farre  as  I  coud  fe  ; 
Save  the  traile  there  1  had  y chofe  my  place 
Ther  was  no  more  betwene  'hem  two  and  me. 

I  herd  the  lovir  iighyng  wondir  fore, 
For  aie  the  more  the  forir  it  hym  fought, 
His  inward  paine  he  coud  not  kepe  in  ftore, 
Nor  for  to  fpeke  fo  hardie  was  he  nought  j 
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His  leche  was  nere,  the  gretir  was  his  thought : 
He  muTid  fore  to  conquere  his  dcfire, 
For  no  man  maie  to  more  penaunce  be  brought 
Then  in  his  hcte  to  bryng  hym  to  the  fire. 

The  herte  began  to  fwell  within  his  cheft, 
So  fore  ftrainid  for  anguifhe  and  for  pain, 
That  all  to  pecis  almofte  it  to  breft, 
When  both  at  ones  fo  fore  it  did  conftrain. 
Befire  was  bolde,  but  fhame  it  gan  refrain, 
That  one  was  large,  the  othir  was  fall  clofe ; 
No  little  charge  was  laicd  on  hym  certain 
To  kepe  foche  werre  and  havefo  many  fofe. 

Full  oftm  times  to  fpeke  himfelf  he  pained, 
But  fhamefaftnefie  and  drede  faied  evir  naie, 
Yet  at  the  laft  fo  fore  he  was  conftrained, 
When  he  full  long  had  put  it  in  delaie, 
To  this  ladie  right  thus  then  gan  lie  faie, 
-With  dredefull  voice,  wepyng,  halfe  in  a  rage  ; 
For  me  was  purveied'  an  unhappie  daie 
When  I  firft  had  a  fight  of  your  vifage  : 

1  fuffre  pain,  God  wote,  full  hote  brennirig, 
To  caufe  my  deth,  all  for  my  true  fervifc, 
And  I  fe  well  ye  recke  thereof  nothing, 
Kortake  no  hede  of  it  in  no  kinde  wife, 
But  when  I  fpeke  aftir  my  heft  advife 
Ye  reke  it  nought,  but  make  thereof  a  game, 
And  though  I  fewe  fo  grete  an  entirprife 
Yet  peirith  not  your  worihip  nor  your  fame. 

Alas  !  what  mould  it  be  to'  you  prejudice 
If  that  a  man  doe  love  you  faithfully  ? 
To  your  worihip  efchewyng  every  vice, 
So  I  am  yours,  and  will  be  verily ; 
I  chalenge  nought  of  right,  and  refort  why, 
For  I  am  whole  fubmit  to  your  fervice  ; 
Right  as  you  lift  it  be  right  fo  will  I, 
To  binde  my  felf  where  I  was  in  fratmchife, 

L?  amant. 

Though  it  be  fo  that  I  can  not  deferve 
'To  have  your  grace,  but  alwaie  live  in  drede, 
Yet  fuffre  me  you  for  to  love  and  ferve 
Without  maugre  of  your  mofte  godelihede  ; 
Both  faith  and  tronth  I  give  your  womanhede 
And  my  fervice  without  any  callyng; 
Love  hath  me  bound  withoutin  wage  or  mede 
To  be  your  man  and  leve  all  othir  thyng. 

La  Dame. 

When  this  ladie  had  herd  al  this  language 
She  gave  anfvvere  full  fcft  and  demurely, 
Without  chaungyng  of  colour  or  corage, 
INothyng  in  haft,  but  full  rnefurably ; 
Me  thinkith,  Sir,  your  thought  is  grete  foly ; 
Purpofe  ye  nought  your  labour  for  to  cefe, 
For  thinkith  not  whilis  ye  live  and  I 
In  this  mattir  to  fet  your  herte  in  pefe, 
L'awant. 

Ther  maie  none  make  the  pece  but  onely  ye, 
Which  are  the  ground  and  caule  of  all  this  war, 
For  with  your  eyen  the  lettirs  writtin  be 
By  whiche  I  am  defied  and  put  afarre ; 
Your  pk-faunt  loke,  my  very  lod  ftarre, 
Was  made  herauue  of  thilke  fame  defiaunce 
Whiche  u:ttlrly  benight  me  for  to  barre 
My  faithmll  truft  and  all  my.ie  affyaunce. 


La  Dame. 

To  lire  in  we  he  hath  grete  fantafie, 
And  of  his  hert  alib  but  flipper  holde, 
That  onely  for  beholdyng  of  an  eye 
Can  not  abide  in  pece,  as  refon  wolde  ; 
Other  or  me  if  ye  lift  ye  maie  beholde  ; 
Our  eyen  arc  made  to  loke,  why  fhould  we 
I  take  no  kepe  neithir  of  yong  ne  olde  ; 
Who  felith  fmart  I  counfaile  hym  beware. 

L'amant. 

If  it  be  fo  one  hurte  on  othir  fore 
In  his  defaute  that  felith  the  grevaunce, 
Of  very  right  a  man  may  do  no  more, 
Yet  refon  would  it  were  in  remeitibraunce, 
And  fith  Fortune  onily  by  her  chaunce 
Hath  caufid  me  to  fuffre  all  this  pain 
By  your  beautie,  with  all  the  circumftaunce, 
Why  lift  ye  have  me  in  fo  grete  difdain  ? 

La  Dame. 

To  your  perfone  ne  have  I  no  difdain, 
Nor  nevir  had  truelie,  ne  nought  will  have, 
Nor  right  grete  love' nor  hatred  in  certain, 
Nor  your  coynfaile  to  knowe  fo  God  me  fave; 
If  that  foche  love  b^  in  your  minde  igrave, 
That  lityl  thyng  maie  doe  you  difplefuunce, 
You  to  begile  or  make  you  for  to  rave, 
I  will  not  caufin  no  foche  encombraunce. 

L'amant. 

What  er  it  be  that  me  hath  thus  ptirchafed 
Wenyng  hath  not  decevid  me  certain, 
But  fervent  love  fo  fore  hath  me  ichafed 
That  I  unware  am  caftin  in  your  chaine ; 
And  fith  fo  is,  as  Fortune  lift  ordaine, 
All  my  welfare  is  in  your  handis  fall, 
In  efchewyng  of  more  mifchevous  paine 
Who  fonift  diethhis  care  is  left  of  all. 

La  Dame. 

1  his  nckneffe  is  right  efie  to  endure, 
Bi.i  fewe  peple  it  caufith  for  to  die, 
Bui  .  ...41  thei  mene  I  knowe  it  very  fure, 
Of  more  comfort  to  drawe  the  remedie  ; 
Soche  be  there  now  plainyng  fail  pitouflie 
That  fele,  God  v/otc',  not  althir  gretift  pain  ; 
And  if  fo  be  love  hurte  fo  grevouflie, 
Leffe  harme  it  v/er  one  forowful  then  twain. 

•  *arAant. 

Alas! -Madame,  if  that  it  might  you  plefe, 
Moche  bet  it  were  by  waie  of  gentilneffe 
Of  one  forie  to  make  twain  w-ell  at  efe 
Then  hym  to  deftroie  that  liveth  in  diftreffe, 
For  my  defire  is  neithir  more  nor  leffe 
But  my  fervice  to  doe  for  your  plefaunce, 
In  efchewyng  all  manir  doubleneffe 
To  make  two  joiesin  ftede  of  one  grevaunce. 

La   Dame. 

Oflove  I  felce  neithir  plefaunce  nor  efe, 
Nor  have  I  therein  no  grete  affiaunce ; 
Though  ye  be  fick  it  doeth  me  nothing  plefe, 
Alfo  I  take  no  hede  of  your  plefaunce  : 
Chefe  who  fo  will  ther  hertis  to  avaunce, 
Free  am  I  now  and  fre  will  I  endure; 
To  be  rulid  by  mann'is  govirnaunce 
For  yerthly  gode  naie,,  that  I  you  qafure. 


fpare? 


LA    BELLE   DAME   SANS 
L1  amant. 
Love,  which  that  joy  arid  forow  doth  depart, 


Hath  fet  the  ladies  out  of  all  fervage, 
And  largily  doeth  graunt  'hem  for  ther  part 
JLordfhip  and  rule  of  every  maner  of  age  ; 
The  pore  fervaunt  nought  hatih  of  avantage 
But  what  he  male  get  onely  :by  purchefle, 
And  he  that  ones  to  Love  doeth  his  homage 
Full  oftin  tymes  dere  bought  is  the  richefle. 

La  Dame. 

Ladies,  be  not  fo  fimple,  thus  I  mene, 
So  dull  of  witte,  fo  fottid  in  folic, 
That  for  wordis  which  faid  be  of  the  fplene^ 
In  faire  language  paintid  full  plefauntlie, 
Whiche  ye  and  mo  hdlde  fcholis  of  dailie, 
To  make  'hem  all  grete  wondirs  to  fuppofe, 
But  fone  thei  can  awaie  their,  heddis  wrie, 
And  to  faire  fpeche  lightly  ther  eris  clofe. 

Vamant. 

There  is  no  man  thai  janglith  bufilie, 
I  And  fetteth  his  herte  and  al  his  minde  therfore^ 
That  by  refoh  male  plain  fo  pitouflie 
i  As  he  that  hath  mbche  hevinefle  in  ftore; 
]  Whofe  hedde  is  whole  and  faieth  that  it  is  fore 
I  His  fainid  chere  is  harde  to  kepe  in  mewe, 
But  thought,  whiche  is  unfainid  evirmore, 
The  workis  previth  as  the  wordis  Ihewe. 

La  Dame. 

Love  is  fubtill,  and  hath  a  grete  awaite; 
Sharp  in  working,  in  gabbing  grete  plefaunce^ 
And  can  hym  venge  of  foche  as  by  difceite 
Would  fele  and  knowe  his  fecfete  govirnaunce, 
And  makith  'hem  to'  obeie  his  ordinaunce 
By  cherefull  waies,  as  in  'hem  is  fuppofed, 
But  when  thei  fallin  into  repentaurice 
Then  in  a  rage  ther  counfaiie  is  difclofed. 

L'amant. 

Sith  for  as  moche  as  God  and  eke  Nature 
Hath  avauncid  love  to  fo  hie  degre, 
Moche  iharpe  is  the  poinct,  thus  am  I  right  fure, 
Yet  grevith  more  the  faute,  where  er  it  be  j 
Who  hatb  no  celde  of  bete  hatl?  no  deinte  ; 
The'  one  for  that  othir  afldd  is  exprefle ; 
And  of  plefaunce  knowith  none  ceftainte 
But  it  be  one  in  thought  and  hevinefie. 

La  Dame. 

As  for  plefaunce,  it  is  not  alwaie  one, 
That  you  think  fwete  1  think  it  bittir  pain  ; 
Ye  maie  not  me  conftrain,  nor  yet  right  none, 
Aftir  your  luile  to  love  ;  that  is  but  vain ; 
To  chalenge  love  by  right  \vas  nevir  fein, 
But  hcrte  afient,  before  bonde  and  promife, 
For  ftrength  and  force  ne  maie  not  er  attain 
A  will  that  ftandeth  enfcffid  in  franchife. 

L' amant. 

Right  faire  laide  !  God  mote  I  nevir  plefe 
If  that  I  feke  othir  right  in  this  cafe 
But  for  to  fliewe  you  plainly  my  difefe, 
And  your  mercie  to'  abide  and  eke  your  grace; 
VOL,  I. 


MERCY. 

If  I  purpofe  your  honour  to  deface, 
Or  evir  did,  God  and  Fortune  me  fhen.de,  • 
And  that  I  ner  unrightfully  purchace 
One  orielie  joye  unto  my  liv'is  ende.  . 
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La  Dame. 


Ye  and  othir  that  fwerq  foche  othis  fafte, 
And  fo  condempne  and  curfm  to  and  fro, 
Full  fikirly  ye  wene  your  othis  lafte 
No  lengir  then  the  wordis  ben  ago, 
And  God  and  eke  his  faindtis  laugh  alfo; 
In  foche  fweryng  there  is  no  ftedfaftneffe, 
And  thefe  wretchis  that  have  ful  truft  thereto 
Aftir  thei  wepe  and  wailin  in  diftrelfe. 

L*  amant. 

He  hath  no  courage  of  a  man  truelie 
That  fechith  plefaunce  worfhip  to  difpife, 
Nor  to  be  callid,  for  he'  is  not  worthie 
The  yerth  to  touch,  the  aire  in  no  kind  wife, 
A  truftie  herte,  a  mouthe  without  feintife, 
Thus  by  the  ftrength  of  every  manir  name, 
And  who  that  lafeth  his  faith  for  little  prifc 
He  lefith  both  his  worfhip  and  his  fame. 

La  Dame. 

A  curfid  herte,  a  mouthe  that  is  curteife, 
Full  well  ye  wote  thei  be  not  accordyng, 
Yet  faihid  chere  right  fone  maie  'hem  apeife, 
Where  of  malice  is  fet  all  ther  workyng, 
Full  falfe  femblaunt  thei  here  and  true  femyng, 
Ther  name,  ther  fame,  ther  tonguis.ben  but  fained, 
Worfhip  in  'hem  is  put  in  forgettyng, 
Nought  repentid,  nor  in  no  wife  complained, 


Who  thinkith  ill  no  gode  maie  him  befall, 
God  of  his  grace  graunt  eche  man  his  defert  1 
But  for  his  love  emong  your  thoughtis  all 
As  thinke  upon  my  wofull  forowes  fmert, 
For  of  my  paine  whethir  your  tendir  hert 
Of  fwete  pitie  be  not  therewith  agreved, 
And  of  your  grace  to  me  were  difc.overt, 
1'hat  by  your  mene  fone  fliould  1  be  releved. 

La  Dams. 

A  lightfome  herte,  a  folie  of  plefaunce, 
Are  moche  bettir  the  lefle  while  thei  abide, 
Thei  make  you  think  and  bring  you  in  a  trauncej 
But  that  fikeneffe  will  fone  be  remedide  ; 
Refpite  your  thought,  and  put  all  this  afide; 
Full  gcide  difporte  y  werieth  me  all  daie  ; 
To  helpe  nor  hurte  my  will  is  not  aplide  ; 
Who  troweth  me  not  I  let  hym  pafie  awaie* 

L*  amant. 

Who  hath  a  birde,  a  faucon,  or  a  hounde, 
That  foloweth  hym  for  love  in  every  place, 
He  cherimeth  him  and  kepith  him  ful  found, 
Out  of  his  fight  he  will  not  hymenchace, 
And  I,  that  fet  my  wittis  in  this  cace 
On  you  alone,  withoutin  any  chaunge, 
Am  put  undir,  moche  farthir  out  of  grace, 
And  lefle  fet  by,  then  othir  that  be  ftra 
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La  Dame, 

Though  1  make  chere  to  every  man  about 
For  my  worfhip  and  for  myne  own  franchife, 
To  you  I  n'ill  doe  fo  wifhotitin  doubt, 
la  cfchewyng  all  manir  prejudife, 
ior  wote  ye  well  Love  is  fo  little  wife, 
And  in  bileve  fo  lightly  will  be  brought, 
That  he  takrth  all  at  his  owne  devife 
Of  thing  God  wote  that  fervith  him  of  nought. 

L*  am  ant 

It  I  by  love  and  by  my  true  fervife 
Lefe  the  gode  chcre  that  ilraungirs  have  alwaie 
Whereof  fliall  ferve  my  trouthe  in  any  wife 
Leffe  then  to  him  that  cometh  and  goeth  al  daie, 
Whiche  holdeth  of  yota  nothyng,  that  is  no  naie  ? 
Alfo  in  you  is  loft,  as  to'  my  femyng, 
Allcurtifie,  whiche  ofrefon  willfaie 
That  Love  fir  love  were  lawfull  dcfiryug. 

Lz  Dime. 

Curtifie  is  alyid  wondir  nere 
To  worfhip,  whiche  hym  lovith  tendirly, 
And  he  will  not  be  bounde  for  no  praiere, 
Nor  for  no  giftes,  I  faie  you  verily, 
But  his  gode  chere  depait  full  largily 
Where  hym  lykkh,  as  his  conceipt  will  fall; 
Guerdon  ccnftraincd,  a  gift  doen  thankfully, 
Thefe  twain  can  ner  accord,  nor  nevir  fhal. 


As  for  gr,ert!oiT,  I  feke  none  in  this  cace, 
for  that  deferte  to  me  it  is-  to  hie, 
Wheffore  I  afke  your  pardon  and  your  grace, 
Sith  me  bohovith  deth  or  your  mercie  ; 
To  give  the  gode  where  it  wantith  truly 
That  were  reibn  and  a  curtife  manere, 
And  to  your  own  moche  beftir  were  worthy 
Then  to  Uraungifs  to  fliew  'hem  lovely  chere. 

La  Dame. 

What  cal  ye  "gode  ?  fain  would  I  that  I  wift  ; 
That  plefrth  one  an  othir  finer  tith  fore, 
But  of  his  owne  to  large  is  he  that  lift 
Give;m'oche  and  lefin  his  gode  name  therfore  ; 
One  fhould  not  make  a  graunt,  little  ne  more, 
But  the  requeft  were  right  well  accordyng  : 
If  worfhip  be  not  kept  and  fet  before 
All  that  is  lefte  is  but  a  little  thyng. 

L'  affiant. 

Int6  this  worlde  was  foundin  nevir  none, 
Nor  undir  hevin  creature  ibore, 
Nor  nevir  fliall,  fave  onely  your  perfone, 
To  whom  your  worfhip  touchith  halfe  fo  fore 
But  me,  whiche  have  no  fefon  lefie  ne  more 
Of  youth  neage  but  ftill  in  your  fervice  ; 
I  have  no  cyen,  no  wit,  nor  mouthe,  in  ftore, 
But  all  be  givin  to  the  fame  office. 

La  Dame, 

A  ful  grete  charge  hath  he  withoutin  faile 
That  his  worfhip  kepith  in  fikirnefle, 
But  in  daungir  he  fettith  his  travail 
That  feffith'it  with  othirsbufineffe  ; 
-      3 


To  hym  that  longith  honoi.1  and  noblelfe 
Upon  rone  othir  mould  not  be  awaite, 
For  of  his  owne  fo  moche  hath  he  the  leffe 
Tiiat  of  othir  moche  foloweth  the  conccite. 

L*  affiant. 

Your  eyen  hath  fet'the  print  which  that  I  felc     [ 
Within  my  herte,  that  where  fo  er  I  go 
If  I  doe  thyng  that  founith  unto  wele 
Nedesmuft  it  cum  from  you  and  fro  no  mo; 
Fortune  will  this,  that  I  for  Wele  or  wo 
My  life  endure,  your  mercy  abidyng, 
And  verie  right  will  that  I  thinke  alfo 
Of  yout  worfhip  above  all  othir  thyng. 

La   Dame, 

To  your  worfhip  fe  well,  for  that  is  nede,, 
That  ye  fpende  not  your  fefon  all  in  vurn  ; 
As  touchyng  irryrie  \  rede  you  take  no  hede, 
By  your  follie  to  put  your  felfe  in  pain  ; 
To  ovircome  is  gode  and  to  reftrain 
An  herte  which  is  decevid  follilic, 
For  Wurfc  it  is  fo  breke  tlcn  laivc  certain  ; 
Bdtir  to  b(,iie  tbeu  tofallfoduinly. 

Vamant. 

Now,  faire  ladie  !  thinke  fith  it  firft  began 
That  LoVe  hath  fet  mine  herre  undir  his  cure 
It  nevir  might,  ne  trueh'e  I  ne  can, 
None  othir  ferve  while  I  {hall  here  endure, 
In  moft  fre  wife  thereof  I  make  you  fure, 
Which  maie  not  be  withdraw,  this  is  no  naie  ; 
I  muft  abide  all  manir  advinture, 
For  I  ne  maie  put  to  nor  take  awaie. 

La  Dame, 

I  holtle  it  for  no  gift  in  fothfaftnefie 
That  one  offirith  where  it  is  forfake, 
For  foche  a  gifte'  is  abandonyng  exprefTe, 
That  with  worfhip  ay'en  maie  not  be  take  ; 
He  hath  an  herte  full  fell  that  lift  to' make 
A  gift  lightlie  that  put  is  to  f  cfufe, 
But  he  is  wife  that  foche  conceipt  will  flake . 
So  that  hym  nede  neithir  ftudie  ne  mufe. 

L  'aiaanf. 

He  mould  not  mufe  that  hath  his  fervice  fpeufc.  \ 
On  her  whiche  is  a  ladie  honourable, 
And  if  I  fpende  my  time  to  that  entent 
Yet  at  the  left  I  am  hot  rcprovable 
Of  fainid  harte,  to  thinke  I  am  unable, 
Or  I  miftoke  when  I  made  this  requ-eft, 
By  whiche  Love  hath  of  enterprifc  notable 
So  many  herds  gottin  by  conqueft. 

La  Dame. 

If  that  ye  Me'  doe  aftir  my  counfaile 
Seche  a  fairir  and  of  more  highir  fame, 
Whiche  in  fervice  of  love  will  you  prevaile, 
Aftir  your  thought,  accordyng  to  the  fame  ; 
He  hurtith  bothe  his  worfhip  and  his  name 
That  fcllily  for  twain  himfelf  will  trouble, 
And  he  alfo  lefith  his  aftir  game 
That  furely  can  not  fet  his  poin<Sis-  double. 


LA  BELLE   DAME    SANS 
L'a  nt*nt. 

This  your  counfaik,  by  ought  that  I  can  fe, 
Is  bettir  fald  than  doen,  to  myne  advife, 
Though  I  beleve  it  not  forgive  it  me  : 
Mine  h«rte  is  foche,  fo  whole  without  feintife, 
That  I  ne  maie  give  credence  in  no  wife 
To  thyng  whiche  is  not  founyng  unto  truth  : 
Othir  counfaile  I  fe'  is  but  fantafife 
Save  of  your  grace  to  fhewe  pitie  and  ruth. 


La  Dame. 

I  holde  hym  wife  that  workith  no  folie, 
And  when  hym  lift  can  leve  and  part  therfro, 
But  in  connyng  he  is  to  lerne  truelie 
That  would  himfelf  conduits  and  can  not  fo  ; 
And  he  that  will  not  a'ftir  counfaile  doe 
His  fute  he  puttith  into  difperaunce, 
And  all  the  gode  that  fhould  yfall  hym  to 
Is  loft  and  dedde  clene  out  of  rernembraunce. 


Yet  woll  I  fhewe  this  mattir  faithfullie 
Whillis  I  live,  what  evir  be  my  chaurice, 
And  if  it  hap  that  in  my  truthe  I  die 
Then  deth  {hall  doe  to  me  no  difplefaunce, 
But  when  that  I  by  your  hard  fufferaunce 
Shall  die  fo  true,  and  with  fo  grete  a  pjxin, 
Yet  {hall  it  doe  me  moche  the  leffe  grevaunce 
Then  for  to  live  a  falfe  lovir  certain. 

I,  a  Dams. 

Of  me  get  ye  right  noght,  this  k  no  fable, 
I  will  to  you  be  neithir  hard  nor  ftraite, 
And  right  will  not  no  man  cuftomable 
To  thinke  ye  {hould  be  fure  of  my  conceite  ; 
Who  fecbitb  foroive  bh  bs  tt>f  reccite  ; 
Othir  counfaile  can  1  not  fele  nor  fe, 
Nor  for  to  lerne  I  caft  me  not  to'  awaite, 
Who  will  thereof  let  him  aiTaie  for  hie. 

ZSamant. 

Ones  muft  it  be  affaied,  that  is  no  naie, 
With  foche  as  be  of  reputacion, 
And  of  true  love  the  right  honour  to  paie 
Of  fre  hartis  gottin  by  due  raunfome, 
For  frewil  holdith  this  opinion, 
That  it  is  grete  dureffe  ond  difcomforte 
To  kepe  a  heite  in  fo  ftraite  a  prifon 
That  hath  but  one  bodie  for  his  difportc. 

La   Dame. 

\  knowe  fo  many  caufis  marvellous 
That  I  muft  nede  of  rcfon  thinke  certain 
Soche  avinturc  is  wondir  perilous, 
And  yet  well  more  the  coining  backc  again, 
Gode  or  worfhip  thereof  is  feldome  fene, 
Where  I  ne  will  make  any  foche  araic, 
.As  for  to  finde  a  plefaunce  butbaraine 
When  it  fhall  coft  fo  dere  the  firft  aflaie. 

IS  am  ant. 

-Ye  have  no  caufe  to  doubt  of  this  matter, 
Nor  you  to  nieve  with  no  foche  fantafife, 
To  put  me  farre  all  out  as  a  ftraunger, 
For  your  godenefiV  can  thinke  and  well  advife 


MERCY.  45* 

That  I  have  made  aprife  in  every  wife, 

By  whiche  my  truthe  fheweth  opin  evidence  j  . 

My  long  abidyng  and  my  true  fervice 

Maie  well  be  fcnowen  by  plain  experience. 

La  Dame. 

Of  verie  right  he  maie  be  callid  true, 
And  fo  muft  he  be  take  in  every  place, 
That  can  difcernc  and  let  as  he  ne  knewe, 
Arid  tepe  the  gode  if  he  it  maie  purchafe ; 
For  who  that  praieth  or  fwereth  in  any  cafe 
Right  well  ye  wote  in  that  no  trouth  is  preve*} ; 
Soch  hath  there  ben  and  are  that  gettin  grace,    * 
And  lefe  it  fone  when  thei  have  it  acheved. 

L'ajaant. 

If  truthe  me  caufe,  by  vertuc  fov'rain, 
To  fhewe  gode  love  and  alwaie  find  contrarie, 
And  cherifhe  the  whiche  fleeth  me  with  the  pain, 
This  is  to  me  a  lovely  adverfarie, 
When  that  Pitie',  whiche  long  on  flepe  doth  tarie , 
Hath  fet  the  fine  of  all  my  hevineffe, 
Yet  her  comfort,  to  me  mofte  neccffarie, 
Shall  fet  my  will  more  fure  in  ilableneffe. 

La,  Dame. 

The  woful  wight  what  mate  he  think  or  fay, 
The  contrarie  of  all  joye  and  gladneffe, 
A  ficke  bodie,  his  thought  is  ferre  alwaie 
From  'hem  that  felin  no  fore  nor  fickeneffe ; 
Thus  hurtis  ben  of  divers  bufmeffe, 
Whiche  love  hath  putt  unto  grete  hindeVaUilce, 
And  truthe  alio  put  in  forgetfulneiTe, 
When  thei  full  fore  begin  to  figh  af 

L'amant. 

Now  God  defende  but  he  be  harm<Heffe 
Of  all  worfhip  or  gode  that  maie  befall 
That  to  werft  tournith  by  his  leudcneife       q  tt'S 
A  gift  of  grace  or  any  thyng  at  all 
That  his  ladie  youchfafe  upon  hym  call, 
Or  cherilh  hym  in  honourable  wife ; 
In  that  defaute  what  er  he  be  that  fall 
Defervith  more  than  deth  to  fuffre  twifeJ 

I.a  Djme.  .J  JuS 

There  is  no  judge  ifet  on  foche  trefpace, 
By  whiche  of  right  love  maie  recovered  be, 


One  curfith  faft,  an  othir  doth  manacc, 
Yet  dyith  none,  as  farre  as  I  can  fe, 
But  kcpe  ther  eourfe  alwaie  in  one  degre, 
And  evirmore  ther  labour  doeth  eucrefe 
To  bryng  ladies,  by  ther  grete  fubtilte, 
For  othirs  gilte,  in  forowe  and  difefe. 

L'awant. 

All  be  it  fo  one  doeth  fo  grete  offence 
And  is  not  dedde  nor  put  to  no  juftice, 
Right  well  I  wote  hym-gainith  no  defence, 
But  he  muft  ende  in  full  mifchevous  wife, 
And  all  ever  faied  God  will  hym  difpife, 
For  falfhed  is  all  full  of curfidneffe, 
That  his  worfhip  may  ner  have  entirprife 
Where  it  reignith  and  Hath  the  wilfulncfo. 

J7  f  ii 
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La  Dame. 


Of  that  have  thei  no  grete  fere  now  a  daife, 
Soche  as  will  faic  and  maintain  it  thereto, 
That  fledfaft  truthe  nothyng  for  to  praife 
In  'hem  that  kepe  it  long  in  wele  or  wo, 
Their  bufie  hertis  paffin  to  and  fro, 
Thei  be  fo  well  reclaimid  to  the  lure, 
So  well  lernid  'hem  to  withholde  alfo, 
And  al  to  chaunge  when  love  Ihould  beft  endure. 

L' a>riant. 

When  one  hath  fet  his  herte  in  ftable  wife 
In  foche  a  place  as  is  bothe  gode  and  true 
He  fhould  not  flit,  but  doe  foithe  his  fervicc 
Alwaie  withoutin  chaunge  of  any  newe  : 
As  fone  as  love  beginnith  to  remewe 
All  plefaunee  goe"th  anone  in  lityl  fpace ; 
As  for  my  partie  that  fhall  I  efchue 
While  that  the  foule  abidith  in  his  place. 

La  Dame. 

To  love  truely  there  as  it  ought  of  right 
Ye  maie  not  be  miftakin  ctoubtilefle, 
But  ye  be  foule  difcevrd  in  your  fight 
By  your  light  underftandyng  as  I  gaffe, 
Yet  maie  we  well  repele  your  bufineffe, 
And  unto  refon  have  fome  attendannce, 
Moche  bettir  than  to'  abide  by  fimplenes 
The  foble  foccouris  of  difpejaunce. 

ISamant. 

Refon,  counfaile,  wifedame,  and  gode  advife, 
Ben  undir  love  arreftid  everichone, 
To  whiche  I  can  accorde  in  every  wife, 
For  thei  ben  not  rebell  but  ftill  as  ftone  ; 
Ther  will  and  myne  be  medlid  all  in  one, 
And  therwith  boandin  with  fo  ftrong  a  chain, 
That  as  in  'hem  departyng  fhall  be  none, 
But  pitie  breke  the  mightie  bonde  atwain. 

la  Dane. 

Ye  love  not  your  felf,  what  evir  ye  be, 
That  in  love  ftande  fubjecT:  in  every  place,. 
And  of  your  wo-  if  ye  have  no  pite 
Othirs  pite  bileve  not  to  purchace, 
But  be  fullie  affured,  as  in  this  cace, 
I  am  alwaie  undir  one  ordinaunce ; 
To  havin  bettir  truft  not  aftir  grace, 
And  all  that  levith  take  to  your  plefaunee. 
ISatnant. 

I  have  my  hope  fo  fure  and  fo  ftedfaft 
That  foche  a  ladie  fhouM  not  lacke  pitie, 
But  no w,  alas !  it  is  fh.it  up  fo  faft 
That  Daungir  fheweth  on  me  his  crueltie, 
And  if  fhe  fe  the  virtue  faile  in  me 
Of  true  fervice,  though  fhe  doe  faile  alfo 
No  wondirwere;  but  this  is  my  furete, 
I  mufl  fuffre  whiche  waie  that  er  it  go.        i  .i  ; .  ' 

La  Dame. 

Leve  this  purpofe,  !  rede  you  for  the  beft, 
For  the  lengir  ye  kepe  it  is  in  vain, 
The  leffe  ye  get  as  of  your  hcrt'is  reft, 
And  to  rejoyce  it  fhall  you  ner  attain  j 


When  ye  abide  gode  hope  to  make  you  fatn 
Ye  fhall  be  founde  afottid  in  dotage, 
And  in  the  ende  ye  fhall  knowe  for  certain 
That  hope  fhall  paie  the  wretchis  for  ther  wage, 

/  *  am  ant, 

Ye  faie  as  fallith  mofte  for  your  plefaunce. 
And  your  powir  is  grete,  all  this  I  fe, 
But  hope  fhall  ner  out  of  my  remembraunce, 
By  whiche  I  fele  fo  grete  adverfite, 
For  when  Nature  hvtth  fet  in  you  plente 
Of  all  godenefle,  by  vertue  and  by  grace, 
He  ner  affemblid  'hem,  as  femid  me, 
To  put  Pitie  out  of  his  dwellyng  place, 

I.  a  Dame. 

Pitie  of  right  ought  to  be  refonable, 
And  to  no  wight  do  grete  difavauntage, 
There  as  is  nede  it  fhould  be  profitable, 
And  to  the  pitous  fhewyng  no  domage  : 
If  a  ladie  will  doe  fo  grete  outrage 
To  fhewe  prtie  and  caufe  her  owne  debate, 
Of  foche  pitie  comith  difpitous  rage, 
And  of  foche  love  alfo  right  dedly  hate. 

Uamant. 

To  comfort  'hem  that  live  all  comfortlefle 
That  is  no  harme,  but  comfort  to  your  name, 
But  ye  that  have  a  herte  of  foche  dureffe, 
And  a  faire  ladie',  I  mufl  affirme  the  fame, 
If  I  durft  faie,  ye  winne  all  this  defame 
By  cruiltie,  whiche  fittith  you  full  ill, 
But  if  pitie,  whiche  maie  all  this  attain, 
In  your  high  herte  maie  reft  and  tary  ftill. 

La  Dame. 

What  er  he  be  that  faieth  he  lovith  me, 
And  paraventure  I  leve  well  it  be  fo, 
Ought  he  be  wrothe,  or  fhould  I  blamid  be, 
Though  I  did  not  as  he  would  have  me  doc  ? 
If  I  medlid  with  foche  or  othir  moe 
It  might  be  callid  pitie  mercileffe, 
And  aftirward  if  I  fhould  live  in  wo 
Then  to  repent  it  were  to  lute  I  gefTe. 

L'amant, 

O  marble  herte !  and  yet  more  harde  pardc, 
Whiche  mercie  maie  not  perce  for  no  labour, 
More  ftrong  to  bowe  then  is  a  mignty  tre, 
What  availeth  you  to  fhewe  fo  grete  rigour ! 
Plefeth  it  you  more  to  fe  me  die  this  hour 
Before  your  eyen,  for  your  difport  and  plaie, 
Then  for  to  fhewe  fbme  comfort  and  foccour 
To  refpite  deth,  whiche  chaiith  me  alwaie  ? 

La  Dame. 

Of  your  difeafe  ye  may  have  allegeaunce, 
And  as  for  rii\  ne  I  let  it  ovir  flake, 
Alfo  ye  fhall  not  die  for  my  plefaunee, 
Nor  for  your  hele  1  can  no  luretie  make  j 
I  will  not  hurte  my  felf  for  othirs  fake  ; 
Wepe  thei,  laugh  thei,  or  fing  thei,  I  waraunt 
For  this  mattir  fo  will  1  undirtake 
That  uoatf  of  'hem  fhall  make  therof  avaunt, 


LA   BEX-LE  DAME   SANS   MERCY. 


Vamant. 

I  can  not  {kill  of  love  by  God  alone, 
I  have  more  cauft  to  wepe  in  your  prefence, 
And  well  ye  wote  avauntour  am  I  none, 
For  certainly  I  love  bettir  filence  : 
One  fhould  not  love  by  his  hcrt'is  credence, 
But  he  were  fure  to  kepe  it  fecretlie, 
For  a  vauntour  is  of  no  reverence 
When  that  his  tongue  is  his  moftc  enemie. 

La  Dame. 

Malt  bouck  in  court  hath  grete  commaundement. 
Eche  man  fludieth  to  faie  the  worft  he  maie, 
Thefe  falfe  lovirs  in  this  tyme  now  prefent 
Thei  fervin  beft  to  jangle  as  a  jaie ; 
The  mofte  fecrete  iwis  yet  fome  men  faie 
How  he  miftruftidisin  fomepartife, 
Wherfore  to  ladies  when  men  fpeke  or  faie 
It  fhould  not  be  bilevid  in  no  wife. 


Of  gode  and  ill  fhail  be  and  is  alwaie, 
The  world  is  foche  ;   The  yerth  is  not  al  plain  ; 
Thei  that  be  gode  the  profe  fheweth  every  dale, 
And  othir  wife  grete  villonie  certain ; 
It*  is  not  refon  though  one  his  tongue  diftain 
With  curfidfpecheto  doe  hymfelf  a  flianie 
That  foche  refuce  fhould  wrongfully  remain 
Upon  the  gode  renomid  in  ther  fame. 

La  Dame. 

Soch  as  be  nought,  when  thei  here  tidinges  new 
That  cche  trefpas  fhall  lightly  have  pardon, 
Thei  that  purfuin  to  be  gode  and  true 
Will  not  fet  by  none  ill  difpoficion, 
To  continue'  in  every  gode  condicion 
Thei  are  the  firft  that  fallin  in  domage, 
And  full  frely  the  herds  habandon 
To  Utyl  faithe  with  foft  and  faire  language. 

L'amant. 

Now  knowe  I  well  of  verie  certainte 
If  one  doe  truelie  yet  fhall  he  be  fhente, 
Sith  all  manir  of  juftice  and  pile 
Is  banifhed  out  of  a  ladies  entente ; 
I  can  not  fe  but  all  is  at  one  ftente, 
The  gode,  the  ill,  the  vice,  and  eke  the  virtue; 
Soche  as  be  gode  foche  have  the  punifhmente 
For  the  trefpacc  of  'hem  that  live  untrue. 

La  Dame. 

I  have  no  powir  you  to  do  grevaunce, 
Nor  to  punifhe  none  othir  creature, 
But  to  efchewin  the  more  encombraunce, 
To  kepe  us  from  you  all  I  hold  it  fure, 
tor  balfe  Semblauncz  bath  a  face  full  demuret 
I.ightlic  to  catche  thefe  ladies  in  a  waitc, 
Wherefore  we  mufl,  if  we  will  here  endure, 
Make  right  gode  watch":  lo  !  this  is  my  conceite. 

L*amant. 

Sith  that  of  grace  a  godely  worde  not  one 
Maie  now  be  had,  but  alwaie  kept  in  ftore, 
I    appcle  to  God,  for  he  maie  here  my  moue, 
Of  the  dareffe  which  grevith  me  fo  lore, 


And  of  pite  I  complaine  furthirmore, 
Whiche  he  forgate  in  all  his  ordinaunce, 
Or  els  my  life  to  have  endid  before, 
Whiche  fo  fone  am  put  out  of  remembraunce. 

La  Dame. 

My  herte  nor  I  have  doen  you  no  forfeite 
By  whiche  ye  fhould  complaine  in  any  kinde  ; 
Nothyng  hurtith  you  but  your  own  conceite ; 
Be  judge  your  felf,  for  fo  ye  fhall  it  finde  : 
Thus  alwaie  let  this  finke  into  your  minde 
That  your  defire  fhall  ner  recovered  be ; 
Ye  noye  me  fore  in  waftyng  all  this  winde, 
For  I  have  faied  inough,  as  femith  me. 

This  wofull  man  rofe  up  in  all  his  paine, 
And  departid  with  wepyng  countinaunce, 
His  wofull  herte  almofte  to  brafte  in  twaine, 
Full  like  to  die,  walkyng  forthe  in  a  traunce, 
And  fayid,  Deth,  come  forthe,  thy  felf  avaunce, 
Or  that  myne  herte  forget  his  propertie, 
And  make  fhortir  all  this  wofull  penaunce 
Of  my  pore  life,  full  of  adverfitie 

Fro  thens  he  went,  but  whithir  wifl  I  noughtj 
Nor  to  what  part  he  drewe  in  fothfaftnefie, 
But  he  no  more  was  in  his  ladic's  thought, 
For  to  the  daunce  anone  (he  gan  her  dreffe; 
And  aftirward  one  tolde  me  thus  exprefle, 
He  rent  his  heer  for  anguifhe  and  for  pain, 
And  in  hymfelf  toke  fo  grete  hevineffe 
That  he  was  dedde  within  a  daie  or  twain. 

L'ENVOY. 

The  true  lovirs  thus  I  befeche  you  all 
Soche  advintures  flie  'hem  in  every  wife, 
And  as  pepie  defamid  ye  'hem  call, 
For  thei  truelie  do  you  grete  prejudice 
His  caftelles  ftrong  ftuffid  with  ordinaunce, 
For  thei  have  had  long  tyme  by  their  office 
The  whole  countrey  of  Love  in  obeifaunce. 

And  ye  ladies,  or  what  eftate  ye  be, 
Of  whom  Worfhip  hath  choife  his  dwellyng  place, 
For  Godd'is  love  doe  no  foche  cruihie, 
Nor  in  no  wife  ne  folowe  not  the  trace 
Of  her  that  here  is  namid  right  wifely, 
Whiche  by  refon  me  femith  in  this  cace 
Maie  be  callid  La  belle  Dame  fans  Mercy. 

Go,  lityl  Boke,  God  fende  the  gode  paflage  ! 
Chefe  well  thy  waie,  be  fimple  of  manere, 
Loke  thy  clothyng  be  like  thy  pilgrimage, 
And  fpecially  let  thi«  be  thy  praicre 
Unto  'hem  all  that  the  will  rede  or  here, 
Where  thou  art  wrong  after  ther  helpc  to  call 
The  to  corre&e  in  any  parte  or  all, 

Praie  'hem  alib  with  thine  humble  fervife 
Thy  bold^nefle  to  pardon  in  this  cace, 
For  els  thou  art  not  able  in  no  wife 
TO  make  thy  felf  appere  in  any  place  ; 
And  furthirmore  befeche  'hem  of  ther  grace 
By  ther  favour  and  fapportacion, 
To  take  in  gre  this  rude  Tranflacion, 

The  which  God  wote  ftandith  full  deflitute 
Of  eloquence,  of  metre,  and  colours, 
Like  as  a  teft  nakid  without  refute 
*  f  iij 
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Upon  a  plaip  to  abide  all  manir  {bowers: 
I  can  no  more  but  aflce  of  'beni  ibcours 
At  whofc  requeft  thou  wer  made  in  this  wife, 
Commaundyng  me  with  body  and  fervife. 

Right  thus  I  make  an  ende  of  this  profies, 
Befechynghym  that  all  hath  in  bjtlau,ncc 


That  no  true  man  be  yejtid  caufelefle 
As  this  man  was,  whiche  is  of  remembrauncei 
And  all  tbat  doen  thei  fa.thfull  obfcrvauiice, 
And  in  thcr  trouth  purpofe  'hem  to  endure 
I  praic  God  fcnde  'hem  bettir  avinmre. 
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A  gentlewoman  dreameth  that  foe  feeth  a  greats  number  of  Li  dies  put  up  their  bllles  of 
complaint  before  a  judge,  who  promifcth  to  relieve  tbsir  grievances. 


IN  September*,  at  the  follinge  of  the  lefe, 
The  frefhe  fefon  was  altogidir  done, 
And  of  the  corne  was  gathirid  the  fhefe, 
In  a  gardine,  aboute  twayne  aftir  none, 
Thcr  were  Ladies  walking,  as  was  ther  wone, 
Foure  in  nombre,  as  to  my  minde  doth  fall, 
And  I  the  fifthe,  the  fmiplift  of  'hem  al. 

Of  gentilwomen  faire  there  were  alfo 
Difporting  'hem  everiche  aftir  her  gife, 
In  croffe  aleis  walking  by  two  and  two, 
And  fome  alone,  aftir  ther  fantafies ; 
Thus  occupied  we  were  in  diverfe  wife, 
And  yet  in  trouthe' we  were  nat  al  alone, 
There  werin  knight  es  and  Cquiris  many  one. 

Whereof  I  ferved?  one  of 'hem  afkid  me  : 
I  faid  ayen,  as  it  fel  in  my  thought, 
To  walke  aboute  the  mafe  in  certainte, 
As  a  hedelefs  woman  that  nothing  rought. 
He  afldd  me  ayen  whom   that  I  fought, 
And  of  my  colour  why  I  was  fo  pale  ? 
Forfothe  (quod  I)  and  therby  lithe  a  tale. 

That  muft  me  wete,  (quod  he)  and  that  anone  ; 
Tel  on,  let  fe,and  make  no  tarying, 
Abide,  (quod  I)  ye  ben  a  haflie  one  ; 
I  let  you  wete  it  is  no  lityl  thing, 
But  for  bicaufe  ye  have  a  grete  longing 
'In  your  defne  this  proceffe  for  to  here 
I  fhal  you  tel  the  plaine  of  this  matere. 

It  happid  thus'  that  in  an  aftirnone 
My  felaufhip  and  I  by  one  affent. 
Whan  al  othir  befineffis  were  done, 
To  paffe  our  time  into  this  mafe  we  went, 
And  toke  our  waies  eche  aftir  our  entent, 
Some  went  inward  and' went  they  had  gon  out, 
^3 me  ftoude  in  the  mid  and  loked  all  about. 


And,  fothto  fay,  fome  were  ful  ferre  behinde, 
And  right  anon  as  ferforthe  as  the  beft, 
Othir  ther  were  fo  mafid  in  ther  minde 
Al  waies  were  gode  for  'hem  both  eft  and  weft  ; 
Thus  went  they  forth  and  had  but  lityl  reft, 
And  fome^  ther  courage  dyd  'hem  fore  affaile, 
For  very  wrathe  they  dyd  ftep  o'er  the  railc  ; 

And  as  they  fought  'hem  felvin  to  and  fro, 
I  gate  my  felf  a  lityl  avauntage, 
Al  forweried  I  might  no  furthir  go, 
Though  I  had  won  right  grete  for  my  viage, 
So  came  I  forthe  into  a  ftraite  paflage, 
Which  brought  me  to  an  herbir  faire  and  grenc, 
Ymade  with  benchis  ful  crafty  and  clenc  ; 

That  as  me  thoughtin  there  might  no  creture 
Devife  abette  by  dewe  proporcioun, 
Safe  it  was  clofid  wel  I  you  enfure, 
With  mafonrye  of  compace  enviroun, 
Ful  fecretly  with  ftairis  goyng  down 
In  myddes  the  place  with  turning  whele  certain, 
And  upon  that  a  potte  of  margelaine, 

With  margerettes  growinge  in  ordinaunce 
To  mewe  'hem  felfe  as  folke  went  to  and  fro. 
That  to  beholde  it  was  a  grete  plefaunce, 
And  how  they  were  accompainid  with  mo, 
Ne  momblifneffe  and  fonenefle  alfo, 
The  poure  penfis  were  not  diflogid  there, 
Ne,  God  wote  ther  place  was  every  where. 

The  flore  and  bench  was  pavid  faire  andfmothfi 
With  ftonis  fquare  of  many  divers  hewe, 
So  wel  joynid  that  for  to  fay  the  foth 
Al  femid  one,  that  no  one  othir  kncwe, 
And  undirnith  the  ftremis  newe  and  newc, 
As  filvir  bright,  fpringing  in  foche  a  wife, 
That  whence  it  came  ye  coudc  it  not  devifv* 
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A  lityl  while  ywas  I  al  alone 
Beholding  wel  this  deleftable  place, 
My  felawfhip  were  coming  everichone, 
So  mufte  we  nedis  abyde  for  a  fpace, 
Remembiring  of  many  divers  cace 
Of  tyme  ypaffid  yore  with  fighis  depe, 
I  fet  me  downe,  and  there  I  fel  aflepe. 

And  as  I  flept  me  thought  there1  came  to  me 
A  gentylwoman  metely  of  ftature, 
Of  grete  worfhip  flie  femid  for  to  be, 
Atyrid  wel.  not  high,  but  by  meifure, 
Her  countinaunce  full  fad  was  and  demure, 
Her  colours  blewe  al  that  fhe  had  upon ;    ' 
Ther  ne  came  no  mo  but  her  felfe  alone. 

Her  gowne  wel  was  embraudrid  certainly 
With  ftonis  fette  aftir  her  owne  devife 
In  her  purfillis,  her  worde  by  and  by 
JBien  l&  Lcyalement,  as  I  coude  devife  ; 
Than  praide  I  her  in  any  manir  wife 
That  of  her  name  I  might  have  remembraunce  ; 
She  faidfhe  was  callid  Perfeveraunce. 

So  furthirmore  to  fpekin  was  1  bolde, 
Where  fhe  dwellid  I  prayed  her  for  to  fay  ? 
And  fhe  againe  ful  curtifly  me  tolde, 
My  dwelling  is  and  hath  be  many'  a  day 
With  a  lady.  What  lady  ?  I  you  pray. 
Of  gret  eftate,  thus  warne  I  you  (quod  fhe,) 
What  cal  ye  her  ?  Her  name  is  Loyalte. 

In  what  office  ftonde  yc  or  what  degre  ? 
(Quod  I  to  her)  that  would Twete  right  faine, 
1  am,  (quod  fhe)  unworthy  though  I  be, 
Ofherchambre  her  ufhir  in  certaine, 
This  fodde  I  bere  as  for  a  tokin  plaine, 
Lyke  as  ye  knbwe  the  rule  in  foche  fervice 
Apertaining  is  to  the  fame  office. 

She  chargid  me  by  her  commaundement 
To  warne  you  and  your  felawes  everichone 
That  ye  fhulde  come  there  as  fhe  is  prcfent 
For  a  counfaile  whiche  fliall  be  nowe  anone, 
Or  fevin  dayis  be  comin  and  gone; 
And  furthirmore,  fhe  bad  that  I  fhulde  fay 
Excufis  there  might  be  none  nor  delay. 

'Ahothir  thing  was  not  forget  hehinde, 
Whiche  in  no  wife'  I  wolde  but  that  ye  knewe ; 
Remembre  wel  and  bere  it  in  your  minde 
Alyour  felawes  and  ye  muft  come  in  blewe 
Everlyche,  your  rriatirs  for  to  fewe,  ' 
With' more,  whiche  I  pray  you  to  thinke  upon, 
Your  wordis'  on  your  felvis  everychon. 

And  "be  not  abafhed  in  no  manir  wife, 
As  many  ben,  in  foche  ah  high  prefence  ; 
Make  your  requeft  as  ye  can  beft  devife \ 
And  fhe  gladly  wol  yeve  you  audience  : 
Ther  is  no  grefe  nor  no  manir  offence 
Wherin  ye  fele  that  your  herte  is  difpifed 
But  with  her 'help  right  fone  ye  fhal  be  efed. 

I  am  right  glad  (quod  1)  ye  tel'me  this, 
But  their  is  non  of  us  that  knoweth  the  waie. 
As  of  your  way  (quod  fhe)  ye  fhal  not  mis, 
Ye  fhal  have  one  to  gyde  you  day  by  day 
Of  my  felawea,  I  can  not  bettir  fay, 
Soche  one  as  fhal  tel  yon  the  way  ful  right, 
And  Diligence  this  gentilwoman  hight, 


A  woman  of  right  famous  govirnaunce, 
And  wel  cherifhed,  I  tel  you  in  certaine, 
Her  felaufhip  fhal  do  you  grete  plefaunce ; 
Her  porte  is  foch,  her  manirs  trewe  and  plaine, 
She  with  glad  chere  wold  do  her  befy  paine 
To  bring  you  there.  Now  farewel ;  I  have  done, 
Abyde,  laid  I,  ye  may  not  go  fo  fone. 

Why  fo  ?  (quod  fhe)  and  I  have  ferre  to  go, 
To  yeve  warning  in  many  divers  place 
To  your  felawes  and  fo  to  othir  mo, 
And  well  ye  wote  I  have  but  lytil  fpace, 
Now  yet,  (quod  I)  ye  muft  tel  me  this  cace, 
If  ye  fhal  any  men  unto  us  cal. 
Not  one  (quod  fhe)  may  come  amonges  you  all. 

Not  one,  than  ?  faid  I  :  eigh,  Benedicite  ! 
What  have  I  done  ?  I  pray  you  tel  me  that. 
Nowe  by  my  lyfe  I  trowe  but  wel,  (quod  fhe) 
But  er  I  can  byleve  there  is  fomwhat, 
And  for  to  faye  you  trouthe  more  can  I  nat ; 
In  queftjorts  I  may  npthing  he  to  large ; 
I  meddle  muft  no  furthir  then  my  charge. 

Than  thus,  (quod  I)  do  me  to  undirftandc 
What  place  is  there  this  lady  is  dwelling  ? 
Forfothe  (quod  fhe)  and  one  fought  al  this  laride 
Fairir  is  none,  though  it  were  for  a  king, 
Devifid  wel,  and  that  in  every  thing, 
The  tourishie  ful  plefaunt  fhal  ye  finde, 
With  phanis  frefh  turning  with  every  wynde; 

The  chambris  and  the  parlirs  of  a  forte, 
With  bay  windowes  godely  as  may  be  thought, 
As  for  daunfing  and  othir  wife  difporte 
The  galeries  be  all  right  well  y wrought, 
That  wel  I  wote  if  ye  were  thydir  brought, 
And  take  gode  hede  therof  in  every  wife, 
Ye  wol  it  thinke  a  very  paradife. 

What  hight  the  place  ?  (quod  I)  now  fay  me 
Plefaunt  Regarcle,  (quod  fhe)  to  tell  you  plaine. 
Of  very  trouth,  (quod  I)  and  wote  ye  what  ? 
It  may  right  wel  be  callid  fo  certaine  : 
But  furthirmore  this  wold  I  wit  right  fain, 
What  I  fhulde  do  as  fone  as  I  come  there, 
And  aftir  whom  that  I  may  beft  enquere  ? 

A  gentilwotnan  portir  of  the  yate 
There  fhal  ye  'finde,  her  name  is  Councinaunce, 
If  ye  fo  hap  ye  come  erty  or  late 
Of  her  wer  gode  to  have  fome  acquaintaunce, 
She  can  you  tel  howe  ye  fhal  you  avaunce, 
And  howe  to  come  to  her  ladye's  prefence  ; 
To  her  wordis  I  rede  ye  geve  credence. 

Now  it  is  time  that  1  fhulde  parte  you  fro, 
For  in  gode  faithe  I  have  grete  bufmeffe. 
I  wote  right  wel  (quod  I)  that  it  isfo, 
And  I  thanke'you  of  your  grete  gentilneffe, 
Your  comfbrte  hath  yevin  me  hardinefle, 
That  nowe  \  fhal  be  bolde  withoutin  faile 
To  do'  aftir  your  advice  and  gode  counfails. 

Thus  partid  flie,  and  I  lefte  all  alone  ; 
With  that  I  fawe  (as  I  behelde  afide) 
A  woman  come,  a  verie  godely  one, 
And  forth  withal  as  I  had  her  afpide 
Me  thought  anone  it  fhoulde  tie  the  gidc, 
And  of  her  name  anone  I  did  enquere  ; 
Ful  womanly  fhe  ya've  me  this  adfwere  : 
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1  am  (quod  fhe)  but  a  fimple  creture, 
Sept  from  the  courte,  my  name  is  Diligence  ; 
As  fone  as  I  myght  come,  I  you  enfure, 
I  taried  not  aftir  I  had  licence  : 
And  nowe  that  I  am  come  to  your  prefence, 
Loke,  what  fervicc  I  can  you.  do  or  may 
Commaundith  me;  I  can  nofurthir  fay. 

I  thankid  her,  and  prayed  her  to  come  nere, 
Bycaufe  I  woulde  fe  how  fhe  was  araide ; 
Her  gown  was  blew,  dreffid  in  gode  manere, 
With  her  devife,  her  worde  alfo,  that  faide 
Tant  quejepuisy  and  1  was  wel  apaide  ; 
And  than  will  I,  withoutin  any  more, 
It  was  ful  trewe  that  I  had  herde  before. 

Though  we  toke  nowe  before  a  litil  fpace 
It  were  ful  gode  (quod  fhe)  as  I  coudegeffe. 
Howe  farre  (quod  I)  have  we  unto  the  place  ? 
A  daye's  journey  (quod  fhe)  but  litil  leffe ; 
Wherfore  I  rede  that  now  we  outwarde  dreffe 
For  I  fuppofe  our  felawfhip  is  paft, 
j    And  for  nothinge  I  wolde  not  we  were  the'  laft. 

Then  departid  we*  at  fpringing  of  the  daye, 
j    And  forthe  we  wente  a  fofte  and  efypace, 
j    Til  at  the  laft  we  were  on  our  journey 

So  far  outwarde  that  we  might  fe  the  place  ; 
Nowe  let  us  reft  (quod  I)  a  litil  fpace, 
!    And  fay  we  a«  devoutly  as  we  can 
A  Pater  nojier  for  Saint  Julian. 

With  all  my  herte ;  I  affent  with  gode  wil ; 
1    Moch  bettir  fhal  we  fpede  whan  we  have  done. 
|    Than  taried  we  and  faid  it  every  dyl ; 
And  whan  the  day  was  paft  farre  aftir  none 
We  fawe  a  place,  and  thidir  came  we  fone, 
Whiche  rounde  aboute  was  clofid  with  a  wal, 
Seminge  to  me  full  like  an  hofpitaft. 

There  found  I  one  had  brought  all  min  aray, 
(A  gentil  woman  of  mine  acquaintaunce) 
I  have  mervaile  (quod  I)  what  manir  way 
Ye  had  knowlege  of  al  this  ordinaunce. 
Yes,  yes,  (quod  fhe)  I  herde  Perfeveraunce 
Howe  fhe  warnid  her  felawes  everichone, 
And  what  arajf  ye  fhouldin  have  upon. 

Nowe  for  my  love  (quod  I)  this  I  you  praye, 
Sith  ye  have  take  upon  you  all  the  paine, 
That  ye  wolde  helpe  me  on  with  mine  araye, 
For  wit  ye  wel  I  wolde  be  gone  right  faine. 
Al  this  prayir  us  nedith  not  certaine, 
(Quod  fhe  againe ;)  come  of,  and  hye  you  fane, 
And  ye  fhal  fe  anone  it  fliall  be  done. 

But  this  I  doute  me  gretly,  wote  ye  what  ? 
That  my  felawes  be  paflid  by  and  gone, 
I  warne  you  (quod  fhe)  that  are  they  nat, 
For  here  they  fhall  affemble  everichone, 
Notwithftandinge  I  counfaile  you  anone 
Make  you  redy,  and  tary  you  no  more, 
It  is  no  harme  though  ye  be  there  before. 

So  than  I  dreffid  me  in  mine  araye, 
And  afked  her  whethir  it  were  wel  or  no  ? 
It  is  right  well  (quod  fhe)  unto  my  pay, 
Ye  nede  not  care  to  what  place  er  ye  go  : 
And  whilics  that  fhe  and  I  debatid  fo 
Came  Diligence  and  fawe  me  al  in  blewe ; 
Siftif,  (quod  fhe)  right  wel  broke  ye  your  newe ! 


Difcrecion  Pufusiovr. 

Than  wente  we  forth  and  met  an  avinture 
A  yonge  woman,  an  officir  feminge  ; 
What  is  your  name  ?  (quod  I)  tell,  gode  creture* 
Difcrecion,  (quod  fhe)  without  lefinge. 
And  where  (quod  1)  is  your  moft  abidinge  ? 
I  haye  (quod  fhe)  this  office  of  purchace, 
Chefe  Purveyour  that  longith  to  this  place. 
Acquayntaunce  Herbyger. 

Fair  love!  (quod  I)  in  all  your  ordinaunce 
What  is  her  name  that  is  the  herbigere? 
Forfothe  (quod  fhe)  her  name  is  Acquaintaunce 
A  woman  of  right  gracious  manere.     ' 
Then  thus,  (quod  I)  what  ftraungirs  have  ye  here  \ 
But  fewe  (quod  fhe)  of  high  degre  ne  lowe, 
Ye  be  the  firft,  as  ferforth  as  I  knowe. 
Countinaunce  Porter. 

Thus  with  talis  we  came  ftreight  to  the  yate, 
This  yonge  woman  departid  was  and  gone, 
Came  Diligence,  and  knockid  faft  thereat, 
Who  is  without?  (quod  Countinaunce  anone.) 
Truly,  (quod  I)  fayre  fiiiir,  here  is  one. 
Which  one  ?  (quod  fhe)  and  therewithal  fhe  lough. 
I  L/iligence ;  ye  knowe  me  wel  ynoughe. 

Than  opened  fhe  the  gate,  and  in  we  go  ; 
With  wordi*  faire  fhe  faide  full  gentilly, 
Ye  are  welcome  ywis;  are  ye  no  mo  ? 
Nat  one  (quod  fhe)  fave  this  woman  and  I. 
Now  than  (quod  fhe)  I  pray  you  hertily 
Takith  my  chaumbre  for  a  while  to  reft 
Til  your  felawis  come ;  I  holde  it  beft. 

I  thanked  her,  and  forth  we  go  everichone 
Til  her  chambre  withoutin  wordis  mo, 
Came  Diligence  and  toke  her  leve  anone. 
Where  erye  lyft  (quod  I)  nowe  may  ye  go, 
And  I  thanke  you  right  hertily  alfo 
Of  your  labour,  for  whiche  God  do  you  mede; 
I  can  no  more, but  Jefu  be  your  fpede! 

Than  Countinaunce  thus  afkid  me  anone, 
Your  felaufhip  where  be  they  all  ?  (quod  fhe.) 
For  fothe  (quod  I)  they*  are  cominge  everichone^ 
But  where  they  are  I  knowe  no  certainte, 
Without  I  may  'hem  at  his  windowe  fe ; 
Here  wil  I  ftande  a  waitinge  here  amonge, 
For  wel  I  wote  they  wil  not  hence  be  longe. 

Thus  as  1  ftode  mufing  ful  bufily, 
I  thought  to  take  gode  hede  of  her  aray; 
Her  gowne  was  blewe,  this  wote  I  verily, 
Of  gode  facyon,  and  furrid  wel  with  gray, 
Upon  her  fleve  her  worde,  this  is  no  nay, 
Whiche  faid  thus,  as  my  penne  can  cndite, 
A  may,  qui-voyy  writin  with  lettirs  white. 

Then  forth  withal  fhe  came  ftreight  unto  mef 
Your  wordes  (quod  fhe)  fain  wold  I  that  I  knewe. 
Forfothe  (quod  I)  ye  fhal  wel  knowe  and  fe, 
And  for  my  worde  I  have  none,  this  is  trew; 
It  is  ynough  that  my  clothing  be  blewe, 
As  here  before  I  had  commaundement, 
And  fo  to  do  I  am  right  well  content. 
Ldtgeffe  Ste-warde. 

But  tell  me  this  I  pray  you  hertilyc, 
The  fteward  here,  fay  me  what  is  her  name? 
She  hight  Largefle,  I  fay  you  furily, 
A  faire  lady,  and  of  right  noble  fame, 
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Whan  ye  her  fc  ye  wil  rcporte  the  fame, 
And  undir  her  to  byd  you  welcome  al 
There  is  Bekhicr,  marfhalofthe  hal. 

Now  al  this  while  that  ye  here  tary  ftill 
Your  own  matirs  ye  may  wel  have  in  mind ; 
But  tel  me  this,  have  ye  brought  any  bill  ? 
Ye,  ye,  (quod  I)  and  els  I  were  behinde  ; 
Where  is  there  one,  tel  me,  that  I  may  finde 
To  whom  that  I  may  fhewe  my  matirs  plaine  ? 
Surely  (quod  fhe)  unto  the  chambirlaine. 
Remcmbr  ounce  Chambirlaine. 

The  chambirlaine,  (quod  I)  and  fay  ye  trewe  ? 
Ye,  verily,  (faid  fhe  ;)  by  myne  advife 
Ben  nat  aferde  ;  unto  her  lowlye  fewe. 
It  fhal  be  done  (quod  I)  as  ye  devyfe, 
But  I  muft  knowe  her  name  in  any  wife. 
Trewly  (quod  fhe)  to  fhewe  you  in  fubftaunce, 
Withouten  fainyng,  her  name  is  Remcmbraunce. 

The  fecretarye  may  not  be  forget, 
For  fhe  dothe  right  moche  ip  every  thinge, 
WJierfore  I  rede  when  ye  have  with  her  mete 
Your  matere  whole  tel  her  without  faininge ; 
Ye  fhal  her  fynde  ful  gode  and  ful  lovinge. 
Tel  me  her  name  (quod  I),  of  gentilneffe. 
By  my  gode  fothe  (quod  fhe)  Avifeneffe. 

That  name  (quo4  !)  for  her  is  paffing  gode, 
For  every  byl  and  fchedule  fhe  muft  fe. 
Uowe  gode,  (quod  I)  come  ftande  there  as  I  ftode, 
My  felawes  be  cominge  ;  yondir  they  be. 
Is  it  in  jape,  or  fay  ye  fothe  ?  (quod  fhe) 
In  jape !  nay,  nay,  I  fay  you  for  certayne  ; 
Sehow  thei  come  togithir  twain  and  twaine. 

Ye  fay  ful  fothe,  (quod  fhe)  that  is  no  nay, 
I  fe  coming  a  go.dely  company. 
They  ben  loch  folke,  (quod  I)  dare  I  to  fay, 
That  lyft  to  love,  thinkith  it  verily, 
And  for  my  love  I  pray  you  faythfujly 
At  any  tyme  whan  they  upon  you  call 
That  ye  woll  be  gode  frende  unto  'hem  all. 

Of  rny'frendfhip  (quod  fhe)  they  fhal  not  miffe, 
And  for  their  efe  to  pu.t  thcrto  my  paine. 
Cod  yclde  it  you!  (quod  I)  but  take  you  this, 
Howe  fhal  we  knovy  who  is  the  chambirlayne  ? 
That  fhal  ye  wel  know  by  her  word  certain^, 
What  is  her  worde,  fyftir?  I  pray  you  fay. 
JPlus  ne  purroye,  thus  writith  file  alwaye. 

Thus  as  we  ftoic  togydir  fhe  and  I, 
Even  at  the  yate  my  felawes  we're  echone, 
So  met  I  'hem  (us  me  thought  was  godely) 
And  bade  'hem  welcome  al  by  one  and  one  : 
Then  came  forlh  Countinaunce  to  us  anone, 
Ful  hertily,  Fair  fiilirs  al,  (quod  fhe) 
Y.e  be  right  welcome  into  this  countre. 

I  counfayle  you  to  take  a  litil  reft 
in  my  chambre,  if  it  be  your  plcfaunce  ; 
Whan  ye  be  there  me  thinke  it  for  the  beft 
That  I  go  in  and  cal  Perfeveraunce, 
Bycaufe  flie  is  one  pf  your  acquaintaunce, 
And  fhe  alfo  wil  tel  you  every  thinge 
Howe  ye  fhal  be  rulir  of  your  cominge. 

My  felawes  al  and  J,  by  one  advife, 
Were  wel  agreed  to  do  lyke  as  fhe  fayde ; 
Than  we  began  to  dreffe  us  in  our  gife, 
That  folke  fhoulde  fay  we  were  not  unpurveide, 
And  gode  wagirs  among  us  there  we  }aide 


Which  of  us  was  atirid  mofle  gpdelefl, 
And  of  us  al  whiche  fhulde  be  praifid  beft. 

The  portir  came  and  brought  Perfeverai 
She  welcomid  us  in  curteis  manere  ; 
Thinke  not  long  (quod  fhe)  of  your  attendance, 
I  wil  go  fpeke  unto  the  herbigere. 
That  fhe  may  purvey  for  your  lodging  here, 
Than  wil  I  go  unto  the  chambirlaine 
To  fpeke  for  you,  and  come  anone  again.e. 

And  whan  that  fhe  departid  was  and  gone, 
We  fa  we  folkis  coming  without  the  wal, 
So  gret  peple,  that  nornbre  coude  we  none, 
Ladies  they  were,  and  gentil  women  al, 
Clothid  in  blewe,  echone  her  worde  withal, 
But  for  to  knowe  her  worde  or  her  devife 
They  came  fo  thicke  I  ne  might  in  no  wife. 

With  that  anone  came  in  Perfeveraunce, 
And  where  I  ftode  fhe  came  ftreight  unto  me; 
Ye  ben  (quod  fhe)  of  min  olde  acquaintaunce, 
You  to  enquere  the  boldir  wolde  I  be 
What  worde  they  bere  eche  aftir  her  degre ; 
I  you  pray  tel  it  me  in  fecret  wife, 
And  I  fhall  kepe  it  clofe  on  warrantife. 

We  ben  five  ladies  (quod  I)  al  in  fere, 
And  gentil  women  four  in  compasy, 
When  they  begin  to  opin  ther  matere 
Than  fhal  ye  knowe  ther  wordis  by  and  by; 
But  as  for  me  I  have  none  verily, 
And  fo  I  tolde  Countinaunce  here  before ; 
Al  min  aray  is  blewe,  what  nedifh  more  ? 

Nowethen  (quod  fhe)  I  wol  go  backe  againe 
That  ye  may  have  knowlege  what  ye  fhuld  do. 
In  foth  (quod  I)  if  ye  wolde  take  the  paine, 
Ye  dyd  right  moche  for  us  if  ye  dyd  fo, 
The  fathir  fpeaa  the  fonir  may  we  go  ; 
Crete  cofte  alway  there  is  in  taryinge, 
And  longe  to  fewe  it  is  a  wery  thinge. 

Then  partid  fhe  and  came  againe  anone ; 
Ye  muft  (quod  fhe)  come  to  the  chambirlaine, 
We  be  nowe  redy  (quod  I)  everychone 
To  folowe  you  whan  er  ye  lift  certaine  ; 
We  have  none  eloquence,  to  tel  y9u  plaine, 
Befeching  you  we  may  be  fo  excufed 
Our  trewe  meaning  that  it  be  not  refufed- 

Then  went  we  forth  aftir  Perfeveraunce ; 
To  fe  the  prees  it  was  a  wondir  cace, 
There  for  to  paffe  it  was  a  grete  combraunce, 
The  peple  ftode  fo  thicke  in  every  place  : 
Nowe  ftande  ye  ftil  (quod  fhe)  a  litil  fpace, 
And  for  your  efe  fomwhat  I  fhal  affay 
Yf  I  can  make  you  any  bettir  way. 

And  forth  fhe  gothe  among  'hem  everychon, 
Making  a  way  that  we  might  thorough  paffe 
More  at  our  efe,  and  whan  fhe  had  fo  done 
She  beckende  us  to  come  where  as  fhe  was, 
So  aftir  her  we  folowed  more  and  las ; 
She  brought  us  ftreight  unto  the  chambirlayne, 
There  lefte  fhe  us,  and  than  fhe  went  againe. 

We  falued  her,  as,  refon  woulde  it  fo, 
Ful  humble  befeching  her  gret  godeneffe 
Jn  our  mattirs  that  we  had  for  to  do 
That  fhe  wolde  be  gode  lady  and  maiftrefle. 
Ye  be  welcome,  (qu»d  fhe)  in  fothfafteneffes 
And  fe,  what  I  can  do  you  for  to  plefc 
I  an}  redy,  that  may  be  to  your  cle. 
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We  folowed  her  unto  the  chambir  dore  ; 
Siftirs,  (quod  flic)  come  ye  in  aftir  me  : 
But  wete'ye  wel  there  was  a  pavid  ilore 
The  godlyift  that  any  wight  might  fe  ; 
And  furthirmpre  about  than  lokid  we 
On  eche  cornir  and  upon  every  wal, 
Whiche  was  ymade  of  burel  and  cryftal. 

Wherein  was  graven  of  ftories  many  one 
Firfte  how  Phyllis,  of  womanly  pite, 
Dyed  piteoufly  for  love  of  Demophone, 
Next  aftir  was  the  ftory  of  Thifbe, 
Howe  that  flic  flewe  her  felfe  undir  a  tre ; 
Yet  fawe  I  more,  howe  in  right  pitous  caas 
For  Antony  was  flaine  Cleopatras  ; 

Upon  the  othir  fide  was  Hawes  the  fhene, 
Ful  untrewly  difcevid  in  her  baine ; 
There  was  alfo  Annelida  the  Qj^ene, 
Upon  Arcite  howe  fore  fhe  did  complainc! 
Al  thefe  ftories  were  gravid  there  certaine,  nt  sA 
And  many  mo  than  I  reherfe  ypu  here  ; 
It  were  to  longe  to  tel  you  al  in  fere. 

And  bicaufe  that  the  wallis  fhone  fo  bright 
With  fine  umple  they  were  al  ovir  fprad, 
To  the  entent  folke  fhulde  not  hurte  thcr  fight, 
And  thorough  it  the  ftories  might  be  raddc  ; 
Than  furthermore  I  went  as  I  was  lad, 
And  there  I  fawe  withoutin  any  faile 
A  chaire  yfet  with  ful  riche  aparaile  ; 

And  five  ftagis  it  was  fct  fro  the  grounde, 
Of  caflidpny  ful  curioufly  wrought, 
With  foure  pomelles  of  golde,  and  very  rounds, 
Set  with  faphirs  as  gode  as  coude  be  thought, 
That  wot  ye  what?  if  it  wer  thorough  fought 
As  I  fuppofe  fro  this  countie  to  Inde 
Anothir  foche  it  were  right  hardc  to  finde  : 

For  wete  ye  wej  I  was  right  nere  to  that, 
So  as  I  durft,  beholding  by  and  by, 
Above  there  was  a  riche  clothe  qf  eftate 
Ywrought  with  the  nedle  ful  ftraungely. 
Her  worde  thereon,  and  thus  it  feid  truely, 
En  Disu  eft,  to  tel  you  in  wordis  fewe, 
With  grete  lettirs,  the  bettir  I  'hem  knewc. 

Thus  as  we  ftode  a  dore  opened  anone, 
A  gentilwoman  femely  of  ftature, 
Bering  a  mate,  came  out  her  felfe  alone, 
Sothely  me  thought  her  a  godely  creture ;, 
.She  fpake  nothinge  to  lowde,  I  you  enfure, 
Nor  haftily,but  with  godely  warninge 
Make  rome,  (quod  {he)  my  lady  is  cominge. 

With  that  anone  I  fawe  Perfeveraunce 
Howe  fhe  helde  up  the  tapet  in  her  hande, 
I  fawe  alfo  in  godely  ordinaunce 
This  gret  lady  within  the  tapet  flande, 
Comyng  outwarde  I  wol  ye  undirftande, 
And  aftir  her  a  noble  company, 
I  coude  not  tel  the  nombre  fikirly. 

Of  ther  namis  I  wolde  nothing  cnquere, 
Furthir  than  foche  as  we  wolde  fewe  unto, 
Save  a  lady  whiche  was  the  chauncellere, 
Attemperaunce,  fothely  her  name  was  fo, 
For  us  nedith  with  her  have  moche  to  do 
In  our  mattirs,  and  alway  more  and  more; 
And  fo  forthe  to  tellin  you  furthermore 


Of  this  lady,  her  beaute  to  difcrivs 
My  cpnuinge  is  to  fimple  verily, 
For  ncvir  yet  the  dayis  of  my  live 
So  inly,  faire  I  have  fene  nope  trewly, 
In  her  eftate  affurid  uttirly ; 
There  wantid  nought,  I  dare  you  well  allure, 
That  loi-tgid  to  a  ruoft  godely  creture. 

And  furthermore,  to  fpeke  of  her  araye, 
I  fhal  tel  you  the  manir  of  her  gowne  ; 
Of  clothe  of  golde  ful  riche,  it  is  no  nay, 
The  colour  blewe,  of  right  godeiy  facyoun, 
Tn  taberde  wife,  the  fief  es  hanging  adown, 
And  what  purfil  there  was,  and  in  what  wife, 
So  as  I  can  I  fhal  it  you  devife  : 

Aftir  a  fprte  the  coliir  and  the  vente, 
Lyke  as  armine  is  made  in  purfilinge, 
With  grete  perlis  ful  fine  and  orient, 
They  were  couchid  all  aftir  one  worching, 
With  diamondes  in  Hede  of  povvdiring, 
The  flevis  and  the  purfill  of  a  fife, 
They  werin  made  alike  in  every  wife. 

Aboute  her  nccke  a  forte  of  faire  rubyes, 
In  white  flouris  of  right  fine  enamaile, 
Upon  her  hed  fet  in  the  faireft  wife 
A  circle  of  grete  ba}ais  of  entaile, 
That  in  erneft,  to  fpeke  withoutin  faile, 
For  yonge  and  olde  and  every  manir  age 
It  was  a  worlds  to  loken  on  her  vifage. 

Thus  coming  forth  to  fit  in  her  eftate, 
In  her  prefence  we  kneled  down  everychone, 
Prefenting  our  byllis ;  and  wote  ye  what  ? 
Ful  humbly  fhe  toke  'hem  by  one  and  one  ; 
Whan  we  had  done  than  came  they  al  anop«  ."1 
And  did  the  fame  eche  aftir  her  manere, 
Kneling  at  pnes  and  rifing  al  in  fere. 

Whan  this  was  dpp,  and  fhe  fet  in  her  plac«. 
The  chambirlaine  fhe  did  unto  her  cal, 
And  fhe  godely  coming  to  her  apace, 
Of  fyer  entent  knowing  nothing  at  al,  3.2 

Voyde  backe  the  prefe  (quod  fhe)  up  to  the  wail, 
Make  large,  rome,  but  lake  that  ye  do  not  tary, 
And  take  thefe  byllis  to  the  fecretary. 

The  chambirlaine  did  her  commatmdemeiit, 
And  came  againe  as  fhe  was  byd  to  do, 
The  fecretary  there  beyng  prefent 
The  byllis  were  delivered  her  alfo, 
Not  onely  ours  but  many  othir  mo, 
Than  thp  lady  with  gode  advife  againe 
Anone  with  al  callid  her  chambirlaine. 

We  wol  (quod  fhe)  the  firft  thing  that  jc  d* 
The  fecretary  ye  make  come  anone 
Wirh  ther  bilis,  and  thus  we  wil  alfo 
In  our  prefence  flie  rede  'hem  everychon, 
That  we  may  takin  gode  advife  theron 
Of  the  ladies  that  ben  of  our  counfaile  ; 
Loke  this  be  done  withoutin  any  faile.  »:tA, 

Whan  the  chambirlaine  wifte  of  her  entent 
Anone  fhe  did  the  fecretarye  call ; 
Let  your  billis  (quod  fhe)  be  here  prefent, 
My  lady'  it  wil.  Madame  (quod  fhe)  I  fhaU 
And  in  prefence  fhe  wil  that  ye  'hem  call. 
With  right  gode  wil  I  am  redy  (quod  fhe) 
At  her  plefuro,  whan  fhe  commaundith  me 
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And  upon  that  was  made  an  ordinaunce 
They  that  came  firft  ther  byllis  fhulde  be  red, 
Ful  gentilly  than  faid  Perfeveraunce, 
Refon  it  \vi-l  that  they  were  fonift  fpedde  ; 
Anonc  withal,  upon  a  tapet  fpredde, 
The  fecretarye  layde  *hem  downe  echone ; 
Our  byllis  firft  fhe  redde  tho  one  by  one. 

The  firft  lady  bering  in  her  devife 
Saxs  guejamays,  thus  wrote  fhe  on  her  byl, 
Complaining  fore,  and  in  ful  pitous  wife, 
Of  promiffe  made  with  faithful  hert  and  wyll, 
And  fo  brokin  ayenft  al  manir  Jkil, 
Wkhout  deferte  alwaies  on  her  partie, 
In  this  matir  defiring  remedye. 

Her  next  fol'owing  her  word  was  in  this  wife, 
Unfans  changer ^  and  thus  fhe  did  complaine, 
Though  fhe  had  be  guerdoned  for  her  fervice 
Yet  nothing  like  as  fhe  that  toke  the  paine, 
Wherfore  (he  coude  in  no  wife  her  reftraine, 
But  in  this  cafe  fewe  until  her  prefence, 
As  refon  wolde,  to  havin  recompence. 

So-furthirrnore,  tofpeke  of  othir  twaine, 
One  of  'hem  wrote  aftir  her  fantafy 
Onyxes  fuis  lever •,  and  for  to  tel  you  plaine, 
Her  complaint  was  ful  pitous  verily, 
For,  as  fhe  faid,  there  was  grete  refon  why  : 
As  !  can  remembre  in  this  mater-e 
I  fhal  you  tell  the  proceffe  al  in  fere. 

Her  by!  was  made  complaining  in  her  gife. 
That  of  her  joye,  her  comforte,  and  gladneffe, 
Was  no  furetie,  for  in  no  nianir  wife 
S&e  faid  therin  n©  point  of  ftabknefie ; 
Now  yl,  now  wele,  oat  ef  al  fikirneffe, 
Pul  humbly  defiring  of  her  high  grace 
Soneto  fhewe  her  remedy  in  this  cafe. 

Her  felawe  made  her  bil,  and  thus  fhe  fai<J, 
In  plaining  wife,  There  as  fhe  lovid  beft, 
Whethir  that  fhe  were  wrothe  or  weie  apaide, 
•She  might  not  fe  whan  that  flie  wole  faineft, 
And  fulle  wrothe  fhe  was  in  very  erneft ; 
To  tel  her  worde,  as  ferforth  ae  I  wote, 
Mntierement  vejlrt-,  right  thus  fhe  wrote. 

And  upon  that  fhe  made  a  grete  requeft 
With  hert  and  wil,  and  al  that  might  be  done, 
As  until  her  that  might  redrefTe  it  beft, 
Sor  in  her  minde  there  might  fhe  finde  it  fone 
The  remedy  of  that  whichc  was  her  bone, 
Reherfing  that  that  fhe  had  faide  before, 
Befechinge  her  it  might  be  fo  no  more. 

And  in  like  wife  as  they  had  done  before 
The  gentylwomen  of  our  company 
Put  ther  byHis;  and  for  to  tell  you  more, 
One  of  'hern  wrote  C'effans  dire  verily, 
And  her  matere  wholy  to  fpecify 
Within  her  byl  fbe  put  it  in  writinge, 
And  what  it  faid  ye  fhall  yhave  knowinge. 

It  faid,  God  wote,  and  that  ful  pitoufly, 
L,yke  as  fhe  was  difpofid  in  her  herte, 
No  misfortune  that  fhe  toke  grevoufly, 
Al  one  to  her  was  the  joy  and  the  fmerte, 
Sometime  no  thanke  for  al  her  gode  deferte, 
Othir  comforte  fhe  wantid  none  coming, 
And  £b  ufid  it  grevid  her  nothing ; 


Defiring  her  and  lowly  befeching, 
That  fhe  wolde  for  her  fekc  a  bettir  way, 
As  fhe  that  had  yben  her  daieslyving 
Stedfaft  and  trewe,  and  wil  be  fo  alway  : 
Of  her  felawe  fomwhat  I  fhal  you  fay, 
Whofe  byl  was  red  the  nexte  forthc  withal, 
And  what  it  ment  reherfin  you  I  fhal. 

Ex  Dieu  eft  fhe  wrote  in  her  devife, 
And  thus  fhe  faid  withoutin  any  faile, 
Her  trouthe  ne  might  be  takin  in  no  wife, 
Like  as  fhe  thought,  wherfor  fhe  had  mervaile, 
For  trouth  fomtyme  was  wont  to  take  availe 
In  every  mattere,but  al  that*  is  ago, 
The  more  pyte  that  it  is  fuffrid  fo.  [plain, 

Moche  more  there  was,  wherof  ftie  fhuld  corn- 
But  fhe  thought  it  to  gret  an  encombraunce 
So  moche  to  write,  and  therfore  in  certain 
In  God  and  her  {he  put  all  her  affiaunce, 
As  in  her  worde  is  made  a  remembraunce, 
Befeching  her  that  fhe  wolde  in  this  cace 
Shewe  unto  her  the  favour  of  her  grace. 

The  thirde  fhe  wrote  reherfing  her  grevaunce, 
Ye,  wote  ye  what  a  pitous  thing  to  here  ? 
For  as  me  thought  fhe  felt  grete  difplefaunce, 
One  might  ryght  wel  perceve  it  by  her  chcre ; 
And  no  wondir,  it  fate  her  paffyng  nere, 
Yet  lothe  fhe  was  to  put  it  in  writinge, 
But  Nede  -wet  havin  courfe  in  every  tbinge. 

Soyet  ajure,  this  was  her  word  certain, 
And  thus  fhe  wrote  within  a  litil  fpace ; 
There  fhe  lovid  her  labor  was  in  vaine, 
For  he  was  fet  al  in  anothir  place, 
Ful  humilly  defiring  in  that  cace 
Some  gode  conforte  her  forowe  to  appcfe, 
That  fhe  might  livin  more  at  hert'is  efe, 

Thse  fourth  furely  me  thought  fhe  likid  wcle4 
As  in  her  porte  and  in  her  behavinge , 
And  Bien  monejle^  as  ferre  as  I  coude  felc, 
That  was  her  worde,  tyl  her  belonging, 
Wherfore  to  her  fhe  p raied  above  al  thing 
Ful  hertily,  to   ay  you  in  fuftance, 
That  fce  wold  fendin  her  gode  Countinaunce. 

Ye  have  reherfid  me  thefe  byllis  all, 
But  nowe  let  fe  fomwhat  of  your  entent ; 
It  may  fe  hap  paravinture  ye  fhal ; 
Nowe  I  pray  you  while  I  am  here  prefent 
Ye  fhal  hare  knowlcge  parde  what  1  ment, 
But  thus  I  fay  in  trouth,  and  make  no  fable, 
The  cace  it  felfe  is  inly  lamentable  ; 

And  wel  I  wote  that  ye  woithynke  the  fame, 
Lyke  as  I  fay,  whan  ye  have  herde  my  byl; 
Now  gode,  tel  on;  I  hate  you  by  Saint  Jame ; 
Abyde  a  while,  it  is  not  yet  my  wil, 
Yet  muft  ye  wetc  by  refon  and  by  fkil, 
Sith  ye'  have  knowlege  of  that'was  don  before, 
And  thus  it  is  faid,  without  wordis  more  : 

Nothing  fo  lefe  as  deth  to  come  to  me, 
For  final  ende  of  my  forowes  and  paine  ; 
What  fhuld  I  more  defire  as  femith  ye  ? 
And  ye  knewe  al  aforne  it  for  certaine 
I  wote  ye  wolde,  and  for  to  tel  you  plaine, 
Without  her  helpe  that  hath  al  thinge  in  cure 
I  can  nat  thinke  that  it  may  long  endure. 
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As  for  my  trouth  it  hath  be  provid  wele, 
To  fay  the  fothe,  and  I  can  fay  no  more, 
Of  ful  longe  tyme,  and  fuffrid  every  dele 
In  pacience,  and  kepe  it  all  in  ftore, 
Of  her  godenefle  befeching  her  therfore 
That  I  might  have  my  thanke  in  foche  a  wife 
As  nv  deierte  yfcrvith  of  juftife. 

Whan  thefe  billis  were  rad  everychone 
The  ladie  toke  a  gode  advifement, 
|   And  'hem  to  anfwerin  by  one  and  one 

She  thought  it  was  to  moche  in  her  entent, 
i   Wherfore  fhe  yave  to  'hem  commaundement 
In  her  prefcnce  to  come  both  one  and  al 
To  yeve  'hem  her  anfwere  in  generall. 

What  dyd  (he  than  fuppofe  ye  verily  ? 
She  fpake  her  felfe,  and  faid  in  this  manere  : 
We  have  wel  fene  your  byllis  by  and  by, 
And  fome  of  'hem  be  pitous  for  to  here, 
I   We  wol  therefore  ye  knowe  al  this  in  fere, 
I    Within  fhorte  tyme  our  court  of  parliment 
Here  flial  be  holde  in  our  palays  prefente, 

And  in  al  this  wherin  you  find  you  greved 
I    There  fhall  ye  finde  an  opin  remedy, 
I   In  foche  a  wife  as  ye  fhal  be  releved 
j    Of  al  that  ye  reherfin  here  thoroughly; 
i    As  for  the  date,  ye  fhal  knowe  verily 
!    That  ye  may  have  a  fpace  in  your  coming, 
For  Diligence  flial  tel  you  by  writing. 


We  thankid  her  in  our  moft  humble  wife 
Our  felawfhip  eche  one  by  one  aflent, 
Submittinge  u*  lowly  til  her  fervice, 
For  as  we  thought  we  had  our  travaile  fpent 
Jn  foche  wife  as  we  heldin  us  content ; 
Than  eche  of  us  toke  othir  by  the  fleve, 
And  forth  withal  as  we  fijulde  take  our  leve. 

Al  fodainly  the  watir  fprange  anonc 
In  my  vifage,  and  therwithal  I  woke  : 
Where  am  I  now  ?  thought  I ;  al  this  is  gone, 
Al  amafid ;  and  up  I  began  to  loke : 
With  that  anon  I  went  and  mode  this  Boke, 
Thus  fimpilly  rebelling  the  fubftaunce, 
Bicaufe  it  fhulde  not  be'  out  of  remembraunce. 

Now  verily  your  dreme  is  pafiing  gode, 
And' worthy  to  be  had  in  remembraunce, 
For  though  I  (land  here  as  longe  as  I  ftode 
It  fhulde  not  to  me  be  none  encombraunce, 
I  toke  therin  fo  inly  grete  plefaunce ; 
But  tel  me  nowe  whaf  ye  the  boke  do  cal, 
For  I  mufte  wete.  Wy  th  right  gode  wyl  ye  f]w\ 

As  for  this  boke,  to  fay  you  very  right, 
And  of  the  name  to  tel  you*  in  certainte, 
j  'a/emblede  Dames •,  thus  it  hight. 
How  thinkin  ye  ?  That  name  is  gode  parde. 
Nowe  go;  fare  wel;  for  they  cal  aftir  me* 
My  felawes  al,  and  I  muft  aftir  fane  : 
Rede  wel  my  dreme,  for  now  my  talc  is  doue. 
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^WHEN  Flora,  the  quene  of  Plefauncc, 
Had  whole  achievid  th*  obcyfaunce 
Of  the  frefli  and  the  new  fefon 
Thorow  out  every  region, 
And  with  her  mantle  whole  covert 
That  wintir  made  had  difcovert, 
Of  avinture  withoutin  light 
In  May  I  lay  upon  a  night 
Alone,  and  on  my  lady  thought, 
And  how  the  Lord  that  her  ywrought 
Couth  well  entayle  in  imagery, 
And  ftiewid  had  grete  maiftiry, 
When  he  in  fo  litil  a  fpace 
Made  fuch  a  body  and  a  face, 
So  grete  beautie  with  fwich  feturcs, 
More  than  in  othir  creatures; 
And  in  my  thoughtis  as  I  lay 
Within  a  lodge  out  of  the  way, 
Befide  a  well  in  a  foreit, 
Where  aftir  hunting  I  toke  reft, 
Nature  and  kind  fo  in  me  wrought 
That  halfe  on  flepe  they  me  ybrought, 
And  gan  to  dreme  to  my  thinking 
With  mind  of  knowliche  like  making, 


#  This  Dreame,  devifed  by  Chaucer,  femeth  to  be  a  co 
vert  report  of  the  marriage  of  John  of  Gaunt,  the  king's 
fonne,  with  Blanch,  the  dauphtir  of  Henry,  Duke  of  Lan- 
cafter,  who  after  long  love  (duriivg  the  time  wherof  the 
poet  faineth  them  to  be  dead)  were  in  the  end  by  confent 
of  friends  happily  inaried,  figured  by  a  bird  bringing  in  her 
bill  an  hearbe  which  reltored  them  to  lyfe  againe.  Here 
alfo  is  fheweil  Chaucer's  match  with  a  certain  gentlewo 
man,  who  akhough  the  was  a  ftranger,  was  norwithftand- 
ing  fo  well  liked  and  loved  of  the  Lady  Blanch  and  her  lord, 
as  Chaucer  himfelfe  alfo  was,  that  gladly  ;hey  concluded  a 
marriage  between  them,  ffrry^ 


For  what  I  dremid,  as  me  thought, 
1  faw  it,  and  I  fleptin  nought, 
Wherefore  is  yet  my  full  beleve 
That  fome  gode  fpirit  that  ilke  eve, 
By  mene  of  fome  curious  port, 
Bare  me  where  I  faw  payne  and  fport ; 
But  whether  it  were  I  woke  or  flept 
Well  wot  I  oft  I  lough  and  wept ; 
Wherefore  I  woll  in  remembntunce 
Put  whole  the  payne  and  the  plefauncc, 
Which  was  to  me  axin  and  hele ; 
Would  God  ye  wift  it  everydele, 
Or  at  the  left  ye  might  o  night 
Of  fuch  anothir  have  a  fight 
Although  it  were  to  you  a  payne, 
Yet  on  the  mo'iow  ye  would  be  fayne, 
And  wifh  that  it  might  long  endure, 
Then  might  ye  fay  ye  had  gode  cure, 
For  he  that  dremes  and  wenes  he  fe 
Mochil  the  bettir  yet  maie  he 
Ywit  what,  and  of  whom,  and  where. 
And  eke  the  laffe  it  woll  hindere 
To  thinke  I  fe  this  with  mine  eene, 
Twis  this  may  not  dreme  kene, 
But  figne  or  a  fignifiaunce 
Of  haity  thing  founing  plefaunce ; 
For  on  this  wife  upon  a  night, 
As  ye  have  herd,  withoutin  light, 
Not  all  wakyng  ne  full  on  flepe, 
About  fuch  hour  as  lovirs  wepe 
And  crie  aftir  ther  ladies  grace, 
Befell  me  tho  this  wondir  cace, 
Which  ye  lhall  here,  and  all  the  wife. 
So  wholly  as  I  can  devifc  : 


bnA 


« 
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In  playne  Englifh  evill  writtin, 
For  flepe  writir,  well  ye  wittin, 
Excufid  is  though  he  do  mis 
More  than  one  whiche  that  waking  is, 
Wherefore  here  of  your  gentilnefle 
I  you  requyre  my  boiftoufneffe 
Ye  lettin  paffe  as  thinge*  rude, 
And  herith  what  I  woll  conclude, 
And  of  the'  endityng  taketh  no  hede, 
Ne  of  the  termes,  f6  God  you  fpetfe, 
But  let  all  pafle  aS  frothing  \vcrf, 
For  thus  befell,  as  you  {hall  here. 

Within  an  yle  methoug'ht  I  was 
Where  wall  and  yate  was  aft  of 
And  fo  was  dtfflfl  round  about 
That  levelefle  none  come  in  ne  out, 
Uncouth  and  ftraurrgS  to  behold, 
For  every  yate  of  fine  gold 
A  thoufand  fanis-  aic  turning 
Entunid  had,  and  briddes  finging 
Divers,  and  on  cche  fane  a  paire 
With  opin  mouth  again  the  aire  ; 
Andofafutewcredlthetoure?, 
Subtily  corvin  -aftir  floxircs, 
Of  uncouth  colours  during  aye, 
That  nevir  freh  none  fene  in  May, 
With  many  a  fmall  turret  hie  ; 
But  man  on  live  could  I  non  fie, 
Ne  crcturis,  fave  ladies  play, 
Which  werin  fuch  of  ther  array 
That  as  me  thought  of  godelihed 
They  pafTede-n  all  and  womanhed, 
For  to  behold  them  daunce  and  fing 
It  femid  like  none"  erthly  thing, 
Such  was  ther  uncouth  ccuntiriaunce' 
In  every  play  of  fight  ufatulce, 
And  of  one  age  evefichcne 
They  femid  all  fare  ontly  one, 
Which  had  of  yeris"fumfaunce, 
For  fhe  might  neythir  fing'he  daunce, 
But  yet  her  countenaunce  was  fo  glad, 
And  flie  fo  fewe  yefis  had  had 
As  any  ladie  that  was  there, 
And  as  litil  it  did  her  dere 
Of  luftines  to  laugh  arid*  tale 
As  ftie  had  full  ftuffid  a  mate 
Ofdifportisandnewpiayis^ 
Faire  had  fhe  ben  in  her  dayis, 
And  maiftrefle  femid  well  to  be 
Of  all  that  lufty  companie, 
And  fo  fhe  might,!  you  enfure, 
For  one  the  conningift  creture 
She  was,  and  fo  faid  everichone, 
That  er  her  knew,  there  failid  hone, 
For  fhe  was  fober,  and  well  avifed, 
And  from  every  fault  difguifed, 
And  nothing  ufed  but  faith  and  truth; 
That  fhe  n'as  young  it  was  gf  etc  ruth, 
For  every  where  and  in  ech  place 
She  govirnid  her,  that  in  grace 
She  ftode  alway  with  pore  and  riche, 
That  a  word  was  none  her  liche, 
Ne  halfe  fo'  able  rhaiftrefs  to  be 
To  fuch  a  lufty  cdmpanie. 


3     DREAME,  At* 

Befell  me  fo,  when  f  aVifccl 
Vhad  the  yle  that  me  fuffiied, 
And  whole  th'  efliate  ev^ry  where 
That  in  the  lufty  yle  Was  there, 
Which  was  more  wondir  t6  devife 
Than  is  the  joyous  paradife, 
.  dare  well  lay,  for  ftoure  he  tfe, 
Ne  thing  wherein  plefauncc  might  be, 
There  fay  lid  none,  for  every  wight, 
rlad  they  defirid  day  a'ttd  night 
R.ichis  and  hele,  beauty  and  cfe, 
With  every  thing  that  them  might  pie  fe, 
But  thinke  and  have,  it  c&ft  no  more  5 
In  fuch  a  country  thefe  before 
Hadlnotbenneherdin'tell 
That  livis  creature  might  dwell. 
And  when  I  had  thus  all  about 


The  yle  avifid  throughout 


The  ftate,  and  how  they  won:  aravcd. 
InmyhertlwexeWefiappayed, 
Andinmyfelfelmeaff^-d 
That  in  my  body'  I  was  well  ure'd, 
Sithin  I  might  have  fuch  a  grace 
To  fe  the  ladies  and  the  place, 
Which  were  fo  faifc,  I  you  enfure, 
That  to  my  dome  though  that  Nature 
Would  evir  ftrive  and  do  her    ainc 


She  fhould  not  con  nd  mow  attaine 

The  left  feture  for  to  amend, 

Though  fhe  would  all  her  connin 

That  unto  beautie  might  availe, 

It  were  but  paine  arid  loft  tfavaile, 

Such  part  in  ther  riatlvitie 

Was  then  alargld  of  beautie  ;  '  f  '  ]\ 

And  eke  they  had  a  thing  riot'abL- 

Unto  ther  deth  ay  durable, 

And  was,  that  £her  B'tfaiity  fitoiilJ  dure, 

Which  was  nevir  fene  in  c'fefure. 

Save  onily  there  (as  I  trow) 

It  ne  hath  notbe  Wift  ne  know,     ^^  ^ 

Wherefore  I  praife  with  ther  conning  fc         ][A 

L  hat  during  beautie,  riche  tnmg, 

Had  they  bin  of  ther  lives  certain  e 

,_,,         i     j  i  •  ••       r       ..... 

1  hey  had  ben  quite  ot  every  pame. 

And  when  I  wend  thus  all  have  faie 
,_,,  ,,  ,  .  ,  ^  ....  ^  i.  -  - 
The  itate,the  riches,  tnat  might  oenc^ 

That  me  thought  imp'oflible  were 
To  fe  one  thing  more  than  was  there 
That  to  beautie  or  glad  conning 

SAnVr  A'-  ariIC  .mlght  aA7  f  hInS> 
All  iodainly  as  I  there  ftode 

This  lady,  that  couth  fo  much  gode, 

Unto  me  came  with  fmiling  chere, 

And  faid,  Benedicite  !  this  yere 

Saw  I  nevir  man  here  but  you  ;  {  ^  * 

Tell  me  how  ye  come  hidir  now, 

And  your  nam'e,  and  where  that  ye  dwell, 

And  whom  ye  feke  eke  mote  ye  tell, 

And  how  ye  corrie  be  to  this  place  ; 

The  foth  well  told  my  caufe  you  grace, 

And  cllis  ye  mote  prifoner  be 

Unto  the  ladies  here  and  me, 

That  have  the  governaunce  of  this  vie;. 

And  with  that  word  flie  gan  to  fmile, 
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And  fo  did  all  the  lufty  rout 
Of  ladies  that  ftode  her  about. 
Madame,  (quod  !)  this  n  g,.t  ypaft 
.Lodgid  I  was  and  fleptc"  fall 
In  a  fore  ft  befidc  a  well, 
And  now  am  here,  how  Ihould  I  tell  ? 
Wot  I  not  by  whole  ordinance, 
But  oncly  Fortune's  purveyance, 
"Which  puttith  many,  as  I  gefle, 
To  travailf,  paine,  and  buiinefle, 
And  lettith  nothing  for  ther  truth, 
But  fome  flccth  eke,  and  that  is  ruth, 
Wherefore  I  doubt  her  brittilncs, 
Her  variance  and  unftedfaftnes, 
So  that  I  am  as  yet  afraid, 
And  of  my  beyng  here  amaid, 
For  wondir  thing  it  femith  me 
Thus  many  frcfh  ladies  to  fe 
So  fa  ire,  fo  cunning,  and  fo  yong, 
And  no  man*dwelling»them  among ; 
N'ot  I  not  how  I  hidir  come, 
Madame,  (quod  I)  this  all  and  fome  7 
What  mould  I  faine  a  long  proceffe 
To  yea,  that  feme  fuch  a  princeffe  ? 
What  plefith  you  commaund  or  fay, 
Here  1  am  redy  to  obay 
To  my  powir,  and  all  fulfill, 
And  prifonir  bide  at  your  will, 
Till  you  duly  enformid  be 
Of  every  thing  ye  afke  me. 

This  lady  there  right  well  apaid 
Me  by  the  hande  ytoke,  and  faid, 
Welcome,  prifoner  adventurus, 
Right  glad  am  1  ye  have  faid  thus, 
And  for  ye  doubt  me  to  difplefe 
I  will  affay  to  do  you  efe  : 
And  with  that  word,  ye,  right  anon, 
She  and  the  ladies  everichon 
AlTemblid,  and  to  counfaile  went, 
And  aftir  that  fone  for  me  fcnt, 
And  to  me  faid  on  this  manere, 
All  word  for  word,  as  ye  fhall  here  : 

To  fe  you  here  us  thinke  marvailc, 
And  how  withoutiu  bote  or  faile, 
By  any  fubtilty  or  wyle, 
Ye  get  have  entrc  in  this  yle, 
But  not  for  that  yet  (hall  ye  fe 
That  we  gentill  women  ybe, 
Loth  to  difpkfin  any  wight, 
Notwithftanding  our  grcte  right ; 
And  for  ye  (hall  well  undirftond. 
The  olde  cuftome  of  this  lond, 
Which  hath  continued  many  yere, 
Ye  fhall  well  wete  that  with  us  here 
Ye  may  not  bide,  for  caufis  twaine 
Which  we  be  purpofed  you  to  faine. 

The  one  is  this ;  our  ordinance, 
Which  is  of  long  continuance, 
Ne  woll  not,  fothly  we  you  tell, 
That  no  man  here  among  us  dwe!l, 
Wherefore  ye  mote  neuis  retourne ; 
In  no  wife  may  you  here  fojourne. 

The  othir  is  eie,  that  onr  queue 
Out  of  the  rclme,  as  ye  male  lent, 


Is,  and  may  be  to  us  a  charge 
If  we  let  goe  you  here  at  large, 
For  whiche  caufe  the  more  we  doubl 
To  doe  a  fault  while  fhc  is  out, 
Or  fuffir  that  may  be  noyiance 
Again  e  our  old  accuftomance. 

And  when  I  had  thefe  caufis  twaine 
Yherd,  o  God  !  what  mochil  paine 
All  fodainly  about  mine  hert 
There  come  at  onis,  and  how  fmert ! 
In  creping  fort  as  who  fhould  ftele 
Or  doe  me  robbe  of  all  mine  hele, 
And  made  me  in  my  thought  fo  afraid 
That  in  courage  I  ft  ode  difmaid ; 
And  Handing  thus,  as  was  my  grace, 
A  lady  came  more  than  apace, 
With  a  huge  freife  her  about, 
And  told  how  that  the  quene  without 
Was  arivid,  and  would  come  in  ; 
Well  were  they  that  hidir  might  twin  ; 
They  hied  fo  they  would  not  abide 
The  bridiling  ther  horfe  to  ride, 
By  five,  by  fixe,  by  two,  by  thrc,;  .. 
There  was  not  one  abode  with  me ; 
The  quene  to  mete  everichone 
They  went,  and  bode  with  me  not  one } 
And  I  went  aftir  a  foft  pafe, 
Imagining  how  to  purchafe 
Grace  of  the  quenfc  there  to  abide 
Till  gode  fortune  fome  happy  guide 
Me  fendin  might,  that  would  me  bring 
Where  I  was  borne,  to  my  woiining, 
For  way  ne  fote  ne  knew  I  none, 
Ne  whithirward  I  n'ifl  to  gone, 
For  all  was  fc  about  the  yle  ; 
No  wondir  though  me  lift  uot  fmil<% 
Seing  the  cafe  uncouth  and  ftraungc  ; 
And  fo  in  like  a  perilous  chaunge, 
Imagining  thus  walking  alone 
I  faw  the  ladies  everichone, 
So  that  I  might  fomwhat  offer, 
Sone  aftir  that  I  drew  me  neic, 
And  tho  I  was  ware  of  the  quene, 
And  how  the  ladies  on  ther  knene 
With  joyous  words  gladly  adrifed 
Her  welcomed  fo  that  it  fuffifed 
Though  (he  the  princes  whole  had  fee 
Of  all  environed  is  with  fe ; 
And  thus  avifing  with  chc : 
All  fodainly  I  was  right  glad, 
That  gretir  joy,  as  mote  I  thrive, 
I  trow  had  nevir  man  on  li^e 
Than  I  tho,  ne  an  hert  nacre  light, 
When  of  my  lady  I  had  fight, 
Which  with  the  quene  ycome  was  tKerCj 
And  in  one  clothing  both  they  were  ; 
A  knight  alib  there  wellbefene 
I  faw  that  come  was  with  the  qucnc, 
Of  whom  the  ladies  of  that  yle 
Had  hoge  wondir  a  long  while, 
Till  at  the  laft  right  fobiily 
The  quene  her  felf  rull  cunningly, 
With  fofte  wordis  in  gode  wife, 
Said  to  the  ladies  yong  and  nife, 
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My  fiilirs,  how  it  hath  be  foil 
i  trow  yc  know  it  one  and, all 
Tin?  of  long  time  here  IKIVO.  I  bcrfe 
Within  this  ylc  hiding  :is  quern;, 
Living  at  efe,  that  nevir  wight 
Alorc  parfit  joy  haviu  nc  might, 
And  to  you  ben  of  govirnance 
$uch  as  you  found  in  whole  plcfance,' 
In  ev^ry  tiling  as  yc  know 
Aftir  our  cuftomc  and  our  low, 
Wlm-h  how  they  firft  yfoundin  were 
I  trow  ye  wote  all  the  mancre ; 
And  who  the  qucnc  is  of  this  ylc, 
As  I  have  hen  this  longe*  while, 
lich  levin  ycrcs  mote  (if  ufagc 
Vifit  the  hevenly  arrnitagc 
Which  on  a  rock  fo  high  yftomls, 
In  ftrango  fe  out  from  all  lends, 
That  to  makin  the  pilgrimage 
Is  called  a  long  pcri'lous  viage, 
For  if  the  wind  he  not  gode  1'rend 
The  journey  duris  to  the  end 
Of  him  whichc  that  it  undirtakes; 
Of  twenty  thoufand  one  not  fcapes  ; 
Upon  which  rock  growith  a  trc 
That  certaine  yeres  bcrcs  applis  thre, 
Which  thrc  applis  who  fo  may  have 
Ben  from  all  difplefauncc  yfave 
That  in  the  fevin  ycre  may  fall, 
This  wote  ye  well  bothe  one  and  all, 
For  the  firft  apple  and  the  hext 
)Vhich  ygrowith  unto  you  next 
Yhath  thre  vertues  notable, 
And  kepith  youth  aic  durable, 
Beauty  and  lokc  evir  in  one, 
And  is  the  beft  in  cverichone. 

The  fecond  apple  red  and  grene,' 
Onely  with  lokis  of  your  yene 
You  nourifhis  in  grete  plcfaunce 
Bcttir  than  partridge  or  fcfauncc, 
And  fcdis  every  liv'is  wight 
i'lefantly  oncly  with  the  fight. 
. ,  And  the  third  apple  of  the  thre, 
Which  growith  lowift  on  the  trc, 
Who  i:  be.ris  ne  may  not  failc 
That  to  his  plcfaunce  may  availc, 
$o  your  plefurc  and  beauty  rich 
Your  during  youth  evir  ylichc, 
Your  truth,  your  cunning,  and  your  wcle, 
Hath  aye  flourid,  and  your  gode  helc, 
Without  ficknes  or  difplcfauhce, 
Or  thing  that  to  you  was  noyfauncc, 
So  that  you  have  as  goddefles 
Livid  above  all  princeffes  : 
Now  is  befall,  as  yc  may  fe, 
To  gathir  thcfe  faid  applis  thre, 
I  have  not  failed  againe  the  day 
Thithirwardis  to  take  the  way, 
Wcning  to  fpcdc  as  I  had  oft ; 
But  when  I  come  I  find  aloft 
My  fiftir,  which  that  here  yftands, 
Having  thofe  applis  in  her  hands, 
Avifing  them,  and  nothing  faid, 
But  lokid  as  Ihe  were  well  paid  ; 
VOL.  I. 


And  as  I  flode  her  to  behold, 

Thinking  how  my  joyis  were  cold 

Sith  I  thoi'c  applis  have  ne  might, 

Kvinwith  that  fo  came  this  knight, 

And  in  his  armes  of  me  aware 

Me  toke,  and  to  his  (hip  me  bare, 

And  faid,  though  him  I  ncr  had  fenr 

Yet  had  I  long  his  lady  ben, 

Wherefore  I  fhould  with  him  ywend, 

And  he  would  to  his  liv'is  end 

My  fervant  be,  and  gan  to  finjr 

As  one  that  had  wonnc  a  rich  thing  J 

Tho  were  my  fpirits  fro  me  gone 

So  fodainly  cvt-richonc 

That  in  me  append  but  deth, 

For  I  felt  ncithir  life  ne  brcth, 

Ne  gode  nc  harme  none  I  knewef 

The  fodaine  paine  me  was  fo  new, 

That  had  not  the  hafty  grace  be 

Of  this  lady,  that  fro  the  trc 

Of  her  gentilnefle  fo  hyid 

Me  to  comfort  J  had  dyid, 

And  of  her  thre  applis  fhe  one 

Into  mine  hand  there  put  anonc, 

Which  brought  againe  my  mind  and  brcth, 

And  me  recovered  from  the  dcth  ; 

Wherefore  to  her  fo  am  I  hold 

That  for  her  all  things  do  I  wold,. 

For  fhe  was  lech  of  all  my  fmert, 

And  from  grete  paine  fo  quite  mine  hert, 

And,  as  God  wote,  ri^ht  as  yo  here 

Me  to  comfort  with  frc-Tidly  there 

She  did  her  proweffe  and  her  might ; 

And  truly  eke  fo  did  this  knight 

In  that  he  couth,  and  oftin  faid 

That  of  my  wo  hcSvas  ill  paid, 

And  curled  thcfhipthatthcmthcrelarought, 

The  maft,  the  maftir  that  it  wrought  : 

And  as  ech  thing  mote  have  an  end, 

My  fiftir  here,  your  brothirfrcnd, 

Con  with  her  words  fo  womanly 

This  knight  entretc  and  conningly, 

For  mine  honour  and  hisalfo, 

And  faid  that  with  her  we  fhould  go 

Both  in  her  fhip,  where  fhe  was  brought, 

Which  was  fo  wondirfully  wrought, 

So  clenc,  fo  rich,  andfo  araid, 

Tliat  we  were  both  content  and  paid  ; 

And  me  to  comfort  and  to  plefe, 

And  mine  hert  for  to  put  at  efe, 

She  toke  grete  paine  in  litil  while, 

And  thus  hath  brought  us  to  thi»  ylr , 

As  ye  may  fe  ;  wherfore  echone 

I  pray  you  thanke  her  one  and  one 

A»  hertly  as  ye  can  devifc 

Or  imagine  in  any  wife. 

At  once  there  tho  men  mightin  fcen 

A  world  of  ladies  fall  on  knccn 

'Fore  my  lady,  that  there  about 

Was  left  none  {landing  in  the  rout, 

But  altogither  they  went  at  ones 

To  knele ;  they  fparcd  not  for  ijie  flonc-3, 

Ne  for  eftatc,  nc  for  ther  blodc  ; 

Well  fhcwid  there  they  couth  much  gode  ; 
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To  my  lady  they  made  fuch  feft, 
And  with  fuch  wordis,  that  the  left 
So  frendly  and  fo  faithfully 
Yfaid  was  and  fo' cunningly, 
That  wonclir  was,  feing  ther  youth, 
To  here  the  language  that  they  couthr, 
And  wholly  how  they  governed  were 
In  thanking  of  my  lady  there, 
And  faid  by  will  and  maundement 
They  were  at  her  commaundementy 
Which  was  to  me  as  grete  a  joy 
As  winning  of  the  toune  of  Troy 
Was  to  the  hardy  Grekis  ftrong 
When  they  it  wan  with  fiege  long, 
To  fe  my  lady'  in  fuch  a  place, 
And  fo  recevid  as  fhe  was. 
And  when  they  talkid  had  a  while 
©f  this  and  that,  ?.nd  of  the  yle, 
My  lady  and  the  ladies  there, 
Altogithir  as  they  yw ere, 
The  quene  her  felf  began  to  playr 
And  to  the  agid  lady  fay, 
Now  femith  you  not  gode  it  were,, 
Sith  we  -be  altogithir.  here, 
To  ordaine  and  devife  the  beH 
To  fet  this  knight  and  me  at  reft,,, 
For  Woman  is  a  feble  ivlght 
To  rere  a  -war re  againjl  a  knight ; 
And  fith  he  here  is  in  this  place,, 
At  my  left  in  dangir  or  graae, 
It  were  to  me  grete  villany 
To  do  him  any  tiranny  ;. 
But  faine  I  would,  now  will  ye  here,, 
In  his  owne  country  that  he  were, 
And  I  in  pecc  and"  he  at  efe ; 
This  were  a  way  us  both  to  plefe  ;. 
If  it  might  be  I  you  befeche 
With  him  hereof  you  fall,  in  fpeche^ 
This  lady  tho  began  to  fmile, 
Avifing  her  a  lltiLwhile, 
And  with  glad  chere  me  faid'  anone. 
Madam,  I  will'  unto  him  gone, 
And  with  him  fpcke,  and  oftin  fele 
What  he  defiris  every  dele  : 
And  foBirly  this  lady  tho 
Her  felfe,  and  othir  ladies  two' 
She  toke  with,  her,  and  with  Ikd  chere 
Said  to  the  knight  on  this  manere  ; 
Sir,  the  grete  princes  of  this  yle, 
Whom  for  your  plefance  many  a  milt 
Ye  fought  have,  as  I  undirftond, 
Till  at  the  laft  ye  have  her  fond 
Me  lent  hath  here,  and  ladies  twainc,. 
To  herin  all  thing  that  ye  faine  ; 
And  for  what  caufe  ye  have  her  fought 
j?aine  would  flic  w.ote,  ami  whole  your  thought, 
And  why  you  do  her  alF  this  wo, 
And  for  what  caufe  you  be  her  fo, 
And  why  of  every  wight  unwarc 
1  By  force  ye  to  your  ihip  her  bare, 
That  file  fo  nigh  ywas  agonc 
That  mind  ne  fpcch  ne  had  Ihc  none, 
But  as  a  painfull  creature 
Dying  abode  her  adviuture, 


That  her  to  fe  indure  that  pawrer 

Here  we  all  fay  unto  you  plaine 

Right  on  your  felfe  ye  did  amiife, 

Seing  how  fhe  a  princes  is. 

This  knight,  the  which  ycowth  his  gode. 

Right  of  his  truth  mevid  his  blode, 

That  pale  he  woxe  as  any  led, 

And  lok't  as  tho  he  wold  be  ded  ; 

Blode  was  there  none  in  nothir  cheke, 

WordleiTe  he  was,  arid  femid  fickej 

And  fo  it  provid  well  he  was, 

For  without  moving  any  paas, 

All  fodainly  as  thing  dying, 

He  fell  at  onis  downe  fowning ; 

That  for  his  wo  this  lady  fraid 

Unto  the  quene  her  hyed,  and  faid, 

Cometh  on  anon,  as  have  you  blifle, 

But  ye  be  wife ;  thing  is  amiffe ; 

This  knight  is  ded  or  will  be  fone', 

Lo  !  where  he  lyith  in  a  fvvone 

Withoutin  worcfor  anfwiring' 

To  that  I  have  faid  any  thing  ~ 

Wherefore  I  doubt  moche  that  the  blame 

Might  be  hindiringto  your  name, 

Which  flourid  hath  fo  many  yere, 

So  longe  that  for  nothing  here 

I  would  in  no  wife  that  he  dyed, 

Wherefore  it  gode  were  that  ye  hyed,. 

His  life  to  fayin  at  the  left  -r 

And  aftir  that  his  wo  be  ceft 

Commaundith  him  to  voide  or  dwell,. 

For  in  no  wife  dare  I  more  mcll 

Of  thing  wherein  fuch  perillTs 

As  like  is  now  to  full  of  this. 

This  quene  right  tho,  full  of  grete  ferer 

With  all  the  ladies  prefent  there, 

Unto  the  knight  came  where  he  lay,. 

And  made  a  lady  to  him  fay, 

Lo!  here  the  quene;  awake,  for  fliame  ! 

What  will  you  doe  ?  is  this  gode  game  ? 

Why  lye  you  here  ?  what  is  your  mind  * 

Now  is  well  fene  your  wit  is  blind, 

To  fe  fo  many  ladies  here 

And  ye  to  make  none  othir  chere ; 

But  as  ye  fet  them  all  at  nought 

Arife  for  his  love  that  you- bought. 

But  what  flie  laid'  a  word  not  one 

He  fpake,  ne  anfwere  gave  her  none. 

The  quene  of  very  pitty  tho, 

Her  worfhip  and  his  life  allb 

To  favin,  there  flie  did  her  paine, 

Aud  quoke  for  fere,  and  gan  to  faine, 

For  v/oe,  alas  !  what  ill  all  I  doe  ! 

What  ihall  ]  fay  this  man  unto  ? 

If  he  die  litre  loft  is  my  name  : 

How  fhal  I  play  this  perillous  game? 

H'  any  thing  be  here  amiffe 

It  ftiall  be  faid  it  rigour  is, 

Whereby  my  name  impayrin  might; 

And  like  to  die  eke  is  this  knight : 

And  with  that  word  hef  hand  fhe  laid 

Upon  his  breft,  and  to  him  faid. 

Awake,  my  knight !  lo  !  it  am  I 

That  to  you  fpeke  :  now  tell  me 
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Ye  rare  thus,  and  this  painc  endure, 

being  you  bo  in  country  fufe, 

Among  fuch  frends  that  would  you  hele, 

Your  hert'is  efe  eke  and  your  wcle  ? 

And  if  I  vviftwliat  you  might  efe, 

Or  know  the  thing  that  you  might  plefe,- 

1  you  enfure  it  fhould  not  faile 

That  to  your  hele  you  might  availe  ; 

Wherefore  with  all  my  hert  I  pray 

Ye  rife,  and  let  us  talke  and  p^ay: 

And  fe  how  many  ladies  here 

Be  comin  for  to  make  gode  chcre  ! 

All  was  for  nought,  for  ftiil  as  ftonc 

He  lay,  and  word  ne  fpoke  he  none; 

JLong  while  was  or  he  might  braid  j 

And  of  all  that  the  queue  had  faid 

He  wift  no  word ;  but  at  the  laft 

,O  mercy  !  twife  he  cryid  f'aft, 

That  pittie  was  his  voice  to  he-re, 

Or  to  behold  his  painefull  chcre, 

Which  was  not  feined  was  well  to  feiri 

Both  by  his  vifage  and  his  eyn, 

Which  on  the  quene  at  once  he  c'aft* 

And  fighid  as  he  would  to  brail, 

And  aftir  that  eke  he  {bright  fo 

That  wondir  was  to  fe  his  wb, 

For  fith  in  that  payne  was  firft  named 

Was  ner  more  wofull  payne  attained, 

For  with  voyce  did  he  gan  to  plaine  j 

And  to  himfelfe  thefe  wordis  faine ; 

I,  wofull  wight  full  ofmalure, 

And  worfe  than  ded,  and  yet  I  dure^ 

And  maugre  any  paine  or  deth 

Againft  my  will  I  fele  my  breth  :  fcaA. 

Why  n'arn  I  ded,  fith  1  ne  ferve, 

And  fith  my  lady  will  me  fterve  ? 

Where  art  thou,  Deth?  art  thou  agaft  ? 

Well  lhall  we  mete  yet  at  the  laft 

Though  thou  the  hide  it  is  for  nought, 

For  where  thou  dwelft  thou  lhalt  be  fought : 

Maugre  thy  fubt  ill  double  face 

Here  will  I  die  right  in  this  place. 

To  thy  difhonour  and  niyn  tie 

Thy  mannir  is  no  wight  to  plefe  : 

What  nedis  the,  fith  I  the  feche, 

So  the  to  hide,  my  paine  to  eche  ? 

And  Y/ell  woft  thou  I  will  not  live 

Who  would  me  all  this  world  here  give< 

For  I  have  with  my  eowardife 

JLoft  joy,  and  hele,  and  my  fervife^ 

And  made  my  foveraigne  lady  fo 

That  while  {he  lives  I  trow  my  fo 

She  will  be  evir  to  her  end  ; 

Thus  have  I  neither  joy  ne  frend; 

Wote  I  not  whethir  haft  or  floth 

Hath  caufid.  this  now  by  my  troth  j 

For  at  the  hermitage  full  hies 

When  I  her  favv  firft  with  myne  eye; 

Ihyid  till  I  Was  aloft, 

And  made  my  pace  fmall  and  foft, 

Till  in  mine  armes  1  had  her  fait* 

And  to  my  {hip  bare  at  the  laft, 

Wherof  Ihc  was  difplefid  fo 

That  eadles  there  fcmid  her  wo, 


And  I  thereof  had  fo  grete  fere 
That  me  repent  that 'I  come  there^ 
Which  haft  I  trow  gan  her  difpiefe, 
And  is  the  caufe  of  my  difefe. 
And  with  that  word  he  gan  to  cry, 
Now  Deth,  Derh,  come,  twyis  or  thry, 
And  motrid  I  n'ot  what  of  flouth  : 
And  even  with  that  the  qaene  of  routh 
Him  in  her  arm  is  toke,  and  fayd, 
NoW,  mine  owne  knight!  be' not  illapayd 
That  I  a  lady  to  you  fent 
To  have  knowledge  of  your  entent, 
For  in  gode  faith  I  meii't  but  well, 
And  would  ye  wift  it  every  dele; 
Nor  will  not  do  to  you  ywis; 
And  with  that  word  {he  gan  him  kifie, 
And  prayed  him  rife,  and  faid  {he  would 
His  welfare  by  her-  truth,  and  told 
Him  how  {he  was  for  his  difffe 
Ri'.rht  fory,  and  faine  would  him  plefe, 
His  lyfe  tofave.  Thefe  wordis  tho 
She  faid  to  him,  anil  many  mo, 
In  comforting,  for  from  the  paine 
She  would  he  were  delivered  faine. 
The  knight  tho  up  ycaft  his  een, 
And  when  he  faw  it  was  the  quene 
That  to  him  had  ,thefe  wordis  faid, 
Right  in  his  \yo  he  gan  to  braidj 
And  him  up  dreflis  for  to  knele, 
The  quene  avifmg  wondir  wele ; 
But  as  he  rofe  he  ovirthrew, 
Wherefore  the  quene  yet  eft  anevv 
Him  in  her  armis  anone  toke, 
And  pitoufly  gan  on  him  loke ; 
But  for  all  that  nothyng  tfiefaydj 
Ne  fpake  not  like  {he  were  well  payd4 
Ne  no  chere  made  nor  fad  ne  light, 
But  all  in  one  to  every  wight 
There  was  fene  conning  with  eftate 
In  her  without  noy'fe  or  debate^ 
For  fave  onely  a  loke  piteous 
Of  womenhed  undifpiteous^ 
That  fhe  fliowid  in  continancej 
Far  fcmed  her  hert  front  obcifance^ 
And  not  for  that  {he  did  her  reine 
Him  to  recovir  from  the  peine, 
And  his  hert  for  to  put  at  large, 
For  her  entent  was  to  his  barge 
Him  for  to  bryng  agaynft  the  evej 
With  certcine  ladi*s,  and  take  Ieve4 
And  pray  him  of  hi*  gentilneffe 
To  fuffir  her  thenceforth  in  pece, 
Asothir  princis  had  before,' 
And  from  thenceforth^for  evirmord 
She  would  him  worfhip  in  all  wife 
That  gentilneffe  ymight  devife, 
And  payne  her  wholly  to  fulfill 
In  honour  his  plefure  and  will. 
And  during  thus  this  knightis  wdj 
Prefent  the  quene  and  othir  mo, 
My  lady'  and  many'  an  othir  wighfy      , 
Ten  thoufand  {hippis  at  a  fight 
I  faw  come  oer  the  wavy  flode 
With  fayle  and  ore,  that  as  I  ftode 
G  gij 
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Them  to  behold  I  gan  marvaile 
From  whom  might  come  fo  many'  a  faile, 
For  fith  the  tyme  that  I  was  bore 
Such  a  navie  there  n'ere  before 
Had  I  not  iene,  ne  fo  arayed, 
That  for  the  fight  my  hert  yplayed 
Aye  to  and  fro  within  my  breft 
For  joy  ;  long  was  or  it  would  refl; 
Por  there  was  faylis  full  of  floures, 
Aftir  caftils  with  huge  toures, 
Yfeming  full  of  armis  bright 
That  wondir  lufty  was  the  fight, 
With  large  toppis  and  maftis  long, 
Richly  depeint,  and  reare  among 
At  certaine  timis  gan  repayre 
Smale  birdis  dounefrom  the  aire, 
And  on  the  fhippis  bounds  about 
Yfate  and  fong  with  voyce  full  out 
Ballades  and  layes  right  joyoufly, 
As  they  covvth  in  ther  harmony, 
That  you  to  write  that  I  there  fe 
Mine  excufe  is  it  may  not  be  ; 
For  why?  the  mattirwere  to  long 
To  name  the  birds  and  write  ther  fong ; 
Whereof  anon  the  fydings  there     ' 
Unto  the  quene  fone  brought  ywere, 
With  many"  alas  and  many,  a  doubt, 
Shewing  the  fhippis  there  without ; 
Tho  gan  the  agid  lady  wcpe, 
And  laid,  Alas!  our  joy  on  flepe 
Sone  flial  be  brought,  ye,  long  or  night, 
For  we  difcried  ben  by  this  knight, 
For  certes  it  may  none  othir  be 
But  he  is  of  yond  companie, 
And  they  be  come  him  here  to  feche ; 
And  with  that  word  her  faylid  fpeche. 
Without  reme'dy  we  be  deftroid, 
Ful  oft  fnid  all,  and  gan  conclude 
Wholy  at  onis  at  the  laft 
That  beft  was  fhit  ther  yatis  faft, 
And  arme  them  all  in  gode  langage, 
As  they  had  done  of  old  ufage, 
And  of  fayre  wordis  make  ther  (hot ; 
This  was  ther  .counfaile  and  the  knot, 
And  othir  purpofe  toke  they  none,. 
But  armid  thus  forth  they  all  gone 
Toward  the  wallis  of  the  yle; 
But  or  they  comin  there  long  while 
They  mettin  the  grete  lord  of  bovc 
That  calHd  is  the  god  of  Love, 
That  them  avifid  with  fuch  chere, 
Right  as  he  with  them  angry  were  : 
Avayled  them  not  ther  wals  of  glaffe ; 
This  mighty  lord  let  not  to  paffe 
The  fhuttyng  of  ther  yatia  faft  ; 
All  they  had  ordained  was  but  waft  ; 
For  when  his  (hips  had  foundin  land 
This  lord  anon,  v  ith  bow  in  hand, 
Into  this  yle  with  huge  prefe 
Yhyid  faft.  and  would  not  cefe 
Till  he  came  there  the  knight  ylay  : 
Of  quene  ne  lady  by  the  way 
Toke  he  no  hede,  but  forth  he  paftv 
And  yet  all  followed  at  the  laft, 


And  when  he  came  where  lay  the  knigktf 

Well  fhewid  he  he  had  grcte  might, 

And  forth  the  quene  callid  anone 

And  all  the  ladies  everichone, 

And  to  them  faid,  Is  not  this  routh, 

To  fe  my  fervaunt  for  his  trouth 

Thus  lene,  thus  ficke,  and  in  this  payne, 

And  wot  not  unto  whom  to  playne, 

Save  onely  one  withoutin  mo, 

Which  might  him  helc,  and  is  his  fo  ? 

And  with  that  word  his  hevy  brow 

He  fhewid  the  quene,  and  lokid  row, 

This  mighty  lord  forth  tho  anone 

With  o  loke  her  faultis  echone 

He  can  her  mew  in  litil  fpech, 

Commaunding  he£  to  be  his  lech. 

Withoutin  more,  fhortly  to  fay, 

He  thought  the  quene  fone  ihould  obay, 

And  in  his  hond  he  moke  his  bow, 

And  faid  right  fone  he  would  be  know  j 

And  for  fhc  had  fo  long  refufed 

His  fervice,  and  his  lawes  not  ufed, 

He  let  her  wit  that  he  was  wroth, 

And  bent  his  bow,  and  forth  he  goth 

A  pace  or  two,  and  evin  there 

A  large  draught  up  to  his  ere 

He  drew,  and  with  an  arrow  ground 

Both  fharpe  and  newe  the  quene  a  w 

He  gave  that  perfed  unto  the  hert, 

Which  aftirward  full  fore  gan  fmert, 

And  was  not  whole  of  many  yere; 

And  even  with  that  Be  of  gode  chere, 

My  knight,  quod  he;  I  will  the  hele, 

And  the  reftore  to  parfite  wele, 

And  for  ech  payne  thou  haft  endured 

To  have  two  joies  thou  art  enured  : 

And  forth  he  pallid  by  the  rout, 

With  fobir  chere  walking  about, 

And  what  he  faid  1  thought  to  here  ; 

Well  wift  he  whiche  his  fenraunts  were  ? 

And  as  he  paflid  anon  he  fond 

My  lady',  and  her  toke  by  the  hond, 

And  made  her  chere  as  a  goddes, 

And  of  Beaute  called  her  Princes, 

Of  Bounty  eke  gave  her  the  name, 

And  fayd  there  was  norhyng  to  Llame 

In  her,  but  fhe  was  vertuous, 

Saving  fhe  would  no  pity  ufe, 

Which  was  the  caufe  that  he  her  fought 

To  put  that  far  out  of  her  thought ; 

And  fithin  flie  had  whole  richeffe 

Of  womanhed  and  frendlinefle, 

He  faid  it  was  nothing  fitting 

To  void  Fity  his  owne  leggyng  ; 

And  gan  her  prech  and  with  her  play, 

And  of  her  beauty  told  her  aie, 

And  faid  fhe  was  a  crelitnre 

Of  whom  the  name  mould  endure, 

And  in  his  bokis  full  of  plefaunce 

Be  put  for  er  in  remembraunce; 

And  as  me  thoughtin  more  frendly» 

Unto  my  lady  and  godelily 

He  Jpake  than  any  that  was  there  •+ 

And  for  the'  applls  I  trwvv  it  wcrr 
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That  fne  had  in  poffefiion, 

Wherefore  long  in  proceffion 

Many  a  pace  arme  undir  other 

He  welke,  and  fo  did  with  none  other  : 

£ut  what  he  would  commaund  or  lay 

Forwith  nedis  all  muft  obay, 

-And  what  he  defired  at  the  left 

Of  my  lady  was  byrequeft  : 

And  when  they  long  together  had  beue 

He  brought  my  lady  to  the  quene, 

And  to  her  laid.  So  God  you  fpede- 

Shew  grace  and  conient,  that  is  nede. 

My  lady  tho  full  conningly, 

Right  well  avifed  and  womanly, 

Do\vne  gan  to  knele  upon  the  floures 

Which  Aprill  nourifhed  had  with  fhoures, 

And  to  this  mighty  lord  gan  fay, 

That  plefith  you  I  woll  obay, 

And  me  reftrairiefrom  othir  thought ; 

As  ye  woll  al  thyng  fhalj  be  wrought : 

And  with  that  word  knefing  Ihe  quoke. 

That  mighty  lord  in  armes  her  take, 

And  faid,  You  have  a  fervaunt,  one 

That  truir  living  is  ther  none, 

Wherefore  gode  were,  feing  his  trouth, 

That  on  his  painis  ye  had  routh, 

And  purpofe  you  to  here  his  fpech, 

Fully  aviiid  him  to  lech, 

For  of  one  thyng  ye  may  be  fure, 

He  will  be  yours  while  he  may  dure. 

And  with  that  word  right  on  his  game 

Me  thought  he  lough,  and  told  my  name, 

Which  was  to  me  marvaile  and  fere, 

That  what,  to  do  I  ne  wift  ther-e, 

Ne  whethir  was  me  bet  or  none 

There  to  abide  or  thus  to  gone, 

For  well  wend  I  my  lady  wold 

Imagin  or  deme  I  had  told 

My  counfaile  whole,  or  made  complaint 

Unto  that  lord,  that  mighty  faint, 

So  verily  ech  thing  unfought 

He  faid  as  he  had  knowne  my  thought, 

And  told  my  trouth  and  mine  unefe 

Bet  than  I  couth  have  for  mine  efe, 

Though  I  had  ftudied  all  a  weke  : 

Well  wift  that  lord  that  I  was  feke, 

And  would  be  lechid  wondir  faine ; 

No  man  me  blame,  mine  was  the  paine. 

And  when  this  lord  had  all  yfaid, 

And  long  while  with  my  lady  plaidj, : 'U^  ; 

She  gan  to  fmile  with  fpirit  glade  ; 

This  was  the  anfwere  that  flic  made, 

Which  put  me  there  in  double  peine, 

That  what  to  do  ne  what  to  feine 

Wift  I  not,  ne  what  was  the  beft; 

Ferre  was  my  hert  then  fro  his  reft, 

For  as  I  thought  that  fmiling  figne 

Was  tokin  that  the  hert  encline 

Would  to  requeftis  refonuble, 

Becaufe  Smiling  is  favorable 

*To  every  thing  that  Jball  thrive, 

So  thoughtin  1  tho  anon  blive 

That  WorldhJJ'c  anfwere  in  no  toun 

Wai  t  ant  for  obligactoun^ 


Ne  callid  furety  in  no  wife 
Amongft  them  that  callid  ben  wife  : 
Thus  was  I  in  a  joyous  dout, 
Sure  and  uniurift  of  that  rout : 
Right  as  mine  hert  ythought  it  were 
So  more  or  leffe  wexin  my  fere, 
That  if  one  thought  yniade  it  wcle 
Anothir  fheRt  it  everydcle, 
Till  at  the  laft  I  couth  no  more, 
But  purpofed  as  1  did  before 
To  i'erve  truly  my  lyv'is  fpace, 
Awaiting  er  the  yere  of  grace, 
Which  may  yfali  yet  or  I  fterve, 
If  that  it  plefe  her  that  I  ferve, 
And  fervid  have,  and  woll  do  ever, 
For  thyng  is  none  that  me  is  lever 
Than  is  her  .ervice,  whofe  prefence 
Mine  heven  is  whole,  and  her  abfencs 
An  hell  all  full  of  divers  paincs, 
Whych  to  the  deth  full  oft  me  ftraines. 
Thus  in  my  thoughtis  as  I  ftode, 
That  unneth  felt  I  harme  ne  gode, 
I  faw  the  quene  a  litil  paag 
Come  where  this  mighty  lord  ywas, 
And  knelid  downe  in  prefence  there 
Of  all  the  ladies  that  there  were, 
With  fobir  continaunce  avifed, 
In  few  wordis  that  well  fuffijCed, 
And  to  this  lord  anon  prefent 
A  bill,  wherein  whole  her  entent 
Was  writtin,  and  how  fhe  befought, 
As  he  knew  every  will  and  thought, 
That  of  his  godhed  and  his  grace 
He  would  f«  rgyve  all  old  trefpace, 
And  undifplefid  be  of  time  paft, 
For  (he  would  evir  be  ftedfaft, 
And  in  his  fervice  to  the  deth 
Ufe  every  thought  while  fhe  had  breth, 
And  fight  and  wept,  and  iaid  no  more, 
Within  was  writtin  all  the  fore  : 
At  whyche  bill  the  lord  gan  fmyle, 
And  faid  he  would  within  that  yle 
Be  lord  and  fyre  both  eft  and  weft, 
And  call'd  it  there  his  new  conqueft. 
And  in  grete  councell  toke  the  quene; 
Long  were  the  talis  them  betwene  :> 
And  ovir  her  bill  he  red  thrift;, 
And  wondir  gladly  gan  devife 
Her  fetures  fuirc  and  her  vifage, 
And  bad  gode  thrift  on  that  image, 
And  faied  he  trowid  her  compleint 
Should  aftir  caufe  her  be  corfeint; 
And  in  hisfleve  he  put  the  bill, 
Was  there  none  that  yknew  his  will, 
And  forthe  he  walke  apace  about, 
Beholding  all  the  lufty  rout, 
Halfe  in  a  thought  with  fmiling  chcre. 
Till  at  the  latt,  as  ye  fhall  here, 
He  turned  unto  the  quene  ageine, 
And  faid,  To  morne  here  in  this  pleine 
I  woll  that  ye  be  and  all  yours, 
That  purpofid  ben  to  were  flours, 
Or  of  my  lufty  colour  ufe, 
It  may  not  be  to  you  excufe, 
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Ne  to,  none  of  yours  in  no  wife, 
That  able  be  to  my  fervife; 
For  as  I  faid  have  h--re  before 
I  will  be  Ior4  for  et.rmore 
Of  you,  and  of  this  yle,  and  all, 
And  of  all  yours  that  havin  {hall' 
Joy,  pece,  or  efe,  or  in  plefaunce 
Your  livis  ufe  without  ncyfaunce  ; 
Here  will  I  in  {late  be  yfene, 
And  turned  his  vifage  to  the  quene. 
And  you  give  knowledge  of  my  will, 
And  a  full  anf\vere  of  your  bill. 
Was  there  no  nay,  ne  wordis  none, 
But  very'  obeifaunt  femed  e'chone  ; 
The  quene  and  othir  that  were  there 
Well  femid  it  they  had  gre'te  fere, 
And  there  toke  lodging  every  knight;, 
Was  none  departid  of  that  night, 
And  fome  to  rede  old  romances 
Them  occupied  for  thcr  plefances,- 
Some  to  make  ver  laics  and  Liies,  ' 
And  fome  to  othir  diverfeplaies,' 
And  I  to  me  a  romance  toke, 
And  as  I  reding  was  the  boke, 
Methpught  the  fphere  had  fo  run 
That  it  was  rifing  of  the  fun, 
And  fuch  a  pres  into  the  phine 
AfTemble  gone,  that  with  grete  paine 
One  might  for  othu-  go  rie'fiand, 
Ne  none  take  othir  by  the  hand,'' 
Withoiuin  they  diftourbid  were, 
So  huge  and  gret  the  pres  was  there. 
And  aftir  that'  within  two'  houres 
This  mighty  lord  clad  all  in  floures 
Of  divers  colours  many'  a  paire 
In  his  eftate  up  in  the  aire 
Well  ni^h  two  fathom,'  as  his  hight, 
He  fet  him  there  in  all  tht-r  fight,     ' 
And  for  the  qr.ene  and  for  the  knight, 
And  for  my  lady'  and  every  wight, 
In  haft  he  fent,'  fo  that  ner  cue 
Was  there  abfent,  but  come  echone  : 
And  when  they  thus  affcmblid  were, 
As  ye  have  herd  me  fay  you  here, 
Without  more  tarrying  on  hight, ' 
There  to  be  ferie  of  every  wight, 
Up  ftodc  among  the  pres  above 
A  counfaylir,  ferva'urit  of  Love, 
Which  femid  well  of  gret  eftate, 
And  thewid  there  how'  no  debate' 
prhir  then  godely  might  be  ufed 
jn  gemilneffe  and  be  excufed, 
Wherefore  he  faid  his  lord'is'will 
Was  every  wight  there  fhould  be  ftiU 
And  in  pees,  and  of  cne  accord, 
And  thus  commaundid  at  a  word, 
And  can  his  tongue  to  fwiche  language 
To  turne,  that  yet  in  all  mine  age 
Herd  I  nevir  fo  conningly 
Man  fpeke,  ne  halfe To -faithfully, 
For  every  thing  he  faid  there 
Semid  as  it  infelid  were, 
Or  approvid  for  very  trew  : 
Swiche  \vas  his  cunning  language  newe, 


And  well  according  to 

That  where  I  be  me  thinlce  I  here 

Him  yet  alway,  when  I  mine  one 

In  any  place  may  be  alone  : 

Firft  con  he  of  the  luily  yle 

Al!  the  eftate  in  lityl  whyle 

Reherfe,  and  wholly  every  thing 

That  caufid  there  his  lord's  comming. 

And  every  wele  and  every  wp, 

And  for  what  taufe  eche  thing  was  fo 

Well  fhewed  he  there  in  efie  fpech, 

And  how  the  ficke  had  nede  of  Itch ; 

And  that  whiche  whole  was  and  in  grace 

He  told  plainly  why  ech  thing  wasy 

And  at  the  laft  he  con  conclude, 

Voidid  every  language  rude, 

And  faid,  That  prince,  that  mighty  lord,. 

Or  his  departing  would  accord 

All  the  parties  were  there  prefent, 

And  was  the  fine  of  hi«  entent, 

Witneffe  his  prefence  in  your  fight, 

Which  fits  among  you  in  his  might ; 

And  knelid  downe  withoutin  more, 

And  not  o  word  yfpake  he  more. 

Tho  gan  this  mighty  lord  him  dreffe, 
With  chere  avifed,  to  do  Jargefle, 
And  faid  unto,  this  knight  and  me, 
Ye  {hall  to  joy  reftotid  be, 
And  for  ye  have  ben  true  ye  twaine 
I  graunt  you  here  for  every  paine 
A  thoufand  joies  every  weke, 
And  loke  ye  be  no  lengir  feke, 
And  both  your  ladies,  lo  'hem  here  I 
Take  cch  his  own  ;  beth  of  gode  chere,  .  . 
Your  happie  day  is  ne\v  begun 
Sith  it  was  riling  of  the  fun, 
And  to  all  othir  in  this  place 
I  graunt  wholly  to  ftand  in  grace 
That  fervith  trtlely  without  flouth, 
And  to  avauncid  be  by  trouth. 
Tho  gan  this  knight  and  I  downe  knele, 
Wening  to  doin  wondir  wele, 
Seing,  O  lord  !  your  grete  mercy 
Us  hath  enriched  fo  opinly 
That  we  deferve  may  nevir  more 
The  lefte  pan,  but  evirmore 
With  foule  and  body  truely  fervc 
You  and  yours  till  that  we  yfterve  : 
And  to  ther  ladies  there  they  ftode 
This  knight,  'that  ccutfjfo  mikil gtdet 
Ywent  in  haft,  and  I  alfo  ; 
Joyous  and  glad  werin  we  tho, 
And  al  fo  rich  in  every  thought 
As  he  that  all  hath  and  ought  nought, 
And  them  bcfought  in  humble  wile 
Us  to  accept  to  ther  fervice, 
And  fhcw  us  of  therfrendly  cheres, 
Which  in  ther  trefure  many  yeres 
They  keptin  had,  tis  to  grete  paine, 
And  told  how  ther  fervauntis  twaine 
We  were,  would  be,  and  f;   had  ever, 
And  to  the  deth  chaunge  would  we  never^ 
Ne  doe  offence,  ne  thinke  like  ill, 
Bat  £11  thcr  ordinaunce  and  will] 
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And  made  our  othis  f re  fhe  and  new, 
Our  old  fervic-e  for  to  renew, 
A.nd  wholly  trier's  for  evirmore 
We  there  become ;  what  might  we  more? 
And  -well  awaiting  that  in  flouth  • 
\Ve  made  no  fault  ne  in  our  trouth, 
Ne  thought  not  do,  I  you  enfure, 
With  our  will,  whilis  we  may  Jure, 

This  lefon  paft,  againe  an  eve 
This  lord  of  the  quene  toke  his  leve, 
And  laid  he  would  haftely  returne, 
.And  at  godc  leifure  there  fojourne, 
Both  for  his  honour  and  his  efe, 
Commaunding  faft  the  knight  to  plefe, 
And  gave  his  ftatutes  in  papirs, 
And  orderit  divers  ofncirs, 
And  forth  to  fhip  the  fame  night 
He  went,  and  fone  was  out  of  fight. 
And  on  the  morowe  when  the  airc 
Attemprid  was  and  wondir  faire, 
Erly  at  rifing  of  the  funv 
Aftir  the  night  .away  was  run, 
Yplaying  us  on  the  rivage, 
My  lady  fpake  of  her  voyage, 
And  faid  me  madin  fmall  journies, 
And  held  her  in  ftraunge  counteries, 
And  forthwith  to  the  quene  went, 
And  fhewed  her  wholly  her  entent, 
And  toke  her  leve  with  chere  weping, 
That  pity  was  to  fe  that  parting ; 
,  For  to  the  quene  it  was  a  paine, 
As  to  a  martyr  new  yfiaine, 
That  for  her  woe,  and  fhe  fo  tender, 
Yet  I  wepe  oft  when  I  remember  : 
She  offerid  there  to  refigne 
To  my  lady  -eight  times  or  nine 
Th'  aftate,  the  yle,  fhortly  to  tell, 
If  it  might  plefe  her  there  to  dwell, 
And  faid,  for  evir  her  linage 
Should  to  my  lady  doe  homage, 
And  hers  be  whole  withoutin  more, 
Ye,  and  all  thcrs  for  evirmore. 
Nay,  God  forbid!  my  iady  eft, 
With  many  cunning  word  and  foft,     i;     ,. 
Said,  that  evir  fuch  a  thing  fhould  bene 
That  I  confent  fhould  that  a  quene 
Of  your  eilate,  and  fo  well  named, 
In  any  wife  fliould  be  attained, 
But  would  be  faine  with  all  my  hert, 
What  fo  befell  or  how  me  fmert, 
To  doin  thing  that  you  might  plefe 
In  any  wife  or  be  your  efe, 
And  kiftid  there  and  bad  gode  night, 
For  which  leve  wept  many  a  wight. 
There  might  men  here  my  lady  praifcd, 
And  fuch  a  name  of  her  araifed, 
What  of  cunning  and  frendlinefjTe, 
What  of  beauty  with  gentilneffe, 
And  what  of  glad  and  frendly  cheres 
That  fhe  ufid  in  all  her  yeres, 
That  wondir  was  here  every  wight 
To  fay  well  how  they  did  thcr  might, 
And  with  a  pres  upon  the  morow 
To  fhip  her  brought,  and  what  a  forow 


They  made  when  fhe  fhoukl  undir  failc,     . 
That  and  ye  will  ye  would  mervaile. 
Forth  goeth  the  fhip,  out  goeth  the  fotid, 
And  I  as  a  wode  man  unbond, 
For  doubt  to  be  left  behind  there, 
Into  the  fe  withoutin  fere 
Anon  I  ran,  till  with  a  waw 
All  fodenly  I  was  oerthraw, 
And  with  the  watir  to  and  fro 
Backward  and  forward  travailed  fo 
That  mind  andbreth  nigh  was  ygone, 
For  gode  ne  harme  ne  knew  I  none, 
Til  a't  tJhc  lad  with  holds  twcinc 
Men  of  the  fhip  with  mekilpeine 
To  fave  my  life  did  fuch  travafle 
That  and  ye  wift  ye  would  mervaile, 
And  in  the  fhip  me  drewe  on  hie, 
And  faidin  all  that  I  would  die, 
And  laid  me  long  do'wne  by  the  mafi. 
And  of  ther  clothis  on  me  caft  ; 
And  there  I  made  my  teftarnent, 
And  wift  my  felfe  not  what  I  ment, . 
But  when  I  faid  had  what  I  would, 
And  t<o  the  maft  my  wo  all  told, 
And  tane  my  leve  of  every  wight, 
And  clofcd  mine  cyen  and  loft  my  fight., 
Avifed  to  die  wirhout  more  fpech, 
Or  any  remedy  to  lech 
Or  grace  new,  as  wasgrete  nede, 
My  lady  of  my  paine  toke  hede, 
And  her  bethought  how  that  for  trouth 
To  fe  me  die  it  were  grete  routh, 
And  to  me  came  in  fobir  wife, 
And  foftiy  faid,  1  pray  you  rife ; 
Come  on  with  me;  let  be  this  fare;      73  .."., 
All  fhall  be  wei ;  have  ye  no  care,; 
I  will  obey  ye  and  fulfill 
Wholly  in  al that  lordiswill 
That  you  and  me  not  long  ago 
Aftir  his  lift  commaundid  fo, 
That  there  againe  no  refiftence 
May  be  withoutin  grot  offence, 
And  therefore  now  loke  what  1  fay, 
I  am  and  will  be  frendly  aye  $ 
Rife  up,  behold  this  avauntage, 
I  grauntin  you  in  heritage 
All  peceably  withoutin  itrive 
During  the  dayis  of  your  live  ; 
And  of  her  applis  in  my  fieve 
One  ihe  yput,  and  toke  her  leve 
In  wordis  few,  and  faid,,  God  hele 
He  that  all  made  you  fend,  and  wele  1 
Wherewith  my  pains  all  at  ones 
Tokin  fuch  leve,  that  all  my  bones, 
For  the  new  durenfe  plefaunce, 
So  as  they  couth  ddired  to  daunce. 
And  I  as  whole  as  any  wight 
Up  rofe  with  joyous  hert  and  light, 
Whole  and  unficke,  right  wele  at  eib, 
And  all  forget  had  my  difefe, 
And  to  my  lady  where  flic  plaid 
1  went  anone,  and  to  her  faid; 
He  that  all  joies  perions  to  plefe 
Firft  ordainid  with  parfite  efe, 
G  g  iiij 
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And  every  picture  can  deparjt, 
Send  you,,  Madame,  as  large  a  part, 
Ami  of  his  godis  fuch  plenty, 
As  he  has  done  you  of  beauty, 
With  hele,  and  all  that  may  be  thought, 
He  lend  you  alias  he  all  wrought. 
Madame,  (quod  I)  yourfervaunt  trew 
Have  I  ben  long,  and  yet  will  new, 
Withoutin  chaunge  or  repentaunce 
In  any  wife  or  variaunce, 
And  fo  will  do,  as  thrive  I  ever, 
For  thing  is  none  that  me  is  fever 
Than  you  to  plefe  how  er  I  fare, 
Mine  hert's  lady  and  my  welfare, 
My  life,  mine  hele,  my  lech  alfo 
Of  every  thing  that  doth  me  wo, 
My  helpe  at  nede,  aud  my  furete 
Of  every  joy  that  longs  to  me, 
My  fuccoura  whole  in  alle  wife 
That  may  be  thought  or  man  devife, 
.Your  grace,  Madame,  fuch  have  I  found. 
Now  in  my  nede,  that  I  am  bound 
To  you  for  er,  fo  Chrift  me  fave, 
For  hele  and  live  of  you  I  have, 
Wherefore  is  refoun  I  you  ferve 
With  due  obeifaunce  till  1  fterve, 
And  ded  and  quicke  be  evir  yours, 
JLate,  erly,  and  at  alle  hours. 
Tho  came  my  lady  fmall  alite, 
And  in  plaine  Englifh  con  confite, 
In  wordis  few  whole  her  entent 
She  mewed  me  there,  and  how  me  ment 
To  me  ward  in  every  wife, 
Wholly  fhe  came  at  ther  devife, 
Without  proceffe  or  Icng  travel!, 
Charging  me  to  kepin  counfell, 
As  I  would  to  her  grace  attaine, 
Of  which  commaundement  I  was  faine  5 
Wherefore  I  paffe  oer  at  this  time, 
For  counfell  corHs  not  well  in  rime, 
And  eke  the  oth  that  I  have  fwore 
To  breke  me  were  bettir  unbore ; 
Why  ?  for  untrue  for  evirmore 
I  fhouldbe  hold,  that  nevirmorc 
Of  me  in  place  mould  be  report 
Thing  that  availe  might,  or  comfort 
To  mewardis  in  any  wife, 
And  eche  wight  wouldin  me  difpife 
In  that  they  couth,  and  me  repreve, 
Which  were  a  thing  fore  for  to  greve, 
Wherefore  hereof  more  mencion 
Make  I  not  now  ne  long  fermon, 
But  fhortly  thus  I  me  excufe, 
To  cime  a  counfell  I  refufe. 
Sailing  thus  two  dayisor  thro 
My  lady  towards  hercountre, 
Ovir  the  wavis  high  and  grenc, 
Which  werin  large  and  depe  betwene, 
Upon  a  timc-me  called  andfaid, 
That  of  my  hele  fhe  was  well  paid, 
And  of  the  quene  and  of  the  yls 
She  talkid  withihe  a  long  while, 
And  of  all  that  fhe  there  had  fcne, 
And  of  th'  eftate  and  of  the  quene. 


And  of  the  ladies  name  by  name, 
Two  houres  or  mo  this  was  her  game. 
Till  at  the  laft  the  wind  can  rife, 
And  blew  fo  faft  and  in  fuch  wife 
The  fliip,  that  every  wight  can  fay 
Madame,  er  eve  be  of  this  day, 
And  God  tofbre,  ye  fhall  be  there 
As  ye  would  fainift  that  ye  were, 
And  doubtith  not  within  fixe  hours 
Ye  fhall  be  there  as  all  is,  yours  : 
At  which  wordis  fhe  gan  to  fmile, 
And  faid  that  was  no  longe  while 
That  they  her  fet ;  and  up  fhe  rofe, 
And  all  about  the  fhip  fhe  gofe, 
And  made  gode  chere  to  every  wight, 
Till  of  the  land  fhe  had  a  fight, 
Of  which.;  fight  glad,  God  it  wot, 
She  was  abafhid  and  abote, 
And  forth  goeth,  fhortly  you  to  tell, 
Where  fhe  accuftomecl  was  to  dwell, 
And  recevid  was,  as  gode  right, 
With  joyous  chere  and  hert'is  light, 
And  as  a  glad  new  avinture 
Plefaunt  to  every  creture  ; 
With  which  landing  tho  I  awoke, 
And  found  my  chambir  full  of  fmoke., 
My  chekis  eke  unto  the  eres, 
And  all  my  body,  wet  with  teres, 
And  all  fo  feble'  and  in  fuch  wife 
I  was,  that  unneth  might  I  rife, 
So  far  travailid  and  fo  faint, 
That  neithir  knew  I  kirke  ne  faint, 
Ne  what  was  what  ne  who  was  who, 
Ne  avifed  what  way  I  would  go ; 
But  by  an  adventurous  grace 
I  rife  and  walkt,  fought  pace  and  pace, 
Till  I  a  winding  ftaire  yfound, 
And  held  the  vice  aye  in  my  hond, 
And  upward  foftly  fo  can  crepe  . 
Till  I  came  where  I  thought  to  flepe 
More  at  mine  efe,  and  out  of  prece, 
At  my  gode  leifure  and  in  pece, 
Till  fomwhat  I  recomfort  were 
Of  the  travill  and  the  grete  fere 
That  I  endurid  had  before, 
This  was  my  thought  withoutin  more ; 
And  as  a  wight  witleffe  and  faint, 
Without  more  in  a  chambir  paint 
Full  of  flories  old  and  divers, 
More  than  I  can  as  now  reherfe, 
Unto  a  bed  full  fobirlv, 
So  as  I  mightin,  full  fouthly, 
Pace  aftir  other,  and  nothing  faid, 
Till  at  the  laft  downe  I  me  laid, 
And  as  my  mind  would  give  me  leve 
All  that  1  dremid  had  that  eve 
Before  that  all  I  can  reherfe, 
Right  as  a  child  nt  fchole  his  verfe 
Doth  aftir  that  he  thinketh  to  thrive, 
Right  fo  did  I  for  all  my  live, 
I  thought  to  have  in  remembraunce 
Both  the  paine  and  eke  the  plefaunce, 
The  Dreme  whole  as  it  me  befell, 
Which  was  as  ye  heriu  ms  tell : 
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Thus  in  my  thoughts  as  I  lay 
That  happy  or  unhappy  day, 
£Je  wot  I  not,  fo  have  I  blame, 
Of  the  two  which  ihulde  be  the  name, 
Befell  me  fo  that  there  a  thought 
By  proceffe  new  on  flepe  me  brought, 
And  me  governed  fo  in  a  while 
That  ones  againe  within  the  yle 
Me  thought  I  was,  where  of  the  knight 
And  of  the  ladies  I  had  fight, 
And  were  affemblicl  on  a  grene, 
Bothe  knight  and  lady  with  the  quene, 
At  which  affeinbly  there  was  faid 
How  that  they  all  content  and  paid 
Werin  wholly  as  in  that  thing 
That  the  knight  there  fhould  be  the  king, 
And  they  would1  all  for  fure  witneffe 
Yweddid  be  both  more  and  leffe, 
In  remembraunce,  withoutin  more, 
Thus  they  confent  for  evirmore, 
And  was  concludid  that  the  knight 
Departin  fhould  the  fame  night, 
And  forthwith  there  toke  his  voiage 
To  journey  for  his  marriage, 
And  returnin  with  fuch  an  hoft 
That  weddid  might  be  left  and  moft  : 
This  was  concluded,  written  and  feled? 
T.hat  it  ne  might  not  be  repeled 
In  no  wife,  but  continue  firme, 
And  all  fhould  be  within  a  terme, 
|!  Without  more  exeufation, 
i  |  jjoth  feft  and  coronation. 
1  This  knight,  which  had  thereof  the  charge, 
.  i  Anon  into  a  little  barge 
! !  Ybrought  was  late  againft  an  eve, 
i  I  Where  of  all  he  ytoke  his  levc, 
1  i  Which  barge  was  as  a  man'is  thought 
|  Aftir  his  plefure  to  him  brought, 
The  quene  her  felfe  accuftomed  aye 
In  the  fame  barge  oft  for  to  play, 
Jt  nsdith  neithir  maft  ne  rothir, 
I  have  not  herd  of  fuch  another, 
No  maiftir  for  the  govirnaunce, 
He  faylid  by  thought  and  plefaunce, 
Withoutin  labour  eft  and  weft, 
All  ywas  one  calme  or  tempeft, 
And  I  went  with  at  his  requeft, 
And  was  the  firft  praied  to  the  feft. 
When  he  came  into  his  countre, 
And  paffid  had  the  wavy  fe, 
Jn  an  havin  bothe  depe  and  large 
He  left  his  rich  and  noble  barge, 
And  to  the  court,  fhortly  to  tell, 
He  went  where  he  was  wont  to  dwell. 
And  was  recevid,»as  gode  right, 
As  heire,  and  for  a  worthy  knight, 
With  all  the  ftatis  of  the  lond, 
Which  came  anon  at  his  firft  fond, 
"With  glad  fpiritis  full  of  trouth, 
Loth  to  do  fault,  or  with  a  flouth 
Attaint  to  be  in  any  wife, 
Ther  richis  was  ther  old  fervife, 
Which  evir  trew  had  ben  yfond 
Sith  firft  inhabit  was  the  lond ; 


And  fo  recevid  thei  ther  king 

That  forgottin  ywas  no  thing 

That  ought  to  be  done  ne  might  plefe, 

Ne  ther  foveraine  lord  do  eie ; 

And  with  them  fo,  fhortly  to  fhy, 

As  they  of  cultome  had  done  aye, 

For  fevin  yere  paft  was  and  more, 

The  father,  the  old,  wife,  and  horc, 

King  of  the  land,  ytoke  his  leve 

Of  all  his  barons  on  an  eve, 

And  told  them  how  his  dayis  paft 

Were  all,  and  comin  was  the  lafr, 

And  hart'ily  prayed  'hem  to  remember 

His  fonne,  which  yong  was  and  tender, 

That  borne  ywas  ther  prince  to  be, 

If  he  returne  to  that  ceuntre 

Might  by  adventure  or  by  grace 

Within  any  ftiorte  time  or  fpace, 

And  to  be  time  and  frendly  aye, 

As  they  to  him  had  ben  alway  : 

Thus  he  them  prayd  withoutin  more, 

And  toke  his  leve.  for  evirmore. 

Knowin  was  how  tendir  in  age 

This  yonge  prince  a  grete  viage 

Uncouth  and  ft^aunge,  honours  to  feche, 

Ytoke  in  hond  withlitylfpeche, 

Which  was  to  fekin  a  princes 

That  he  defired  more  than  riches, 

For  her  grete  name  that  flourid  fo 

That  in  that  time  there  was  no  mo 

Of  her  eftate,  ne  fp  well  named, 

For  borne  was  none  that  er  her  blamed, 

Of  which  princes  fomwhat  before 

Here  have  I  fpoke,  and  fome  will  more. 

So  thus  befell  as  ye  fhall  here ; 

Unto  ther  lord  they  made  fuch  chere 

That  joy  was  there  to  be  prefent 

To  fe  ther  troth  and  how  they  ment ; 

So  very  glad  they  were  ech  one 

That  them  among  there  was  no  one 

Whiche  that  defirid  more  riches 

Than  for  ther  lord  fuch  a  princes 

That  they  might  plefe,  and  that  were  faire, 

For  faft  defirid  they  an  heire, 

And  faid  grete  Airety  were  ywis. 

And  as  they  were  fpekin  of  this 

The  prince  himfelfin  him  avifed, 

And  in  plaine  Englifh  undifguifed 

Them  fhewul  wholy  his  journey,- 

And  of  ther  counfell  can  them  prey, 

And  told'how  he  enfurid  was, 

And  how  his  day  he  might  not  paffc 

Withoutin  diffame  and  grete  blame. 

And  to  him  for  evir  a  fhame  ; 

And  of  ther  counfell  and  avife 

There  he  praykh  them  once  or  twife, 

And  that  they  would  within  ten  daies 

Avife  and  ordaine  him  fuch  waies, 

So  that  it  were  no  difplefaunce, 

Ne  to  this  relme  oer  grete  greivaunce. 

And  that  he  might  have  to  his  feft 

Sixty  thoufand  gcftes  at  the  left, 

For  his  intent  within  fliort  while 

Was  to  returne  unto  this  yle 
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That  he  came  fro,  and  kepa  his  day ; 
For  nothing  would  he  be  away. 
To  counfaile  tho  the  lords  anon 
Into  a  chambir  everychone 
Togithir  went,  them  todevife 
How  they  might  beft  and  in  what  wife 
Purvey  for  their  iord'is  plefaunce, 
And  the  rclm'is  continaunce 
Of  honor,  which  in  it  before 
Had  continuid  evirmore  : 
So  at  the  laft  they  found  the  waies, 
How  that  within  the  next  ten  daics 
All  might  with  paine  and  diligence 
Be  done,  and  caft  what  the  difpence 
Might  draw,  and,  in  conclufion, 
Made  for  ech  thing  provifion. 
When  this  was  done,  wholly  tofore 
The  prince  the  Iqrdis  all  before 
Come,  and  fhewid  what  they  had  done, 
And  how  they  couth  by  no  refon 
Findin  that  within  the  ten  daies 
He  might  departin  by  no  waies, 
But  would  be  fiftene  at  the  left 
Or  he  returne  might  to  his  feft  : 
And  fliewed  him  every  refon  why 
It  might  not  be  fo  haftily 
As  he  defirid,  ne  his  day 
He  might  not  kepe  by  no  way, 
For  divers  caufis  wondir  grete  ; 
Which  when  he  herd  in  fuch  an  hetc 
He  fell  for  forow,  and  was  feke, 
Still  in  his  bed  whole  that  weke, 
And  nigh  the  tothir  for  the  fhame, 
And  for  the  doubt  and  for  the  blame 
That  mightin  on  him  be  aret, 
And  oft  upon  his  breft  he  bet, 
And  faid,  Alas!  mine  honour  for  aye 
Have  I  here  loft  clenely  this  day  ; 
Ded  would  I  be ;  alas  !  my  name 
Shall  aye  be  more  henceforth  in  fhame, 
And  I  difhonoured  and  repreved, 
And  nevir  mere  fliall  be  beleved  : 
Arid  made  fwich  forow,  that  in  trouth 
Him  to  behold  it  was  grete  routh; 
And  fo  endured  the  dayes  fiftene, 
Till  that  the  lords  on  an  even 
Him  come  and  told  they  redy  were, 
And  fhewid  in  few  wordis  there 
How  and  what  wife  they  had  purvey'd 
For  his  eftate,  and  to  him  faid 
That  twenty  thoufand  knights  of  name, 
And  fourty  thoufand  without  blame, 
All  come  of  noble  ligine, 
Togidir  in  a  compane, 
Were  lodgid  on  a  river's  fide, 
Him  and  his  plefure  there  t'abide. 
The  prince  tho  for  joy  up  arofe, 
And  where  they  lodgid  were  he  goes 
Withoutin  more  that  fani2  night, 
And  thefe  his  fuppir  made  to  dight, 
And  with  them  bode  till  it  was  dey, 
And  forthwith  to  take  his  journey, 
Leving  the  ftreight,  holding  the  large, 
Till  he  came  to  his  apbk  barge : 


And  when  this  prince,  this  luftie  knight, 

With  his  peple  in  armis  bright 

Was  comin  where  he  thought  to  pas, 

And  knew  well  none  abiding  was 

Behind,  but  all  were  there  prefcnt, 

Forthwith  anon  all  his  intent 

He  told  them  there,  and  made  his  cries 

Thorough  his  hofte  that  day  twife, 

Commaunding  every  livis  wight 

There  being  prefent  in  his  fight 

To  be  the'  morow  on  the  rivage, 

Where  he  begin  would  his  viage. 

The  morow  come,  the  cry  was  kept, 

But  few  was  there  that  night  that  flepf, 

But  truffed  and  purveid  for  the  morow, 

For  fault  of  fliips  was  all  ther  forrow, 

For  fave  the  barge  and  othir  two 

Of  ihippis  ther  faw  I  no  mo  : 

Thus  in  ther  doubtis  as  they  ftode, 

Waxing  the  fe,  comming  the  flode, 

Was  cried,  To  fhip  goe  every  wight, 

Then  was  but  hie  that  hie  him  might ; 

And  to  the  barge  me  thought  echone 

They  went,  without  was  loft  not  oner, 

Ne  horfe  ne  male,  truffe  ne  baggage, 

Salad  ne  fpere,  gardbrace  ne  page, 

But  was  lodgid,  and  rome  ynough ; 

At  which  (hipping  me  thought  I  lough, 

Andgan  to  marvaile  in  my  thought 

How  evir  fuch  a  fhip  was  wrought, 

For  what  peple  that  can  encreie, ,  ,  -.  0.-j 

Ne  ner  fo  thicke  might  be  the  prefe, 

But  all  had  rome  at  ther  will, 

There  was  not  one  was  lodgid  ill ; 

For  as  I  trowe  my  felfe  the  laft       ,; , ,  H  , 

Was  one,  and  lodgid  by  the  maft, 

And  where  I  lokcd  I  faw  fuch  rome 

As  all  were  lodgid  in  a  towne. 

Forth  goth  the  ihip,  faid  was  the  crede, 

And  on  ther  knees  for  ther  gode  fpedu 

Downe  knelid  every  wight  a  while, 

And  prayid  faft  that  to  the  yle 

They  mightin  comin  in  fafety, 

The  prince  and  all  the  company, 

With  worfhip  and  withoutin  blame, 

Of  difclaundir  of  his  gode  name, 

Of  the  promife  he  fhould  retourne, 

Within  the  time  he  did  fojourne, 

In  his  londe  biding  his  hoft, 

This  was.  ther  prayir  left  and  moft : 

To  kepe  the  day  it  might  not  ben 

1'hat  he'  appointed  had  with  the  quene 

To  returnin  withoutin  flouth, 

And  fo  affurid  had  his  trouth, 

For  which  default  this  prince,  this  knight, 

During  the  time  flept  not  a  night, 

Such  wa?  his  wo  and  his  difefe, 

For  doubt  he  fhouid  the  quene  difplefe. 

Forth  goith  the  fhip  with  fuch  fpcde 

Right  as  the  prince  for  his  grete  nede 

Deiirin  would  after  his  thought, 

Till  it  unto  the  yle  him  brought, 

Where  all  in  haft  upon  the  fand 

He  and  his  peple  tcke  the  land 
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With  hcrtis  glad  and  chore  light, 

Wen  ing  to  be  in  hcven  that  night ; 

But  or  they  pafljd  had  a  while, 

Entring  in  towardis  that  yle, 

Ail  clad  in  blacke,  with  chere  piteous, 

A  lady  which  ncr  difpiteous 

Had  be  in  all  her  life  tofore 

With  fory  chere  and  hert  to  tore 

Jnto  this  prince  v/here  he  gan  ride 

Vcome  and  faid,  Abide,  abide, 

And  have  no  hail,  but  faft  retourne, 

STo  refon  is  ye  here  fojourne, 

"or  your  untruth  hath  us  difcried ; 

iVo  worth  the  time,  we  us  allied 

h  you,  that  are  fo  fone  untrew; 
Alas  the  day  that  -we  you  knew  ! 
Alas  the  time  that  ye  were  bore  ! 
for  all  this  lond  by  you  is  lore  ; 
Accurfed  be  he  you  hidir  brought ! 
For  all  our  joy  is  turnd  to  nought; 
four  acquaintance  we  may  complaint, 
Vhich  is  the  caufe  of  all  our  paine. 
Alas  !  Madame,  quod  tho  this  knight, 
And  with  that  from  his  horfe  he  light, 
(With  colour  pale  and  chckis  lene, 
Alas  '   what  is  this  for  to  mene  ? 
What  have  ye  laid  ?  why  be  ye  wroth  ? 
You  to  difplcfc  I  would  be  loth  ; 
Knowe  ye  not  full  well  the  promefle 
Which  I  made  have  to  your  princeffe, 
IWhich  to  perfourme  is  mine  intent, 
po  mote  I  fpede  as  I  have  ment, 
And  as  I  am  her  very  trew, 
[Withoutin  change  or  thoughtis  new, 
LAnd  al  fo  fully  her  fervand 
|As  creature  or  man  livand 
jMay  be  to  lady  pr  princeffe, 
tor  flic  mine  heven  and  whole  richeffe 
Is,  and  the  lady  qf  mine  hele, 
My  worklis  joy  and  all  my  wele./^;,^  V 
What  may  this  be,  whence  corns  this  fpech  ? 
Tell  me,  Madame,  I  you  befcch, 
For  fith  the  firft  of  my  living     ,-^i  {^ 
Was  I  fo  ferefull  of  nothing 
AS!  am  now  to  here  you  fpeke, -,  .•}•/:»  j"' 
For  doubt  I  fele  mine  hert  to  brcke  : 
Say  on,  Madame,  tell  me  your  will  ; 
The  remnatint  is  it  gode  or  ill  ? 
Alas  (quod  fhe)  that  ye  were  bpre  ! 
For  for  your  love  this  land  is  lore ; 
The  quene  is  ded,  and  that  is  ruth, 
For  forow  of  your  gret  untruth  : 
Of  two  partes  of  the  lufty  rout 
Of  ladies  that  \vere  there  about, 
That  wont  werin  to  talk  and  play, 
Now  are  thel  ded  and  ckne  away, 
And  undir  earth  tane  lodging  newe  ; 
Alas  that  er  ye  were  untrew  ! 
For  when  the  time  ye  fet  was  paft 
The  queue  roke  counfaile  fone  in  haft 
"What  was  to  doe,  and  faid  Grete  blame 
Your  acquaintaunce  caufe  would  and  fhamc, 
And  the  ladies  of  thcr  r.vife 
Rrayid,  lor  nede  was  to  be  wife, 


In  efchewing  talis  and  fongs, 

That  by  them  makin  would  ill  tongs, 

And  fey  they  were  lightly  conqueft, 

And  prayid  to  a  pore  feft, 

And  fouly  had  ther  worfhip  weved, 

When  fo  unwifely  they  conceived 

Ther  richc  trefour  and  ther  hele, 

Ther  famous  name  and  ther  welc 

To  put  in  fuch  an  avinture, 

Of  which  the  fclaundir  eveir  dure 

Was  like,  without  helpe  of  appele, 

Wherefore  they  nede  had  of  counfele, 

For  every  wight  of  them  would  fay, 

Ther  clofid  yle  an  opin  way 

Was  become  to  every  wight, 

And  well  apprevid  by  a  knight, 

Which  he,  alas !  without  payfaunce 

Had  fone  achevid  th*  obeifance  ; 

All  this  was  moved  at.  counfeli  thrife, 

And  was  concludid  daily  twife, 

That  bet  was  die  withoutin  blame 

Than  lofe  the  riches  of  ther  name  ; 

Wherefore  the  deth'is  acquaintance 

They  chefe,  and  left  have  ther  plefaunce,, 

For  doubt  to  livin  as  repreved, 

In  that  they  you  fo  fune  belevcd, 

And  made  ther  othes  with  one  accord, 

That  etc  ne  drinke,  nc  fpeke  o  word, 

They  fhould  nevir,  but  er  weping 

Bide  in  a  place  without  parr  ing, 

And  ufe  ther  dayis  in  penaunce, 

Without  defire  of  allegeatiuce, 

Of  which  the  truth  anon  con  preve ; 

For  why  ?  the  quene  forthwith  her  leva 

Toke  at  them  all  that  were  prefent, 

Of  her  defauts  fully  repent. 

And  dykl  there  withoutin  more, 

Thus  are  -we  loft  for  evirmore;   ovv  u 

What  fhould  I  more  hereof  reherfc  ?  ..,  n; 

Comin  within,  come  fe  her  herfe 

Where  ye  fhall  fe  the  piteous  fight 

That  er  yet  was  fhewin  to  ,knight, 

For  ye  fhall  fein  ladies  ftond 

Ech  with  a  grete  rod  in  her  hond, 

Yclad  in  black  with  vifage  white, 

Redy  ech  othjr  for  to  fmite ; 

If  any  be  that  will  not  wepe, 

Or  who  that  .makes  counte'nance  to  fjepe, 

They  be  fo  bet,  that  all  fo  blew 

They  be  as  clcth  that  died  is  new, 

Such  is  ther  parfite  repentance, 

And  thus  they  kepe  ther  ordinance, 

And  will  do  evir  to  the  dcth, 

While  them  enduris  any  breth. 

This  knight  tho  in  his  armis  twaine 
This  lady  toke,  and  gan  her  faine, 
Alas.my  birth  !  \vo  worth  my  life  ! 
And  even  v.'ith  that  he  drew  a  knife, 
And  thorough  gown,  doublet,  and  fhert, 
He  made  the  blode  come  from  his  hert, 
And  fet  him  doune  upon  the  grene, 
And  full  repent  clofid  his  ene. 
And  fave  that  ones  he  drew  his  breth 
Without  more  thus  he  tcke  his  Jeth  j 
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For  whiche  caufe  the  luily  hoft, 

Which  in  a  battaik  on  the  cod 

At  once  for  for  row.  fuch  a  cry 

Gan  rere  throw  the  company, 

That  to  the  heven  herd  was  the  fowne, 

And  undir  th'  erth  als  fer  adowne, 

That  wilde  beftis-for  the  fere 

So  fodauily  afrayid  were, 

That  for  the  doubt  while  they  might  dure 

They  ran,  as  of  their  lives  unfure 

From  the  wodis  unto  the  pjaine, 

And  from  valleys  the  hig-h  mountaine 

They  fought,  and  ran  as  heftis  blind 

That  clene  forgottin  had  ther  kind. 

This  wo  not  cefed,to  counfaile  went 

Thefe  lordis,  and  for  that  lady  fent, 

And  of  avife  what  was  to  done 

They  her  bt  fought  fhe  fay  would  fone. 

Weping  full  fore,  all  clad  in  blake, 

This  lady  ibftly  to  them  fpake, 

And  faid,  My  Lordis,  by  my  trouth 

This  rnifchefe  it  is  of  your  flouth, 

And  if  ye  had  that  judge  would  right 

A  prince  that  were  a  very  knight, 

Ye  that  ben  of  eftate  echone 

Die  for  his  fault  fiiould  one  and  one ; 

And  if  he  h«old  had  the  prr.mefle, 

And  done  that  longes  to  gentilneffe, 

And  fulfilled  the  princes  beheft, 

This  haftie  farine  had  ben  a  feft, 

And  now  is  unrecoverable. 

And  us  a  flaundir  aye  durable, 

Wherefore  I  fay,  as  of  counfaile 

In  me  is  none  that  may  availe, 

But  if  ye  lift  for  remembraunce 

Purvey  and  rnake  fuch  ordinaunce 

That  the  quene  whiche  that  was  ib  meke, 

With  all  her  women  dede  or  fcke, 

Might  in  your  land  a  chappill  have, 

With  fome  remembraunce  of  her  grave, 

Shewing  her  end  with  the  pity 

In  fome  notable  old  city, 

And  nigh  unto  an  highe  way, 

Where  every  wight  might  for  her  pray, 

And  for  all  hers  that  have  been  tre\v  : 

And  even  with  that  fhe  changid  hev.', 

And  twife  wifhid  after  the  deth, 

And  fight,  and  thus  paffid  her  breth. 

Then  laid  the  lordis  of  the  hoft, 

And  fo  concludid  left  and  moft, 

That  they  would  in  houfis  of  thacke 

Ther  livis  lede,  and  were  but  blacke, 

And  forfake  all  ther  plefaunces, 

And  turne  all  joy  to  penaunces, 

And  bere  t*he  ded  prince  to  the  barge, 

And  namid  them  fhould  have  the  charge  ; 

And  to  the  herfe  where  lay  the  quene 

The  remnaunt  went  and  doune  on  knene^ 

Holding  ther  bonds,  on  high  con  crie, 

Mercy,  mercy  1  everich  thrie, 

And  curfed  the  time  that  evir  Couth 

Should  have  fcche  maftirdome  of  trouth, 

And  to  the  barge  a  longe  mile 

They  bare  her  forth,  and  in  a  while 


Alle  the  ladies  one  and  one 

By  companies  were  brought  echone, 

And  paft  the  fe  and  toke  the  land, 

And  in  new  herfis  on  a  fand, 

Put  and  brought  werin  all  anon 

Unto  a  city  clofed  with  ftone, 

Where  it  yhad  ben  ufid  aye 

The  kingis  of  the  land  to  lay, 

After  they  raignid  in  honours, 

And  writ  was  which  were  conquerours, 

In  an  abbey  of  nunnis  blake, 

Which  accuftomicl  were  to  wake, 

And  of  ufage  rife  ech  a  night 

To  pray  for  every  livis  wight  : 

And  fo  befell,  as  is  the  guife, 

Ordeint  and  faid  was  the  fervife 

Of  the  prince  and  eke  of  the  quene 

So  devoutly  as  might  yben, 

And  aftir  that  about  the  herfes 

Full  many  orifons  and  verfes 

Withoutin  Jiote  ful  hertily 

Said  were,  and  that  full  foftily 

That  all  the  night  till  it  was  day 

The  peple  in  the  church  con  pray 

Unto  the  holy  Trinitie 

Qf  thofe  foulis  to  have  pitie. 

And  when  the  night  ypaft  and  ronne 
Was,  and  the  newe  day  begonne, 
The  yong  morow  with  rayis  red, 
Which  from  the  fonne  oer  all  con  fpred, 
Atempirid  clcre  was  and  faire, 
And  made  a  tyme  of  wholfome  aire, 
Befell  a  wondir  cafe  and  ftrange 
Among  the  peple,  and  gan  change 
Sone  the  word  and  every  wo 
Unto  a  joy,  and  fome  to  two ; 
A  bird  all  fedrid  blew  and  grene, 
With  bright  rayis  like  gold  betwene, 
As  fmall  thred  ovir  every  joynt, 
All  full  of  colour  ftrange  and  coint, 
Uncouth,  and  wondirfull  to  fight, 
Upon  the  quen'is.  herfe  con  light, 
And  fong  full  low  and  foftily 
Thre  fongis  in  her  harmony, 
Unlettid  of  every  wight, 
Til  at  the  laft  an  agid  knight, 
Which  femid  a  man  in  grete  thought, 
Like  as  he  fet  all  thing  at  nought, 
With  vifage  and  ein  al  forwept, 
And  pale,  as  3,  man  long  unflept; 
By  the  herfis  as  he  yftode 
With  hafty  hondling  of  his  hode 
Unto  a  prince  that  by  him  paft 
Ymade  the  bridde  fomwhat  agaft, 
Wherefore  fhe  rofe  and  left  her  long, 
And  departed  from  us  among, 
And  fpred  her  wingis  for  to  paffe 
By  the  place  where  he  entrid  was, 
And  in  his  haft,  fhortly  to  tell, 
Him  hurt,  that  backcward  downe  he  fe,li 
From  a  window  richly  ypeint 
With  lives  of  many  divers  feint, 
And  bet  his  wingis  and  bled  faft, 
And  of  the  hurt  thus  died  and  paft, 
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\nd  lay  thereHwell  an  hour  and  more, 
Fill  at  the  laft  of  briddes  a  fcore 
2ome  and  affemblid  at  the  place 
Where  the  window  ybrokin  was, 
\nd  made  fwiche  wamentacioun 
"hat  pity  was  to  here  the  foun, 
And  the  warblis  of  ther  throtis 
And  the  complaint  of  ther  notis, 
Which  from  joy  clene  ywas  reverfed ; 
And  of  them  one  the  glas  fone  perfed, 
And  in  his  boke  of  colours  nine 
An  herbe  he  brought  floureleffe,  all  grene, 
111  full  of  fmall  levis  and  plaine, 
wart,  and  long  with  many  a  vaine, 
And  where  his  fellow  lay  this  dede 
'his  herbe  he  down  laid  by  his  liede, 
And  dreffid  it  full  foftily, 
Lnd  hong  hb  hed  and  ftode  thereby, 
[Which  herb  in  leffe  than  half  an  houre 
Gan  oer  all  knit,  and  aftir  floure 
Full  out,  and  wexin  ripe  the  fede, 
i  And  right  as  one  anothir  fede 
Would,  in  his  beke  he  toke  the  graine, 
And  in  his  fellowes  beke  certaine 
It  put,  and  thus  within  the  third 
I  Up  ftode  and  prunid  him  the  bird 
j  "Which  ded  had  be  in  all  our  fight, 
And  both  togithir  forth  ther  flight 
Toke,  fmging  from  us,  and  ther  leve 
\Vas  none  difturb  'hem  would  ne  greve. 
And  when  they  partid  were  and  gone 
Th'  abbeffe  the  fedis  fone  echone 
Gathirid  had,  and  in  her  hand 
The  herbe  fhe  toke,  well  avifand 
The  lefe,  the  fede,  the  ftalke,  the  floure, 
And  faid  it  had  a  gode  favour, 
And  was  no  common  herb  to  find, 
And  well  approved  of  uncouth  kind, 
And  than  othir  more  vertuoufe  ; 
Who  fo  have  it  might  for  to  ufe 
In  his  nede  flowre,  or  lefe,  or  graine, 
Of  ther  hele  might  ybe  certaine ; 
And  laid  it  downe  upon  the  herfe 
Where  lay  the  quene,  and  gan  rcherfe 
Echone  to*  othir  that  they  had  fene  ; 
And  taling  thus  the  fede  wex  grene, 
And  on  the  drie  herfe  gan  to  fpring, 
Which  me  thought  was  a  wondrous  thing', 
And  aftir  that  floure  and  new  fede, 
Of  which  the  peple  all  toke  hede, 
And  faid  it  was  feme  grete  miracle, 
Or  medicine  fine  more  than  triacle, 
And  were  well  done  there  to  affay 
If  it  might  efe  in  any  way 
The  corfis,  which  with  torche  light 
They  wakid  had  there  all  that  night: 
Sone  did  the  lordis  their  confent, 
And  all  the  peple'  thereto  content 
With  cfie  words  and  litil  fare, 
And  made  the  quen'is  vifage  bare, 
Which  fhewid  was  to  all  about, 
Wherefore  in  fwone  fell  whole  the  rout, 
And  were  fo  fory  moft  and  left 
Th-t  long  of  weping  they  not  ceft, 
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For  of  ther  lord  the  remembrauncc 

Unto  them  was  fuch  difplefaunce 

That  for  to  live  they  called  a  paine, 

So  were  they  very  true  and  plaine. 

And  after  this  the  gode  abbeffe 

Of  the  graine  gan  to  chefe  and  dreffe 

Thre,  with  her  fingirs  clene  and  fmale, 

And  in  the  quen'is  mouth  by  tale 

One  aftir  othir  euly 

She  put  'hern  and  full  conningly, 

Which  fhewid  fone  fuch  vertue 

That  previd  was  the  medi'cine  true, 

For  with  a  fmiling  countinaunce 

The  quene  uprofe,  and  of  ufaunce, 

As  fhe  was  wont  to  every  wight, 

She  made  gode  chere,  for  whiche  fight 

The  peple  kneling  on  the  jlones 

Thought  they  In  heven  iv ere  Joule  and  bones  ; 

And  to  the  prince  where  he  ylay 

They  went  to  make  the  fame  aflay, 

And  when  the  quene  it  undirftode, 

And  how  the  medicine  was  gode, 

She  preyid  fhe  might  have  the  graines 

To  relevin  him  from  the  paines 

Which  fhe  and  he  had  both  endured, 

And  to  him  went  and  fo  him  cured, 

That  ftreight  within  a  litil  fpace 

Lufty  and  frefhe  on  live  he  was, 

And  in  gode  hele,  and  whole  of  fpech, 

And  lough,  and  faid,  Gramercy,  lech  ! 

For  which  the  joy  throughout  the  town 

So  gret  was  that  the  bellis  fown 

Afraied  the  peple  a  journay 

About  the  citie  every  way, 

And  come  and  aikid  caufe  and  why 

They  rongin  were  fo  ftatily  ? 

And  aftir  that  the  quene  th'  abbefle, 

Made  diligence  or  they  would  ceffe, 

Such  that  of  ladies  fone  a  rout 

Sewing  the  quene  vvas  all  about, 

And  called  by  name  echone  and  told, 

Was  none  forgettin  young  ne  old ; 

There  mightin  men  fe  joyis  new 

When  the  medicine  fine  and  trew 

Thus  reftorid  had  every  .wight, 

So  well  the  quene  as  the  knight, 

Unto  full  perfit  joy  and  hele, 

That  fleting  they  were  in  fuch  wele 

As  folke  that  wouldin  in  no  wife 

Dcfire  more  parfit  paradife. 

And  thus  when  paffed  was  the  forow, 

With  mikil  joye  fone  on  the  morow 

The  king,  the  quene,  and  every  lord, 

With  all  the  ladies,  by'  one  accord 

Heldc  a  generall  affembly  : 

Gret  cry  was  made  through.the  country, 

The  which  aftir  as  ther  intent 

Was  turnid  to  a  parliament, 

Where  was  ordainid  and  avifed 

Every  thing  and  wel  devifed 

That  plcfin  might  to  moft  and  left, 

And  there  concludid  was  the  feft 

Within  the  yle  for  to  behold 

With  full  confent  of  young  and  old, 
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All  in  the  fnme  wife  as  before, 

As  thing  fhould  be  withoutin  more, 

And  thei  fhippid  and  thithir  went, 

And  into  ftraunge  relmis  fent, 

To  kingis,  quenes,  and  ducheffes, 

To  divers  princes  and  princeflTcs, 

Of  ther  linage,  and  can  them  pray 

That  it  might  like  them  at  that  day 

Of  niariage,  for  ther  difport, 

Come  fe  the  yle  and  them  difport, 

Where  fhould  be  jouftis  and  turnaies, 

And  armis  done  in  othir  waies, 

Signifying  oer  all  the  day 

Aftir  Aprilis  within  May, 

And  was  avifed  that  ladies  tweine, 

Of  gode  eftate  and  well  befcine, 

With  certaine  knightis  and  fquiers, 

And  of  the  quen'is  officers, 

In  mannir  of  an  embaffkde, 

With  certain  lettirs  clofed  and  made, 

Should  take  the  barge  and  depart, 

And  feke  my  lady  every  part 

Till  they  her  found  for  any  thing 

Both  chargid  have  the  queue  and  king, 

And  as  ther  ladv  and  maiftres 

Her  to  befeke  of  gentilnes 

At  the  day  there  for  to  yben, 

And  oftherrecommaund  the  quene, 

And  prayis  for  all  loves  to  haft, 

For  but  fhe  come  all  woll  be  waft, 

And  the  feft  but  a  bufmeffe 

Withoutin  joy  or  luftinefle, 

And  toke  them  tokins,  and  gode  fpede 

Praid  God  fend  'hem  afdr  ther  nede. 

Forth  went  the  ladies  and  the  knights, 

And  were  out  fourtene  daies  and  nights, 

And  brought  my  lady  in  ther  barge, 

And  had  well  fped  and  done  ther  charge ; 

Whereof  the  quene  fo  herti'ly  gUd 

Was,  that  in  foth  fuch  joy  fhe  had 

When  that  the  fhip  approchid  lond 

That  fhe  my  lady  on  the  fond 

Met,  and  in  armis  fo  conftraine, 

That  wondir  -was  behold  them  twaine, 

Which  to  my  dome  during  twelve  hourea 

Neithir  for  hcte  ne  watry  fhoures 

Departid  not  no  company 

Saving  themfelfe,  but  none  them  by, 

But  gave  them  lay  four  at  ther  efe 

To  reherfin  joy  and  difcfe 

Aftir  the  plefure  and  couragis 

Of  ther  young  and  tendir  agis  ; 

And  aftir  with  many  a  knight 

Brought  thei  were  where  as  for  that  night 

They  partid  not,  for  toplefaunce 

Content  was  hert  and  countinaurice 

Both  of  the  quene  and  my  m;iiftreffe, 

This  was  that  night  ther  bufinefTe  ; 

And  on  the  morow  with  huge  rowt 

This  prince  oflordis  him  about. 

Come,  and  unto  my  lady  faid, 

Of  her  comming  glad  and  well  paid 

He  was,  and  full  right  conningly 

Her  thankid  and  full  hcrtily, 


And  lough  and  fniiled,  and  faid,  Yvvls 
That  was  in  doubt  in  fafety  is ; 
And  commaundid  do  diligence, 
And  fpare  for  neithir  gold  ne  fpence, 
Cut  make  redy,for  on  the  m«row 
Yweddid,  with  Saint  John  to  borow, 
He  would  ybe  withoutin  more, 
And  let  them  wite  this  lefe  and  more. 
The  morow  come,  and  the  fervice 
Of  mariage  in  fuch  a  wife 
Yfaid  was,  that  with  more  honour 
Was  nevir  prince  ne  conquerour 
Yvvedde,  ne  with  fuch  company 
Of  gentilneffe  in  chivalry, 
Ne  of  ladies  fo  grete  routs, 
Ne  fo  befeen  as  all  abouts 
They  werin  there,  I  certifie 
You  on  my  life,  withoutin  lie. 

And  the  feft  hold  was  in  tentis, 
As  to  tell  you" mine  entent  is, 
In  a  rome  in  a  large  plaine, 
Undir  a  wode  in  ,a  champaine^ 
Betwixt  a  rivir  and  a  well, 
Where  nevir  had  ahbay  ne  fell 
Yben,  ne  kirke,  houfe,  ne  village, 
In  time  of  any  man'is  age, 
And  durid  thre  moniths  the  feft 
In  one  eftate,  and  nevir  ceft 
From  erly  rifing  of  the  fonne 
Till  the  day  fpent  was  and  yronne 
In  j lifting,  dauncing,  luftineffe, 
And  all  that  fovvned  to  gentilneffe. 

And  as  me  thought  the  fecond  morow, 
Whan  endid  was  all  oldt  forovv, 
And  in  furety  ev}rv  wight 
Had  with  his  lady  flept  a  night, 
The  prince,  the  quene,  and  all  the  feft, 
Unto  my  lady  made  requdt, 
And  her  befought  oftin  and  praied 
To  mewardes  to  be  well  apaied, 
And  confidir  mine  old:>  trouth, 
And  on  my  pairiis  havin  routhj 
And  me  accept  to  her  fervife 
In  fuch  forme  and  in  fuch  wife 
That  we  both  mightin  be  as  one  ; 
Thus  praied  the  quene  and  everichone  j 
And  for  there  fhould  rie  be  no  nay 
They  ftintin  jufting  all  a  day 
To  pray  my  lady,  and  requere 
To  be  content  and  out  of  fere, 
And  with  gode  hert  make  frendly  cherc, 
And  faid  it  was  a  happy  yere  ; 
At  which  fhe  fmiled,  and  faid,  Ywi* 
I  trow  well  he  my  fervaunt  is^ 
And  Would  my  welfare,  as  I  trift, 
So  would  I  His,  and  would  he  wift 
How  and  I  knewc  that  his  trouth 
Continue  would  withcrul-iii  flouth, 
And  be  fuch  as  ye  here  report, 
Rcftraining  both  courage  and  fport, 
I  couth  confent  at  your  requeft 
To  be  ynamid  of  your  feft, 
And  doin  aftir  your  ufaunce 
In  obeying  of  your  plefaunce  : 


CHAUCER'S     DREAM  E. 


479 


At  your  requeft  this  I  confent, 

To  plefin  you  in  your  entent, 

And  eke  the  fovcraine  above, 

Commandid  hath  me  for  to  love, 

And  before  othir  him  prefer, 

Againft  which  prince  may  be  no  wer, 

For  his  powir  ovir  all  raigneth, 

That  othir  would  for  nought  him  paineth  ; 

And  fith  his  will  and  yours  is  one 

Contrary  in  me  {hall  be  none  : 

Tho  (as  me  thoughtin)  the  promeife 

Of  marriage  before  the  mefe 

Defirid  was  of  every  wight 

To  be  madin  the  fame  night, 

To  put  away  all  manir  doubts 

Of  every  wight  thereabouts  ; 

And  fo  was  do  :  and  on  the  morow, 

When  every  thought  and  every  forrow 

Diflodgid  was  out  of  mine  hert, 

With  every  wo  and  every  fmert, 

Unto  a  tent  prince  and  princes 

Me  thought  brought  me  and  my  maiftres, 

And  faid  we  wcrin  at  full  age 

There  to  conclude  our  marriage, 

With  ladies,  knightis,  and  fquiers, 

And  a  gret  hoft  of  minifters, 

With  inftruments  and  founes  diverfe, 

That  long  werin  here  to  reherfe; 

Which  tent  vas  church  parochiall, 

Ordaint  was  in  efpeciall 

For  the  feft  and  for  the  facre, 

Where  archbifhop  and  archdiacre 

Yfongin  full  out  the  fervife 

Aftir  the  cuftome  and  the  guife 

And  hoiie  church'is  ordinaunce  : 

And  aftir  that  to  dine  and  daunce 

Brought  were  we,  and  to  divers  plaies, 

And  for  our  fpede'ech  wight  praies, 

And  merry  was  both  moft  and  left, 

And  faid  amendid  was  the  feft, 

And  were  right  glad  lady  and  lord 

Of  the  marriage  and  th'  accord, 

And  wifhid  us  hert'is  plefaunce, 

In  joy  and  hele  continuaunce, 

And  to  the  minftrils  made  requeft 

That  in  encrefing  of  the  feft 

They  wouldin  touchin  ther  cordis, 

And  with  feme  new  joycux  accordis 

Ymcve  the  peple  to  gladnefle, 

And  praidin  of  all  gentilneffe 

Ech  to  painin  them  for  the  day 

To  {hew  his  cunning  and  his  play  : 

Tho  hegan  fowni»  mervelous, 

Entunid  with  accords  joyous, 

Round  about  and  in  all  the  tents, 

With  thoufandis  of  inftruments, 

That  every  wight  to  daunce  them  pained  J 

To  be  merry  was  none  that  fayned ; 

Which  fowne  me  troublid  in  my  flepe, 

That  fro  my  bed  anone  I  lepe, 

Wening  to  have  be  at  the  feft, 

But  when  I  woke  all  was  yfeft, 

For  there  n'as  lady  ne  creture, 

Save  on  the  wals  old  portraiteur 

Of  horfmen,  haukis,  and  houndis, 

Arid  hurt  dcsrc  all  full  of  woundis, 


Some  like  bittin,  fome  hurt  w"ith  {hot, 
And  as  my  dreme  femcd  that  was  not;  ' 
And  when  I  wake  and  knew  the  trouth, 
^\nd  ye  had  feen,  of  very  routh 
I  trow  ye  would  have  wept  a  weke, 
For  nevir  man  yet  halfe  fo  feke 
Iwent  efcapid  with  the  life, 
And  was  for  fault  that,  fword  ne  knife 
I  find  ne  might  my  life  t*  abridge, 
Ne  thing  that  kervid  ne  had  edge, 
Wherewith  I  might  my  wofull  pains 
Have  voidid  with  bleding  of  vains. 
Lo,  here  my  blifle  !  lo,  heremypaine! 
Which  to  my  lady'  I  do  complaine, 
And  grace  and  mercy  her  requere 
To.  end  my  wo  and  bufie  fere, 
And  me  accept  to  her  fervife, 
And  to  her  fervice  in  fuch  wife, 
That  of  my  Dreme  thefubftauncc 
Might  turnin  once  to  cognifauncc, 
And  cognifaunce  to  very  preve, 
By  full  confent  and  by  gode  leve  ; 
Or  els  withoutin  more  I  pray 
That  this  fame  night  or  it  be  day 
I  mote  unto  my  Dreme  retourne, 
And  fleping  fo  forthe  aie  fojourno 
Aboutin  the  yle  of  plefaunce 
Undir  my  ladie's  obeifaunce, 
In  her  fervice,  and  in  fuch  wife 
As  it  plefe  her  may  to  devife, 
And  grace  onis  to  be  accept 
Like  as  I  dremid  when  I  flept, 
And  dure  a  thoufand  yere  and  ten 
In  her  gode  will.  Amen,  Amen  ! 


Fairift  of  faire,  and  godelylft  on  livef 
All  my  fecre  to  you  I  plaine  and  {hrive, 
Requiring  grace,  and  of  my  fore  complaint 
To  be  be  helid  or  martirid  as  a  faint, 
For  by  my  trouth  I  fwere,  and  by  this  boke, 
Ye  may  both  hele  and  fle  me  with  a  loke. 

Go  forth,  mine  owne  true  hert  innocent, 
And  with  humblenefie  do  thine  obfervaunce, 
And  to  thy  lady  on  thy  knees prefent 
Thy  fervice  new,  and  think  howgrete  plefaunce 
It  is  to  live  undir  the  obeifaunce 
Of  her  which  that  may  with  her  lokis  fofc 
Give  the  the  blifle  that  thou  defirift  oft. 

Be  diligent,  awake,  obey,  and  dredc, 
And  be  not  wild  of  thy  covmtinaunce, 
But  meke  and  glad,  and  thy  nature  yfede 
To  do  ech  thing  that  may  her  doe  plefaunce  ; 
When  thou  malt  flepe  have  aie  in  remembrauacc 
Th1  image  of  her  which  may  with  lokis  loft 
Give  the  the  blifle  that  thou  defirift  oft. 

And  if  fo  be  that  thou  her  name  find 
Writtin  in  boke,  or  ellis  upon  wall, 
Loke  that  thou  do,  asfervaunt  true  and  kind, 
Thine  obeifaunce  as  {he  were  therevvithall ; 
Fayning  in  love  is  breding  of  a  fall 
From  the  grace*  of  her  whofe  lokis  foft 
May  give  the  blifle  that  thou  defirift  oft. 

Yc  which  that  this  ballade  yredin  {hall 
I  pray  you  that  you  kepc  you  fro  the  fal}. 
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7  HAVE  grete  wonder,  by  this  ligh^, 
How  that  I  lyve,  for  day  ne  night 
I  maye  not  flepin  welny  nought ; 
I  have  fo  many'  an  ydle  thought, 
Purely  for  the  defaute  of  flepe, 
That  by  my  trouth'I  take  no  kepe 
Of  nothing  howe  it  cometh  or  gothe, 
Ne  me  n'ys  nothing  lefe  nor  lothe ; 
Al  is  iliche  gode  to  me 
Joye  or  forowe  where  fo  it  be, 
For  I  have  felinge  in  nothing, 
But  as  it  were  a  mafid  thing 
Al  day  in  pointe  to  fall  adoun, 
For  forowful  ymaginacioun 
Is  alway  wholy  in  my  minde. 

And  well  ye  wote  that  againfte  kinde 
It  were  to  livin  in  this  wife, 
For  nature  ne  wolde  not  fuffife 
Unto  none  erthy  creature 
Not  longe  tyme  to  endure 
Withoutin  flepe  and  be  in  forowe, 
And  I  ne  may  ne  night  ne  morowe 
Slepin,  and  this  melancolye 
And  drede  I  havin  for  to  die  ; 
Defaute  of  flepe  add  hevineffe 
Hath  flaine  my  fpirite  of  quicknefle. 
That  I  have  loft  al  luftihed  ; 
Soche  famafies  ben  in  mine  hed 
So  I  n'ot  what  is  beft  to  do  : 
But  men  might  afkin  me  whi  fo 
I  may  not  flepe,  and  what  me  is  ? 

But  natheles  who  afkith  thys 
Lefeth  his  afkyng  trewily  ; 
My  felvin  can  not  telling  why 
The  fothe,  but  trewly,  as  I  geffe, 
I  holde  it  be  a  fikenefie 

*  By  the  perfon  of  a  mourning  knigkt  fitting  under 
an  oakj  is  meant  John  of  Gaunt,  Duke  of  Lancaster, 
greatly  lamenting  the  deth  of  one  wnom  lie  entirely  lo 
ved,  fuppofedto  be  Blanch  the  Datchefr.  (/rr>. 


That  I  have  fuffrid  this  eyght  yere, 

And  yet  my  bote  is  ner  the  nere, 

For  there  is  phificien  but  one 

That  may  me  hele  ;  but  that  is  done  j 

Paflin  we  ovir  until  ^fte  ; 

That  wil  not  be  mote  nedes  be  lefte  : 

Our  firft  matir  is  gode  to  kepe. 

So  whan  fawe  i  might  not  flepe 
Til  now  of  late  this  othir  night 
Upon  my  bedde  I  fate  upright, 
And  bade  on^  rechtn  me  a  boke, 
A  romaunce  and  it  me  toke 
To  rede,  and  drive  the  night  away ; 
For  why  ?  me  thought  it  betir  play 
Than  play  either  at  cheffe  or  tables. 

And  in  this  boke  were  writtin  fables 
That  clerkis  had  in  olde  time 
And  other  poetes  put  in  rhime 
To  rede,  and  for  to  be  in  minde, 
While  men  lovid  the  lawe  of  kinde  : 
This  boke  ne  fpake  but  of  fochc  thinges 
Of  quenis  livis  and  of  kinges, 
And  many  othir  thingis  fmale  ; 
Amonge  al  this  I  fond  a  tale 
Whiche  that  me  thought  a  wondir  thing. 

This  was  the  tale.  There  was  a  king 
That  hight  Ceix,  and  had  a  wife 
The  beft  that  mightin  berin  lyfe, 
And  this  queue"  hight  Alcyone  ; 
So  it  befil  thereaftir  fone 
This  king  wol  wendin  ovir  fe  : 
To  tellin  fhortly  whan  that  he 
Was  in  the  fe  thus  in  this  wife 
Soche  a  tempeft  began  to  ryfe 
That  brake  ther  mafte  and  made  it  fal, 
And  clefte  ther  fhip  and  dreint  'hem  al, 
That  nevir  was  founde,  as  it  telles, 
Ne  borde  ne  man?  ne  nothing  elles  : 
Right  thus  this  king  ylofte  his  life. 

Nowe  for  to  fpekin  of  his  wife, 
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This  ladic  that  was  icftc  at  home 

Hath  vvondir  that  the  kinge  ne  come 

Home,  for  it  was  a  longv1  terme; 

Anone  her  herte  began  to  yerne, 

And  for  that  her  thought  tvirmo 

It  was  not  wcle,  her  thoughtin  fo, 

She  longid  fo  aftir  the  king, 

That  certes  it  were  a  pitous  thing 

To  tell  her  hertely  fdroxvful  lyfe 

Whiche  that  fhe  had  this  noble  wife, 

For  him  fhe  lovid  aldirbeft ; 

Anon  fhe  fent'both  eft  and  weft 

To  feke  him  but  they  Fbande  him  nought. 

Alas  (quod  fhe)  that  I  was  wrought ! 
And  where  my  lorde  my  love  be  ded 
Certis  I  n'yl  nevir  ete  brtd, 
1  make  a  vowe  to  my  God  here, 
But  I  mowe  of  rny  lorde  here. 

Soch  forowe  this  lady  to  her  tokej 
That  trewly  I,  that  made  this  hoke, 
Yhad  foche  pite  and  foche  routhe 
To  rede  her  forowe,  that  by  my  trouthe 
I  farid  the  worfe  al  the  morowe 
Aftir  to  thinkin  on  her  forowe. 

So  whan  that  fhe  cotide  here  no  worde 
That  no  man  myghtin  finde  her  lorde 
Ful  ofte  fhe  fwouned,  and  faide  Alas  1 
I7or  forow  ful  nigh  wode  fhe  was, 
Ne  flie  ne  coude  no  rtde  but  one, 
But  downe  on  knees  fhe  fate  anone 
And  wept,  that  pitie  was  to  here. 

A  !  mercy,  my  fvvete  lady  dere  ! 
Quod  fhe  to  Juno,  her  goddeffe, 
Helpith  me  but  of  this  diftreffe, 
And  yeve  me  grace  my  lorde  to  fe 
Sonc,  or  to  wete  where  fo  he  be, 
Or  howe  he  fareth,  or  in  what  wife, 
And  I  fhal  make  you  facrifice, 
And  wholly  yours  become  I  fhal, 
With  gode  wil,  body,  herte,  and  al ; 
And  but  thou  woke  this,  lady  fwete 
Sendin  me  grace  to  flepe,  and  mete 
In  my  flepe  fome  certaine  fwevin 
Where  through  that  I  may  knowe  evin 
Whethir  my  lorde  be  cjuicke  or  ded 

With  that  worde  fhe  hinge  down  thehed, 
And  fel  in  a  fwonne  as  colde  as  ftone  ; 
Her  women  caught  her  up  anone, 
And  broughtin  her  in  bed  al  naked, 
And  fhe  for  wepid  and  forwaked 
Was  wery,  and  thus  the  ded  flepe 
Yfel  on  her  or  fhe  toke  kepe, 
Through  Juno  that  had  herde  her  bone, 
That  madin  her  to  flepe  fone  ; 
For  as  fhe  praide  right  fo  was  don 
In  dede,  for  Juno  right  anon 
Ycallid  thus  her  meffangere 
To  do'  her  eraunde,  and  he  come  nere  : 
Whan  he  was  come  fhe  bad  him  thus; 

Go  bet  (quod  Juno)  to  Morpheus, 
Thou  knoweft  him  wel,  the  god  of  Slepe  ; 
Nowe  underftande  wel,  and  take  kepe, 
Say  thus  on  my  behalfe,  that  he 
Co  faft  into  the  prcti  fe. 
VOL,  I. 


And  bid  him  that  on  alii-  thingf* 
He  take  up  Ceix  body  the  kinge, 
That  lieth  ful  pale  and  nothinge  rody ; 
Byd  him  crepin  into  the  body, 
And  do  it  gone  to  Alcyone 
The  quene,  there  fhe  lyith  alone, 
And  fhewe  her  fhortely*  it  is  no  nay 
Howe  it  was  dreint  this  othir  day, 
And  do  the  body  fpeke  right  fo 
Right  as  it  was  wonnid  to  do 
The  whilis  that  it  was  alyve  : 
Goith  nowe  faft,  and  hye  the  blive. 

This  meffanger  toke  leve  and  went 
Upon  his  vyay,  and  nevre'  he  ftente 
Tyl  he  came  to  the  darke  valey 
That  ftante  betwixt  in  rokis  twey, 
There  nevir  yet  grewe  corne  ne  gras, 
Ne  tre,  ne  nothing  that  ought  was, 
Ne  beft  na  man,  ne  nothing  elies, 
Save  that  there  werin  a  fewe  welles 
Came  renning  fro  the  clyffes  adowne 
That  made  a  dedly  flcpinge  fbwne, 
And  rennin  downe  right  by  a  ca  v& 
That  was  undir  a  rocke  ygrave 
Amyd  the  valey  wondir  depe 
There  as  thefe  goddts  lay  aflepe, 
Morpheus  and  Eclympafteyre, 
That  was  the  god  of  Slep'is  heire, 
That  flepte  and  did  none  othir  weike. 

This  cave  y  was  alfo  as  derke 
As  hel  pitte  ;  ovir  all  aboute 
They  had  gode  leyfire  for  to  route 
To  vye  who  mightin  flepe  beft ; 
Some  hinge  ther  chinne  upon  ther  breft, 
And  flepte  upright  ther  hedyhed, 
And  fome  lay  nakid  in  ther  bed, 
Arid  fleptin  whiles  their  dayia  laft. 

This  meffaunger  come  renning  faft, 
And  cried,  Ho,  ho  !  awake  anone  ! 
It  was  for  naught ;  there  herde  him  none; 
Awake,  (quod  he)  who  iyith  there  ? 
And  blewe  his  home  right  in  ther  ere, 
And  cried  Awakith  '  wondir  hie. 

This  god  of  Slepe  with  his  one  eye 
Caft  up,  and  afked  Who  clcpith  there  ? 
It  am  I,  (quod  this  meffangere ") 
Juno  bade  that  thou  fhouidift  gone, 
And  toldin  him  what  he  mould  done 
As  I  have  tolde  you  here  before, 
It  is  no  nede  reherfe  it  more, 
And  wente  his  way  whan  he  had  finds. 
Anone  this  god  of  Slepe  abraide 
Out  of  his  flepe  and  gan  to  go, 
And  did  as  he  had  bidde  him  do ; 
He  toke  up  the  ded  body  fone, 
And  bare  it  forthe  to  Alcyone 
His  wife,  the  qucne,  there  as  fhe  hy, 
Right  even  a  quartir  before  day, 
And  ftode  right  at  her  bcdd'is  fetr, 
And  callid  her  right  as  fhe  hete 
By  name,  and  faid  ;  My  fwete  wife  ! 
Awake,  let  be  your  forowful  lyfe, 
For  in  your  forow  there  lyth  no  rede, 
For  ccrtes,  fwcts  love  !  I  am  but  dede  ; 
Hh 
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Ye  fhall  me  ner  oi>  iyve  yfc  : 

But,  gode  fwete  herte  !  I  praye  that  ye 

Bury  my  body ;  foche  a  tide 

Ye  mowe  it  mAe  the  fe  bcfide  : 

And  farewel  fwete  !  my  world'isblifie  I 

I  pray  that  God  your  forowe  lyffe  : 

To  lytel  while  our  blifle  ylafteth. 

With  that  her  eyin  up  fhe  cafteth, 
And  fawe  fraught .  Alas !  for  forowe 
She  died  whhin  the  thirde  morowe. 

But  what  fhe  faid  more  in  that  fwowe 
I  may  nat  tellin  you  as  nowe  f 
ft  were  to  lor»ge  for  to  dwel : 
My  firft  maters  1  wil  you  tel 
Wherforc  I  have  ytolde  this  thinge 
Of  .rUeyone  and  G"ix  the  kinge. 

For  0iis  moche  dare  1  fay  in.  well, 
I  had-be  dolvin  eveiidel, 
And  ded,  right  through  defaute  of  flepcr 
Yf  I  ne  had  red  and  take  kepe 
Of  this  ilke  talc  next  before, 
And  I  wil  tellin  you  wherfore, 
For  1  ne  might  for  bote  ne  bale 
Siepin  or  I  had  redde  this  tale 
Of  this  ^dreinte  Ceix  the  kinge,.  ,     . 
And  of  the  goddis  of  Slepinge,. 

Whan  I  had  red  this  tale  wele, 
And  ovirloked  it  everidele, 
Me  thought  wondir  if  it  were  fo, 
For  I  had  ner  herde  fpeke  or  tho 
Of  no  gpddis  that  couldin  make 
Men  for  to  flepe  ne  for  to  wake, 
And  I  ne  knewe  ner  God  but  one,. 
And  in  my.  game  I  faid  anone, 
(And  yet  me  lyfl  right  il  to  pley) 
Rather  than  that  I  fhuldin  dey 
Thorough  defiute  ol  fl.r ii;ge  thus 
I  woldin  gyve  thiike  Morpheus, 
Or  that  goddeffe  bight  Dame  Juno, 
Of  fome  wight  els,  I  ne  rought  who,. 
To  make  me  flepe  and  have  fome  reft 
T  will  give  him  the  akhir  bell 
Yefte  that  er  he  abode  his  ly-ve 
And  hereonwasde  right  now  as  blyve, 
If  he  well  make  me  flepe  a  lite, 
Of  downe  of  pure  dovis  white 
I  wol  yeve  him  a  fethir  bed 
Rayid  with  gpld,  and  right  wel  cled 
In  fine  blacke  fattin  doutremere,. 
And  many'  a  pilowe',  and  every  here 
Of  clothe  of  Raines-  to  flepe  on  fofre, 
Him  there  not  ne'de  toturnin  ofte; 
And  I  wol  yeve  him  ai  that  falles 
To  his  charabre  and  to  hishalk-s, 
1  wol  do  painte  rhem  with  pare  golde, 
Andtapite  'hem  ful  manyfoide; 
Of  one  fute  this  lhal  he  yhavc, 
If  that  I  wifie  where  were  his  cave, 
If  he  can  make  me  flepin  fone, 
As  did  the»goddefie  Qncnc  Alcyone  ; 
And  thus  this-  ylke  god  Morpheus 
May  winnin  of  me  mo  fees  thus 
Than  er  he  waiine  ;  and  to  Juno 
That  'is  his  goddefle  I  fhali  fo  do, 


I  trowe  that  fhe  fhal  holde  her  paid?, 

I  had  unneth  that  worde  ifaider 
Right  thus  as  \  have  toldin  you, 
Than  fodeinly,  I  ne  wifte  howe, 
Soche  a  lufte  anoue  me  ytoke 
To  flepe,  that  right  upon  my  bokc 
I  fel  aflepe,  and  therwith  even 
Me  mette  fo  inly  foche  a  fweven, 
S:>  wondirfull,  that  nevir  yet 
I  trowe  no  man  ne  had  the  wit 
To  connin  wel  my  fwevin  rede, 

No,  nought  Jofeph  withoutin  dredt 
Of  Egypt,  he  which  that  rad  fo 
The  king'is  metingc  Pharao, 
No  more  than  coude  the  lefte  of  us,. 

Ne  nat  fcarfly  Macrobeus, 
He  that  wrote  al  the'  avifion 
Whiche  that  he  met  Kinge  Scipion, 
The  noble  man,  the  Affrican, 
Soche  mervailiis  fortunid  than 
I  trowe,  arede  my  dremis  even  ; 
Lo  !  thus  it  was,  this  was  my  fweven  : 

Me  thoughtin  thus,  that  it  was  Maye, 
And  in  the  dawning  there  I  lay 
Me  met  thus  in  my  bed  al  naked, 
And  lokid  forthe,  for  I  was  waked 
WithTmal    foulis  a  gret  hepe, 
That  had  afraied  me'  out  of  my  flepe 
Through  noife  and  fwetnefle  of  ther  fonge ; 
And  as  me  met  they  fate  amonge 
Upon  my  chambre  rofe  without, 
Upon  the  tyles  ovre'  al  about, 
And  everiche  fonge  in  his  wife 
The  mofte  fwete  and  folempne  fervife 
By  note  that  evir  man  I  trowe 
Had  herde,  for  fome  of  'hem  fonge  lowe, 
Some  high,  and  al  of  one  accorde  : 
To  tellin  fhortly,  at  o  worde, 
Was  nevir  herde  fo  fwete  a  fteven, 
But  it  had  be  a  thinge  of  heven, 
So  merie'  a  fowne,  fo  fwete  entunes, 
That  certis  for  the  towne  of  Tewnes 
I  n'olde  but  I  had  herde  'hem  finge, 
For  al  my  chambre  gan  to  ringe 
Through  fmging  of  ther  harmony, 
For  inftrument  nor  melody 
Was  no  where  herde  yet  halfe  fo  fwete, 
Nor  of  acorde  halfe  fo  mete, 
For  there  was  none  of  'hem  that  fained 
To  finge,  for  e'che  of  'hem  him  pained 
To  finde  out  many  crafty  notes, 
They  ne  yfparid  nat  ther  throtes  ; 
And,  foth  to'faine,  my  chambre  was 
rul  wel  dcpaintid,  and  with  glas 
Were  al  the  windovves  wel  yglafed 
Ful  clere,  and  nat  an  hole  ycrafed, 
That  to  beholde  it  was  grete  joy, 
For  wholly  al  the  flory'  of  Troy 
Was  in  the  glaifmge  y  wrought  thust 
Of  Hedor  and  Kinge  Priamus, 
Achilles  and  Kinge  Lamedon, 
And  eke  Medea  and  Jafon, 
Of  Paris,  Heleine  and  .Lavine  ; 
And  all  the  walks  with  colours  fine 
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Were  paintid,  bothe  texte  and  glofe, 
And  al  The  Romuunte  of  the  Rofe  : 
My  wyndowes  werin  ftiet  ech  one, 
And  through  the  glafie  the  funne  yfhone 
Upon  my  bed  with  bright  bemis, 
With  many  glad  gildy  ftremis  5 
And  eke  the  welkin  was  fo  faire, 
Blewe,  bright,  and  clere,  ywas  the  ayre^ 
And  ful  attempre',  in  fothe  it  was, 
For  neithir  colde  ne  hote  it  n'as, 
Ne'  in  al  the  welkin  was  no  clowde. 

And  as  I  lay  thus,  wondir  lowde 
Me  thought  I  herde  an  huntir  blowe 
T'  aflay  hi*  gret  home,  and  to  knowe 
Whethre'  it  was  clere  or  horfe  of  fowne ; 

And  I  herde  goynge  up  and  downe 
Men,  horfis,  houndes,  and  othir  thinge, 
And  al  men  fpekin  of  huntinge, 
How  they  wolde  fle  the  harte  with  ftrength. 
And  how  the  harte  had  upon  length 
So  moche  enbofed,  I  n'ot  nowe  what. 

Anon  right  whan  I  herdin  that, 
How  that  they  wolde  on  huntinge  gone^ 
I  was  right  glad,  and  up  anone 
1  toke  my  horfe ,x  and  forth  I  wentc 
Out  of  chambre  ;  I  nevir  ftente 
Tyl  I  come  to  the  felde  without, 
There  ovirtoke  I  a  grete  rout 
Of  huntirs  and  of  forefters, 
And  many  relaies  and  limers, 
That  hied  'hem  to  the  foreft  faftj 
And  I  with  'hem  :  fo  at  the  laft 
I  afldd  one  lad,  a  lymere, 
Say,  felowe,  who  fhal  huntin  here  ? 
(Quod  I)  and  he  anfwered  ayen, 
Sir,  the  Emperour  Oclonyen, 
(Quod  he)  and  he  is  here  fafte  by. 

A  goddes  halfe,  in  gode  tyme,  (quod  I) 
Than  go  we  faft,  and  gan  to  ride  : 
Whan  we  come  to  the  foreft  fide 
Every  man  ydyd  right  fone 
As  unto  huntinge  fel  to  done. 

The  maiflir  hunte  anone  fqte  hote 
With  his  clere  home  yblewe  thremote 
At  the  uncouplinge  of  his  houndis. 
Within  awhile  the  harte  founde  is : 
I  halowed  and  rechafid  faft  IT?  »\ 

A  longe  time  :  and  fo  at  the  laft 
This  harte  roufid  and  ftale  away 
Fro  al  the  houndes  a  privy  way. 

The  houndes  had  ovirfhot  him  all^ 
And  were  on  a  defaulte  yfal, 
Therwith  the  hont  full  wondir  faft 
Yblewe  a  forloyn  at  the  lafte  : 
I  was  go  waikid  fro  my  tre, 
And  as  I  went  there  came  by  me 
'A  whelpe,  that  fawned  me  as  I  ftodc, 
That  had  folowed  and  coude  no  gode ; 
It  came  and  crepte  to  me  as  lowe, 
Right  as  it  had  me  wele  yknowe, 
Helde  down  his  hed  and  joyned  his  eres, 
And  laide  al  fmothe  adowne  his  heres. 

I  wolde  have  caught  it  up  anone  ; 
It  fled,  and  was  fro  me  ygonc  ; 


As  I  folowed  and  it  forth  went, 

Downe  by  a  floury  grene  it  went 

Ful  thick  of  grafle  ful  fofte  and  fwctc, 

With  flouris  fele  fare  undir  fete, 

And  lytil  ufed,  it  femid  thus, 

For  bothe  Flora  and  Zephyrus, 

They  two  that  makin  flouris  gro we, 

Had  made  ther  dwelling  there  I  trowc, 

For  it  was  on  for  to  beholde 

As  though  the  erthe  there  envye  wolde 

To  be  gayir  than  is  the  heven, 

To  havin  mo  flouris  foche  feven 

As  in  the  welkin  fterris  be, 

It  had  forget  the  povirte 

Of  Wintir,  through  his  colde  morowes 

That  made  it  fuffre,  and  his  forowcs 

All  was  forieten,  and  that  was  fene, 

For  all  the  wode  was  woxin  grene, 

Swetneffe  ef  dewe  had  made'it  wax£. 

It  is  no  nede  eke  for  to  axe 
Where  there  were  many  grene  greves, 
Or  thicke  of  trees  fo  ful  of  kves, 
And  every  tree  ftode  by  him  felve 
Fro  othir  wel  ten  fote  or  twelve, 
So  grete  trees  and  fo  huge  of  ftrength, 
Of  fourty'  or  fifthy  fadome  length, 
All  clene  withoutin  bowe  or  fticke, 
With  croppis  brode,  and  eke  as  thicke; 
They  werin  not  an  ynche  afondcr, 
That  it  was  fhadde  ovir  all  under; 
And  many'  an  hart  and  many*  an  hinde 
Was  both  before  me  and  behinde, 
Of  fawnis,  fowirs,  buckis,  does, 
Was  ful  the  wodde,  and  many  iocs, 
And  many  fquirrilis,  that  fete 
Ful  high  upon  the  trees  and  etc, 
And  in  ther  manir  madin  feftes  : 
Shortly,  it  was  fo  ful  of  bcftes 
That  though  Argus  the  nobie  coiintour 
Yfate  to  rekin  in  his  countbur, 
And  rekin  with  his  figures  ten, 
For  by  tho  figures  newe  al  ken 
If  they  be  crafty,  reken  and  nombr e, 
And  tel  of  every  thing  the  nombre, 
Yet  fhulde  he  faile  to  rekin  even 
The  wpnders  me  met  in  my  fwevcn  : 
But  forthe  I  romed  right  wondir  fafte 
Downe  through  the  wode ;  fo  at  the  lafte 
I  was  ware  of  a  man  in  blacke, 
That  fate,  and  had  yturned  his  backe 
Unto  an  ooke  and  huge  tre  ; 
Lord !  tho  thought  I,  who  may  that  be  ? 
What  eylith  him  to  fittin  here  ? 
And  anon  right  I  went  him  nere; 
Than  founde  1  fitte  evin  upright 
A  wondir  faire  welfaring  knight, 
By  the  manir  me  thoughtin  fo 
Of  gode  mokil,  right  yonge  therto, 
Of  the*  age  of  foure-and-twenty  yere, 
Upon  his  berde  but  litil  here, 
And  he  was  cluthid  al  in  blacke  ; 
I  ftalkid  even  unto  his  backe ; 
And  there  I  ftode  as  ftil  as  ought, 
The  fothe  to  fay  he  faw  me  nought;    . 

H  h.  ij 
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For  why  ?  he  hinge  his  hcd  adowne, 
And  with  a  dedly  forowful  fowne 
He  made  of  rime  ten  vcrfes  or  twelve 
Of  a  complainte  unto  himfelve, 
The  mofte  pite  and  th«  mofl  routhe 
That  evir  I  herde,  for  by  trouthc 
It  was  grete  wondir  that- Nature 
Might  fuffre  any  creature 
To  have  foche  forow'  and  he  not  dcd  ; 
Ful  pitous  pale,  and  nothing  red, 
He  laid  a  lay,  a  manir  fonger 
Withoutin  note,  withoutin  fonge, 
And  was  this,  for  ful  wel  I  can 
Reherfe  it ;  right  thus  it  began  : 

I  have  of /brrowe  fo  giete  wone, 
That  joye  ne  get  I  nevir  none, 
Nowe  that  I  le  my  lady  bright, 
Which  I  have  loved  with  all  my  might, 
Is  fro  me  ded,  and  is  agone, 
And  thus  in  forowe'  lefte  me  alone  : 
Alas  !  o  Dethe  !  what  eylith  the 
That  thou  n'oldift  have  takin  me 
Whan  that  thou  toke  my  lady  fwete  ? 
Of  all  godenes  {he  had  none  mete, 
That  was  fp  faire,  fo  frefhe,  fo  fre, 
So  gode,  that  men  may  wel  yfe. 

Whan  he  had  made  thus  his  complainte 
His  forowful  hert  gan  faft  fainte, 
And  his  fpiritis  wexin  dede, 
The  blode  was  fledde  for  pure  drede 
Downe  to  .his  herte  to  makin  him  warme, 
For  wel  it  feled  the  herte  had  harme, 
To  wete  eke  why  it  was  adradde, 
By  kinde,  and  for  to  make  it  gladde, 
For  it  is  membre  principal 
Of  tne  body,  and  that  made  al 
His  hewe  ychaunge,  and  wexin  grefle 
And  pale  for  there  no  blode  is  fene 
Within  no  manir  lymme  of  his. 

Anon  therwith,  whan  I  fawe  this, 
He  farde  thus  yvil  there  he  fete, 
I  went  and  ftode  right  at  his  fete, 
And  grette  him,  but  he  (pake  right  nought 
But  arguid  with  his  owne  thought, 
And  in  hiswitte  difputid  fafte 
Bothe  why  and  howe  his  lyfe  might  lafle, 
Him  thought  his  fcrowes  were  fo  fmerte, 
And  lay  Jo  colde  upon  his  herte. 

So  through  his  forowe'  and  holy  thought 
Made  him  that  he  ne  horde  me  nought, 
For  he  had  welnye  loft  his  minde, 
Though  Pan,  that  men  clepe  god  of  Kinde 
Were  for  his  forcwes  ner  ib  wrothe. 

But  at  the  laft,  to  faine  right  fothe, 
He  was  ware  of  me  howe  I  Itode 
Before  him  and  did  of  my  hode, 
And  had  gret  him  as  I  bed  coudc 
Debonairly  and  nothing  loucle  ; 
He  faid,  1  pray  the  he  not  wrothe, 
1  herde  the  not,  to  faine  the  fothe, 
Ne  I  fawe  the  not,  Sir,  tritely. 

Ah,  gode  Sir  !  tho  no  force  (quod  T) 
I  am  right  fory'  if  I  have  pught 
Diflroublid  you  out  of  your  thought ;  . 


Forieve  me  if  I  have  myffetakc, 

Yes,  the  amendes  is  light  to  make,. 
(Quod  he)  for  there  lithe  non  therto  • 
There  is  nothing  miffaide  nor  do. 

Lo  howe  godely  ylpake  this  knight, 
As  it  had  be  anothir  wight, 
And  made  it  ncithir  tough  ne  queint ! 
And  I  fawe  that,  and  gan  me'  aqueint 
With  him,  and  founde  him  fo  tretable, 
Right  wondir  flcylful  and  tefo'nable, 
As  me  thoughtin,  for  all  his  bale, 
Anon  right  I  gan  finde  a  tale 
To  him,  to  loke  where  I  might  ought 
Have  more  knowleging  of  his  thought. 

Sir,  (quod  I)  this  game  is  ydonc, 
I  holde  that  this  hart  be  ygone, 
Thefehuntis  can  him  no  where  fe. 

I  do  no  force  therof,  (quod  he) 
My  thought  is  theron  ner  a  dele. 
By'  our  Lorde  (quod  1)  I  trowe  you  wcl<rr 
Right  fo  me.thinkith  by  your  chere  ; 
But,  Sir,  o  thing  wollin  ye  here  ? 
Me  thinketh  in  gret  forowe'  I  you  fe, 
But  certis,  Sir,  and  if  that  ye 
Wolde  aught  difcovir  me  your  wo 
I  wolde,  as  wife  God  helpe  me  fo, 
Amende  it  if  I  can  or  may, 
Ye  mowin  prove  it  by  aflay, 
For  by  my  trouthe,  to  make  you  whole'   . 
1  wol  do  al  my  powir  whole  ; 
And  telleth  me  of  your  fbrowes  fmert, 
Paraunter  it  may  efe  your  herte. 
That  femeth  ful  fyke  undir  your  fide» 

With  that  he  loked  on  me  afide, 
As  who  faithe  nay,  that  n'yl  not  be. 

Graunt  mercy,  my  gode  frende!  (quod he) 
I  thanke  the  that  thou  woldift  fo, 
But  it  may  ner  the  rather  be  do  ; 
No  man  ne  may  my  forowe  glade, 
That  maketh  my  hewe  to  fal  and  fade, 
And  hath  myn  underftanding  lorne, 
That  me  is  we  that  1  was  borne  : 
May  nought  make  my  forowis  flyde, 
Not  all  the  rem'edies  of  Ovide, 
Ne  Orpheus,  god  of  Melodic, 
Ne  Dzedalus,  with  his  playes  five, 
Ne  hele  me  may  no  phyficien, 
Nought  Hippocrates  ne  Galen ; 
Me'  is  wo  that  I  live  houris  twelve ; 
But  whofo  wol  affaye  him  felvc 
Whether  his  hert  can  have  pite 
Of  any  forowe  let  him  fe  me, 
T  wretche,  that  dethe  hath  made  al  nakee. 
Of  al  the  bliffe  that  er  was  maked, 
I  wrothe,  the  werfte  of  alle  wightes, 
That  hate  my  dayis  and  my  nightes ; 
My  lyfe,  my  luftis,  be  me  lothe,  _, 

For  alle  fare  and  I  be  wrothe  ; 
The  pure  deth  is  fo  ful  my  foe 
That  I  wolde  die  it  \vil  not  foe, 
For  whan  I  folowe'  it  it  wil  flyf, 
I  wold  have  him  it  n'il  not  me  ;. 
And  this  is  pain?  withoutin  reder 
Ahvay  dy ingc  and  be  r.ot  dede, 
< 
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That  SIfyphus  that  lyeth  in  hel 
J4ay  may  not  of  more  forowe  tel ; 
And  who  fo  wills  al,  by  my  trouthe, 
Al  my  forowe,  but  he  hadde  routhc 
And  pyte  of  my  forowes  fmerte 
That  man  yhath  a  fendely  herte, 
For  whofo  fecth  me  firft  on  morowe 
May  fayne  that  he  hath  met  with  Sorowe, 
For  I  am  Sorowe',  and  Sorowe'  is  I, 
Alas  !  and  I  wyl  tel  the  why, 
My  forowe'  is  tournid  to  playnyng, 
And  al  my  laughtir  to  weping, 
My  glad  thoughtis  to  hevineffe, 
In  travaile  is  myn  ydleneffe, 
And  eke  my  reft,  my  vvele  is  wo, 
My  gode  is  harme,  and  evirmo 
In  wrathe  is  tournid  my  playning, 
And  my  delitc  in  forowing, 
Myn  hele  is  turned  into  fickeneffe, 
In  drede  is  al  my  fyckerneffe, 
To  derke  is  tumid  al  my  lyght, 
My  wytte  is  foly,  my  day  night, 
My  love  is  hate,  my  flepe  wakyng, 
My  mirth  and  melis  is  fafting, 
« My  countinaunce  is  nicete, 
And  al  abawed  where  fo  I  be, 
My  pece  is  pleding,  and  in  werre, 
Alas,  howe  might  I  fare  in  werre  ! 

My  boldenefle  is  turnid  to  fhanic, 
For  falfe  Fortune  hath  played  a  game 
At  cheffe  with  me,  alas  the  while  ! 
The  traytereffe  falfe  and  ful  of  gyle, 
That  al  behoteth  and  nothing  halte, 
.She  gothe  upright  and  yet  me  halte, 
That  baggith  foule  and  lokith  fayre, 
The  difpitous  and  debonaire, 
That  fcornith  many  a  creture ; 
An  ydole  of  falfe  pur traiture 
Is  fhe,  for  fhe  wol  fone  wryen  ; 
She  is  the  monftri's  hed  ywryen, 
As  filthe,  ovir  yftrowed  with  floures, 
Her  mofte.worihip,  and  her  flourcs, 
To  lyen,  for  that  is  her  nature, 
Withoutin  faith,  lawe,  or  mefurc, 
She  falfe  is,  and  evir  laughing 
With  one  eye,  and  that  othir  weping, 
That  is  brought  up  fhe  fet  al  downe  ; 
I  likin  her  to  the  fcorpiowne, 
That  is  a  falfe  and  flateryng  beft, 
For  with  his  hed  he  makith  feft, 
But  al  amyd  his  flatiringe 
With  his  taile  he  wil  forely  ftynge, 
And  envenim,  and  fo  wil  fhe  ; 
She  is  the  envious  Charite, 
That  is  aye  falfe  and  femith  wele, 
So  turnith  fhe  her  falfe  \vhele 
Aboute,  for  it  is  nothing  ftable, 
Nowe  by  the  fyre  nowe  at  the  table ; 
Ful  many'  one  hath  fhe  thus  ybknt ; 
She  isplaye  of  enchauntement, 
That  femith  one  and  is  not  fo  : 
The  falfe  thefe  what  hath  fhe  do 
Troweft  thou  ?  by'  our  Lorde  I  wil  the  fay. 
At  cheffe  with  me  fhe  gan  to  play,; 


With  her  falfe  draughtis  ful  divers 

She  ftale  on  me,  and  toke  my  fers ; 

And  whan  I  fawe  my  fers  away, 

Alas  !  I  couth  no  Icngir  play, 

But  fayid,  Farewel  fwete  !  ywis, 

And  farewel  al  that  er  there  is ; 

Therwith  Fortune  yfayid  Cheke  here, 

And  mate  inthe'mydpoyntof  the' checkers 

With  a  paune  errant.  Alas  ! 

Vul  craftyir  to  play  fhe  was 

Than  Athalus,  that  made  the  game 

Firft  of  the  cheffe,  fo  was  his  name ; 

But  God  wolde  I  had  ones  -or  twife 

Iconde  and  knowe  the  jeoperdife 

That  coude  the  Greke  Pythagores, 

I  fhulde  have  plaide  the  bet  at  ches, 

And  kept  my  fers  the  bet  therby ; 

And  though  wherto  ?  for  trewily 

I  holde  that  wifhe  not  worthe  a  ftre, 

It  had  be  ner  the  bet  for  me, 

For  Fortune  can  fo  many'  a  wyle 

Ther  be  but  fewe  can  her  begile, 

And  eke  fhe  is  the  laffe  to  blame, 

My  felfe  I  wolde  have  do  the  fame, 

Before  God,  had  I  ben  as  fhe, 

She  ought  the  more  excufid  be  ; 

For  this  I  fay  yet  more  therto, 

Had  1  be  God,  and  might  have  do 

My  wyl,  whan  (he  my  fers  ycaught 

I  wolde  have  drawen  the  fame  draught, 

For  al  fo  wife  <Jod  gyve  me  refte 

I  dare  wel  fwere  fhe  toke  the  befte, 

But  throughe  that  draught  I  have  ylorne 

My  blyffe,  alas  that  I  was  borne  ! 

For  evir  more  I  tt  owe  trevvly, 

For  al  my  wiJ,  my  Jufte  wholly 

Is  turne,  but  wote  ye  what  to  done  ? 

By'  our  Lorde  it  is  to  dyin  fone, 

For  nothinge  I  ne  Icve  it  nought 

But  lyve  and  dye  right  in  this  thought; 

There  n'ys  planet  in  firmamente, 

Ne'  in  ayre  ne'  in  erthe  none  elemente, 

That  they  ne  yeve  me'  a  yefte  echone 

Of  wepyng  whan  1  am  alone, 

For  whan  that  i  advife  me  vvele, 

And  bethinke  me  everydele 

How  that  there  lieth  in  rekininge 

In  my  ibrowis  for  nothinge, 

And  howe  there  livith  no  gladnefie 

May  gladdin  me  of  my  diftreffe, 

And  howe  I  have  lofle  fuffifauncc, 

And  therto  I  have  no  plefaunce, 

Than  may  I  fay  I  have  right  nought ; 

And  whan  al  this  falleth  in  my  thought, 

Alas  !  than  am  I  ovircome, 

For  that  is  dune  this  not  to  come  : 

I  have  more  forowe  than  Tantale. 

And  whan  I  herde  hini  tel  this  tala 
Thus  pitoufly  as  I  you  tell, 
UnnethJs  myght  I  lengir  dwell, 
It  did  myn  herte  fo  mochill  wo. 

A,  gode  Sir !  (quod  I)  fay  nat  fa, 
Have  fome  pite  on  your  nature, 
That  fourmid  you  to  a  creture^ 

Hh  iij 
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Remcmbrith  you  of  Socrates, 
For  he  ne  countith  not  thre  ftrees 
Of  nought  that  Fortune  coude  ydo. 

No,  (quod  he)  I  ne  can  not  fo. 
Why,  gode  Sir,  yes  parde,  (quod  I) 
Ne  fay  not  fo,  for  truily 
Though  ye  had  loft  the  ferfis  twelve, 
And  for  forowe  murdrid  your  felve, 
Ye  fhulde  be  dampnid  in  this  cafe, 
By  as  gode  right  as  Medea  was, 
That  flough  her  childrin  for  Jafon, 
And  Phyllis  for  Demophoon, 
That  hing  her  felf,  fo  welaway  I 
For  he  had  brokin  his  terme  day 
To  come  to  her.  Anothir  rage 
Had  Dido,  the  Quene  of  Carthage, 
That  flough  her  felf  for  ./Eneas 
"Was  falfe,  for  whiche  a  fole  fhe  was ; 
And  Echo  dyed  for  Narciffus 
Ne  wolde  nat  love  her;  and  right  thus 
Hath  many'  an  othirfoly  done, 
And  for  Dalila  died  Sampfone, 
That  floughe  him  felfe  with  a  pilere ; 
But  there  is  no  man  alive  here 
Wolde  for  ther  fcris  make  this  wo. 

Whyfo?   (quod  he)  it  is  not  fo, 
Thou  woteft  ful  lytil  what  thou  meneft, 
For  I  have  lofte  more  than  thou  weneft. ' 
And  ho  we  may  that  ybe  ?  (quod  I) 
Gode  Sir,  tellith  me  al  wholly 
In  what  wife,  howe,  why,  and  wherfore, 
That  ye  have  thus  your  bliffe  ylore. 

Blithely,  (quod  he ;)  come,  fit  the  doun ; 
I  tel  the  on  condicioun 
Thou  Ihalte  wholly  with  all  thy  wit 
Db  thyne  entente  to  herkin  it. 

Yes,  Sir.  Than  fwere  thy  trouthe  therto, 
Gladly  to  holdin  the  hereto. 
I  Ihal  right  blithe,  fo  God  me  fave, 
Wholly  with  all  the  witte  I  have 
Here  you  as  wel  as  er  I  can. 
A  Godde's  halfe,  '(quod  he)  and  began. 

Sir,  (quod  he)  fithins  firfte  I  couthe 
Have  any  manir  witte  fro  youthe, 
©f  kindily  underftandinge 
To  comprehende  in  any  thinge 
What  love  was  in  mine  owhe  wit, 
Dredileffe  I  have  evir  yet 
Be  tributary  and  yeve  rente 
To  Love  wholly,  with  gode  entente, 
And  through  plefaunce  become 'his  thral 
With  gode  wil,  body,  herte,  arid  al ; 
Al  this  I  put  in  his  fervage 
As  to  my  lorde,  and  dyd  homage; 
And  full  devoutly'  I  praide  hym  tho 
He  fhulde  befet  myrie  herte  fo 
That  it  plefaunce  unto  him  were 
And  worfhip  to  my  lady  dere. 

And  this  was  long  and  many'  a  yerc 
(Er  that  min  hert  was  fet  o  where) 
That  I  dyd  thus;  and  ne  wift  why, 
I  trowe  it  catne  me  kindily  ; 
Paraunter  I  was-  thereto  moft  able 
As  a  white  wal  or  a  table, 
a 


For  it'  is  redy  to  catche  and  take 
Al  that  men  wollin  therin  make, 
Whethir  men  will  portrey  or  painte 
Be  the  werkis  nevir  fo  quainte. 

And  thilke  tyme  I  farid  right  fo, 
I  was  able  to'  have  lernid  tho, 
And  to  have  conde  as  wel  or  better 
Parauntir  eithir  arte  or  lettir, 
But  for  love  came  firft  in  my  thought 
Therfore  I  ne  forgate  it  nought ; 
I  chees  love  to  be  my  firft  crafte, 
And  therfore  it  is  with  me  lafte ; 
For  why  ?  I  toke'  it  of  fo  yonge  age 
That  malice  ne  had  my  corage, 
Not  that  time  turnid  to  nothing 
Thorough  to  mokil  knowleging, 
For  that  tyme  Youth  my  maiftirefle 
Governid  me  in  ydilnefie, 
For  it  was  in  my  firfte  youth, 
j^nd  though  ful  litil  gode  I  couthe, 
Foral  my  werkis  were  flittyng 
That  time,  and  al  my  thought  varying, 
Al  thinges  were  to  me  yliche  gode, 
That  knewe  1  tho,  but  thus  it  ftode  : 

It  happed  that  I  came  on  a  day 
In  to  a  place  there  that  I  fey 
Trewly  the  fairift  companie 
Of  ladies  that  er  man  with  eye 
Had  fene  togithers  in  o  place ; 
Shal  I  clcpe  it  happe  eithir  grace 
That  brought  me  there  ?  nought  but  Fortune, 
That  is  to  lyin  ful  comune, 
The  falfe  traitirefle  perverfe, 
God  wolde  that  I  coulde  clepe  her  werfe, 
For  now  fhe  wqrchith  me  ful  wo, 
And  I  wol  tel  the  fone  why  fo. 

Amonges  thefe  ladies  thus  echone, 
The  fothe  to  fayin,  I  fawe  one     \ 
That  ne  was  lyke  none  of  the  route, 
For  I  dare  fwere,  withoutin  doute, 
That  as  the  fommer's  fonne  bright 
Is  fairer,  clerer,  and  hath  more  lyght, 
Than  any  other  planet  in  heven, 
The  mone  or  the  fterrisfeven, 
For  al  the  worlde  right  fo  had  fhe, 
Surmountin  'hem  al  of  beaute, 
Of  manir,  and  of  comlynefle 
Of  ftature,  and  wel  fet  gladnefle, 
Of  godelyhede,  and  fo  wel  befey, 
Shortly,  what  fhal  I  more  yfey  ? 
By  God,  and  by  his  holowes  twelve, 
It  was  my  fwete  right  al  her  felve ; 
She  had  fo  ftedfaft  countenaunce, 
So  noble  porte  and  maintenaunce, 
And  Love,  that  wel  yherde  my  bone. 
Yhad  efpyid  me  thus  fone 
That  fhe  fill  fone  in  my  thought ; 
As  helpe  me  God  fo  was  I  cought 
So  fodainly,  that  I  ne  toke 
No  maner  counfaile  but  at  her  loke 
And  at  min  herte;  for  why  ?  her  eyer. 
So  gladly  I  trowe  myn  herte  feyne, 
That  purely  tho  min  owne  thought 
Said  it  were  but  ferve  her  for  nought 
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Than  witk  anothlr  to  be  wele  ; 
•And  it  was  fothe,  for  every  dele 
I  wil  anone  right  tel  the  why  : 
I  fawe  her  daunce  fo  comily, 
Carol  and  (ing  fo  fwetily, 
And  laugh  and  play  fo  womanly, 
And  lokin  fo  debonairly, 
So  godely  fpeke  and  fo  frendely, 
That  certes  I  trowe  that  evirmore 
N'as  fene  fo  blisful  a  trefore ; 
For  every  here  on  her  hed, 
The  fothe  to  fay,  it  was  not  red, 
Ne  neithir  yelowe  ne  browne  it  n'as, 
Me  thought  mode  like  to  golde  it  was; 
And  whiche  eyin  my  lady  had, 
Debonaire,  gode,  and  glad,  and  fad, 
Simple',  of  gode  mokil,  not  to  wide; 
Therto  her  loke  n'as  not  afide, 
Ne  ovirthwart,  but  befet  fo  wele 
It  drewe  and  toke  up  everydele 
Al  whiche  that  on  her  gan  beholde; 
Her  eyin  femed  anone  fhe  wolde 
Have  mercy,  Folly  wendin  fo, 
But  it  was  ner  the  rathir  do ; 
It  n'as  no  counterfetid  thinge, 
It  was  her  ownu  pure  loking, 
Whiche  that  the  goddefle  Dame  Nature 
Had  made  'hem  opin  by  mefure 
And  clofe,  for  were  (he  ner  fo  glad 
Her  loking  was  not  folifhe  fprad 
Ne  wildily  though  that  {he  plaide, 
But  er  me  thought  her  eyin  faide 
By  God  my  wrathe  is  al  forieve ; 
Therwith  her  lifte  fo  well  to  live 
That  Dulnefle  was  of  her  adrad ; 
She  n'as  to  fobre  ne  to  glad ; 
In  alle  thingis  more  mefure 
Ne  had  nevir  I  trowe  creture ; 
But  many'  one  with  her  loke  fhe  hertc, 
And  that  fate  her  full  lyte  at  herte, 
For  ftie  knewe  nothinge  of  ther  thought ; 
But  wher  fhe  knewe  or  knewe  it  nought 
Algate  fhe  ne'  rought  of  'hem  a  ftre ; 
To  get  her  love  no  nere  n'as  he 
That  woned  at  home  than  he  in  Inde ; 
The  formifl  was  alway  behinde  ; 
But  gode  folke  ovir  al  othir 
She  loved  as  man  may  his  brothir, 
Of  whiche  love  fhe  was  wondir  large 
-In  fkilful  placis  that  bere  charge ; 
But  whiche  a  vifage  had  fhe  therto ! 
Alas '.  my  herte  is  wondir  wo 
That  I  ne  can  difcrivin  it, 
Me  lackith  bothe  Knglifhe  and  wit 
tor  to  undo  it  at  the  ful, 
And  eke  my  fpirites  ben  fo  dull 
So  gret  a  thinge  for  to  devife ; 
I  have  no  wyt  that  can  fuffyfe 
To  comprehendin  her  beaute  ; 
But  thus  moche  I  dare  faine,  that  fhe 
Was  white,  rody,  frefhe,  lit'ely  hewed, 
And  every  day  her  beiuite  newed ; 
And  nyghe  her  face  was  aldirbefte, 
For  certis  Nature  had  fochs  leitc 


To  make  that  faire,  that  trewly  {he 
Was  her  chefe  patron  of  beaute, 
And  chefe  enfample'  of  al  her  werke 
And  monftre,  for  be*  it  ner  fo  derke 
Me  thinketh  I  fe  her  evirmo ; 
And  yet  moreovir,  though  al  tho 
That  ever  lived  were  now  a  lyve 
Ne  wolde  thei  have  founde  to  difcrive 
In  al  her  face  a  wickid  figne, 
For  it  w.as  fad,  fimple',  and  benigne. 

And  foche  a  godely  fwete  fpeche 
Yhad  that  fwete,  my  lyv'is  leche 
So  frendely,  and  fo  well  ygrounded, 
Upon  refon  fo  wel  ifounded, 
And  fo  tretable  to  al  gode, 
That  I  dare  fwere  wel  by  the  rode 
Of  eloquence  was  hevir  fonde 
So  fwete  a  fowning  and  faconde, 
Ne  trewir  tonged,  ne  fcornid  lafle, 
Ne  bet  coude  hele,  that  by  the  mafle 

durfte  fwere,  though  the  Pope  it  fonge, 
That  ther  was  ner  yet  through  her  tonge 
Man  ne  woman  gretly  harmid, 
As  for  her  was  al  harme  yhid, 
Ne  laffe  flatiring  in  her  worde, 
That  purely  her  fimple  recorde 
Was  founde  as  trewe  as  any  bonde 
Oi  trouthe  of  any  man'is  honde. 

Ne  chide  fhe  coulde  nevir  a  dele, 
That  knowith  al  the  worlde  ful  wele. 
But  foche  a  fairenefle  of  a  necke 
Yhad  that  fwete,  that  bone  nor  brecke 
N'as  there  none  fein  that  miffefatte, 
It  was  white,  fmothe,ftreight,  and  pure  flatty 
Withoutin  hole  or  canel  bone, 
And  by  feming  fhe  ne  haa  none. 

Her  throte,  as  1  have  nowe  memoire, 
Semed  as  a  rounde  tour  of  y  voire, 
Of  gode  gretneffe,  and  not  to  grete  ; 
And  Faire  White  y  was  fhe  hcte, 
That  was  my  ladies  nami  right, 
And  fhe  was  therto  faire  and  bright ; 
She  ne  had  not  her  name  wronge  ; 
Right  faire  fholdirs  and  body  longe 
She  had,  and  armis  evir  lith, 
Fattifhe,  flefhy,  nat  grete  ther  with  ; 
Right  white  handis,  and  nailis  rede; 
Rounde  breftis ;  and  of  a  gode  brede 
Her  hippis  were  ;  a  ftreight  flatte  backe, 
I  knewe  on  her  none  othir  lacke, 
That  al  her  limmis  n'ere  pure  fewing, 
In  as  ferre  as  I  had  knowing  : 
Therto  fhe  coulde  fo  wel  yplaye 
What  that  her  lyite,  that  I  dare  fjye 
That  flie  was  lyke  to  torchi  bright, 
That  every  man  may  take  of  light 
Ynough,  and  it  hath  ner  the  leffe 
Of  manir  and  of  comlyneffe. 

Right  fo  farid  my  lady  dere, 
For  every  wight  of  her  manere 
Moght  catche  ynongh  if  that  he  wolde, 
Yf  he  had  eyen  her  to  beholde, 
For  I  dare  fwere  wel. if  that  fhe 
Hud  amonge  tenne  thoufande  yb« 

H  b  i« 
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She  woldin  have  be  at  the  befte 
A,  chefe  myroure  of  al  the  feftc, 
Though  they  had  ftondin  in  a  rowe 
To  mennis  eyen  that  coulde  have  knowe  ; 
Far  where  fo  men  had  plaide  or  waked 
Me  thought  the  felowfhippe  as  naked 
Withoutin  her  that  I  fawe  ones 
Asa  corowrie  withoutin  ftones: 
Trewily  fhe  was  to  min  eye 
The'  folein  phcenbc  of  Arabye, 
For  there  livith  nevir  but  one, 
Ne  fuche  as  flie  ne  knowe  I  none  : 
To  fpeke  of  godenefle,  trewly  {he 
Had  as  mochil  debonairte 
As  er  had  Hefter  in  the  Bible, 
And  more,  if  more  were  poflible ; 
And,  fothe  to  fayin,  therwithal 
She  hadde  a  witte  fo  general, 
So  whole  enclinid  to  al  gode, 
That  al  her  witte  was  fette  by  the*  rode 
Without  malyce,  upon  gladneffe  ; 
And  therto'  I  fawe  ner  yet  a  lefle 
Harmful  than  (he  was  in  doing ; 
I  fay  not  that  fhe  n'  hadde  knowyng 
What  harme  ywas,  or  ellis  {he 
Had  coulde  no  gode,  fo  thinkith  me; 
And  trewly  for  to  fpeke  of  trouthe, 
But  fhe  had  had  it  had  be  routhe, 
Therof  {he  had  fo  moche  her  dele, 
And  I  dare  faine  and  fwere  it  wele, 
That  Troutlie  him  fclfe  over  al  and  al 
H'ad  chofe  his  manor  principal 
In  her,  that  was  his  refting  place  ; 
Therto  {he  had  the  mofte  grace 
To^ave  ftedfafte  perfeveraunce, 
And  efy'  attempre  govirnaunce, 
That  evir  I  knewe  or  wifte  yet, 
So  pure  fufferaunt  was  her  wit ; 
Andrefon  gladly  {he*  underftode, 
Jt  folowid  ~wt I  ihe  coulde  gode ;  ' 
She  ufid  gladly  to  do  wele  : 
Thefe  were  her  manirs  every  dele. 
Therwith  fhe  lovid  fo  wel  right 
She  wronge  do  wouldin  to  no  wight  j 
No  wight  ne  might  do  her  no  fliame, 
She  lovid  fo  wel  her  owne  name. 

Her  luft  to  hcldc  no  wight  in  honde, 
Ne  be  thou  fikir  fhe  woldc  not  fonde 
To  holdin  no  wight  in  balaunce 
By  halftf  worde  ne  by  couminaunce, 
tut  if  men  wolde  upon  her  lye, 
Ne  fende  mfcn  into  Walakye, 
To  Pruife  and  to  Tartarie, 
To  Alifaundrie  ne  Turkye, 
And  bidde  him  foft  anon  that  he 
Co  hodelefle  into  the  drie  fe, 
And  come  home  by  the  Carrenare  ; 

And,  Sir,  be  ye  nowe  full  ryght  wafc 
That  I  may  of  you  here  men  faine 
Wurfliippe  or  that  ye  come  againe. 

She  ne  ufed  no  foche  knackis  fmale  : 
But  therfore  that  I  tel  my  tale, 
Right  on  this  fame,  as  I  have  faide, 
\Vas  wholly  al  my  love  ylaide, 


For  certis  {he  was  that  fvvete.  wife, 
My  fuffifaunce,  my  lufte,  my  life, 
Min  hope,  min  hele,  and  al  my  blelfe. 
My  worlde's  welfare  and  my  goddeffc, 
And  I  wholly'  hers,  and  every  dek. 

By'  our  Lorde  !  (quod  I)  I  trowe  you  wele. 
Hardly  your  love  was  wel  befet, 
I  n'ot  howe  it  might  have  do  bet. 
Bettir  !  ne  not  fo  wel  (quod  he.) 
I  trowe  it,  Sir,  (quod  I)  parde. 

Nay  leve  it  wel.  Sir,  fo  do  1 ; 
I  leve  you  wel  that  trcwily 
You  thought  that  Ihe  ywas  the  beft, 
And  to  beholde  the  alderfaireft, 
Who  fo  had  loked  her  with  your  eyen. 

With  myn !  nay,  al  whiche  that  her  feyen. 
Say  id^  and  fwore  that  it  was  fo, 
And  though  they  ne  had  I  woldc  tho 
Have  lovid  beft  my  lady  fre 
Though  I  had  had  al  the  beaute 
That  er  had  Alcibiades, 
And  al  the  ftrength  of  Hercules, 
And  thereto  had  the  worthinefle 
Of  Alifaundre',  and  al  the'  richeffe 
That  evir  was  in  Babyloine, 
In  Carthage  or  in  Macedoine, 
Or  in  Rome  or  in  Nineve, 
And  therto  al  fo  hardy  be 
As  was  Hedtor,  fo  have  I  joyc, 
That  Achilles  yflough  at  Troye, 
And  therefore  was  he  flayne  alfo 
In  a  temple,  for  bothe  two 
Were  flainc,  he'  and  Antilegius, 
And  fo  faithe  Darius  Fregius, 
For  the  love  of  Polyxena, 
Or  ben  as  wife  as  Minerva, 
I  wolde  evir  withoutin  drede 
Have  lovid  her,  for  I  muft  nede. 

Nede  !  nay,  trewly  I  gabbe  nowe  j 
Nought  nede,  and  I  wol  tellin  howc, 
For  of  golde  wilmin  herte  it  woldc,' 
And  eke  to  love  her  I  was  holde, 
A«  for  the  fairift  and  the  befte ; 
She  was  as  gode,  fo  have  I  refte, 
As  was  Penelope  of  Grecc, 
Or  as  the  noble  wife  Lucrece, 
That  was  the  befte,  he  tellith  thus 
The  Roman  Titus  Livius, 
She  was  as  gode,  and  nothing  like^ 
Though  ther  ftories  be  autentike, 
Algate  fhe  was  as  trewe  as  fhe. 

But  wherfore  that  I  tellin  the, 
Whan  that  I  firft  my  lady  fey 
I  was  right  yonge,  the  fothe  to  fey, 
And  ful  grete  nede  I  had  to  lerne, 
Whan  that  myn  herte  woldin  ycrnc  j 
To  love  it  was  a  grct  emprife, 
But  as  my  wite  wolde  befte  fuffife  ; 
Aftir  my  yonge  and  childely  wit 
Withcutin  drede  I  befet  it 
To  lovin  her  in  my  befte  wife, 
To  do'  her  wurftiip  and  the  feivife, 
Whiche  that  I  coude  tho,  by  my  trouthe, 
Withoutin  faining  eithii  ilouthe, 
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For  wondir  faine  1  wolde  her  fe; 

So  mokill  it  amendid  me, 

That  whan  I  fawe  her  a  morowc 

I  was  warifhed  of  al  my  forowe 

jOf  al  day  at'tir  teF  it  were  eve ; 

Me  thoughtin  nothinge  might  me  greve 

Were  my  forowes  nevir  fo  fmerte, 

And  yet  me  fyt  fo  in  min  herte 

That  by  my  tfouthe  I  u'oldp  nought 

for  al  this  worlde  out  of  my  thought 

Yleve  my  lady  ;  no  trewly. 

Now  by  my  trouthe,  Sir,  (quod  I) 
Me  thinkith-  you  have  foche  a  chaunce 
As  fhrifte  without  in  repentaunce. 

Repentaunce,  nay,  nay;  fye  '.  (quod  he) 
Shuldin  I  uowe  repentin  me 
To  love?  nay,  certes,  than  were  I  wel 
Worfe  than  y was  Achitophel 
.Or  Antenor,  fo  have  I  joye, 
The  traitour  that  betrayid  Troye, 
Or  than  the  falfe  Ganelion, 
He  that  purchafid  the  traifon 
Of  Roulande  and  of  Olivere  : 
Nay,  while  that  I  am  alive  here 
I  n'yl  foriet  her  nevirmo. 

Nowe,  gode  Sir,  quod  I  to  him  tho, 
Ye  have  wel  tolde  me  here  before, 
It*  is  no  nede  to  rcherfe  it  more, 
IHowe  that  ye  fawe  her  firft,  and  where. 
But  wolde  ye  tel  me  the  manere 
To  her  whiche  was  your  firfte  fpeche, 
Therof  I  wolde  you  befeche, 
And  howe  that  fhe  knewe  firft  your  thought, 
Whethir  ye  lovid  her  or  nought, 
And  telleth  me  eke  what  ye  have  lore ; 
1  herde  you  tellin  here  before, 
Ye  faide  thou  n'otift  what  thou  meneft, 
For  I  have  lofte  more  than  thou  weneft? 
And  what  loffe  is  that  ?   (quod  I  tho  ;) 
N'il  fhe  not  love  you  ?  is  it  fo  ? 
Or  havin  ye  ought  done  amis, 
That  fhe  hath  left  you  ?  is  it  this  ? 
For  Godd'is  love  telleth  me  al. 

Before  God  (quod  fhe)  and  I  fhal. 
I  fay  right  as  I  have  yfaide, 
TQn  her  was  al  my  love  ylaidc, 
And  yet  fhe  n'ifte  it  ner  a- dele 
Not  longe  tyme,  levith  it  wele, 
For  be  right  fykir  I  durft  nought 
For  al  this  worlde  tel  her  my  thought, 
Ne'  I  wolde  have  wrathid  her  trewly  ; 
For  woft  thou  why  ?  fhe  was  lady 
Of  the  body  that  had  theiierte, 
And  whofo'  hath  that  may  not  afterte. 

But  for  to  kepe  me  fro*  ydleneffe 
Trewly  I  dyd  my  bufineffe 
To  make  fongis  as  I  beft  coude, 
And  oftin  time  I  fonge  "hem  loude, 
And  made  fongis  this  a  grete  dele, 
Although  I  coud  nat  make  fo  wele 
Songis,  ne  knewe  the  arte  fo  al, 
As  coude  Lamek'is  fone  Tubal, 
That  founde  out  firfte  the  arte  of  fonge, 
For  as  his  hrothir's  hamjrs  ronge 


Upon  his  anvelt  up  and  downe  ; 
Therof  he  toke  the  firfte  Ibwne. 

But  Grekes  faine  of  Pythagoras 
That  he  the  firft  findir  ywas 
Of  the'  arte,  Aurora  tellith  fo ; 
But  theroTno  force  of  'hem  two; 
Algatis  fongis  thus  I  made 
Of  my  felyng,  min  herte  to  glade, 
And  lo  !  this  was  the  althir  lirft, 
I  n'ot  whethir  it  were  the  worft  : 

Lorde !  it  makith  min  herte  light 
Whan  that  I  thinke  on  that  fvvete  wighi 
That  is  fo  femely  on  to  fe, 
And  wifhe  to  God  it  might  fo  be 
That  fhe  wolde  holde  me  for  her  knight, 
My  lady  ,  that'  is  fo  faire  and  bright. 

Nowe  have  I  tolde  the,  foth  to  fay, 
My  firfte  fonge.     Upon  a  day 
I  bethought  me  what  mochil  wo 
And  forowe  that  I  fuffrid  tho 
For  her,  and  yet  fhe  wiite  it  nought ; 
Ne  tel  her  durft  I  not  my  thought  : 
Alas  !  thaught  I,  I  can  no  rede, 
And  but  I  tel  her,  I  am  but  dede, 
And  if  I  tel  her,  to  fay  fothe 
I  am  adradde  fhe  wol  be  wrothe  : 
Alas  '  what  fhal  I  than  ydo  ? 
In  this  debate  I  was  fo  wo 
Me  thought  myne  herte  brail  atwaine, 
So  at  the  laft,  fothe  for  to  faine, 
I  bethought  me  that  Dame  Nature 
Ne  formid  nevir  in  creture 
so  mochil  beauty  trewily 
And  bountie  witkoutin  mercy. 

In  hope  of  that  my  tale  I  tolde 
With  forowe,  as  that  1  ner  fholde 
For  nedis,  and  maugre  myne  hed 
I  muft  have  tolde  her  or  be  ded. 
I  n'ot  wel  howe  that  I  began, 
Ful  yvil  reherfe  it  I  can, 
And  eke,  as  helpe  me  God  withal, 
I  trowe  it  was  in  the  difmal, 
That  was  the  ten  woundes  of  Egypte. 
For  many  a  worde  I  ovirfkipte 
In  telling  my  tale,  for  pure  fere 
Left  that  my  woidis  myffefet  were  ; 
With  forowful  hert  and  woundes  dede, 
Softely,  and  quaking  for  pure  drede 
Andjhame,  and  ftintiiig  in  my  talc 
For  ferde,  and  min  hewe  alte  paie  ; 
Ful  ofte  I  wexte  bothe  pale  and  red, 
Bowing  to  her  I  hinge  the  hed  ; 
I  durft  not  onis  loke  her  on, 
For  wit,  manir,  and  al,  was  gone  ; 
I  faide,  Mercy,  fwete!  and  no  more  : 
It  n'as  no  game  ;  it  fate  me  fore. 

So  at  the  lafte,  the  fothe  to  faine, 
Whan  that  myne  herte  was  come  againe, 
To  tellin  fhortly  al  my  fpeche, 
With  whole  herte  I  gan  her  befeche 
That  fhe  wolde  be  my  lady  fwete, 
And  fwore  and  hertely  gan  her  hetc 
Evir  to  be  ftedfafte  and  trewe, 
And  love  her  alway  frefhjy  newe, 
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And  nevir  otfcir  lady  have, 
And  al  her  worfhip  for  to  fave 
As  I  befte  coude,  I  fwere  her  this, 
For  yours  is  al  that  er  ther  is, 
For  evirmore,  myne  hertc:  fwete  I 
And  ner  to  falfe  you  but  I  mete 
I  n'yl,  as  wife  God  helpe  me  fo. 

And  whan  I  had  my  tale  ydo 
God  wote  fhe'  acomptid  not  a  ftre 
Of  al  my  tale,  d  thoughtin  me  : 
Totel  Shortly,  light  as  it  is, 
Trewly  her  anfwere  it  was  this ; 
I  can  not  nowe  wel  contrefete 
Her  wordis,  but  this-  was  the  grett 
Of  her  ajifwere  :  (he  fayid  Nay 
All  utterly.  Alas  that  day 
The  forowe-'  I  fuffrid  and  the  w»i 
That  trewly  Caffandra,  that  fo 
JJewaylid  the  diftruccion 
C£  Troy;  and  of  Ilion 
Had  ner  foche  forowe  as  Itho; 
I  durftin  no  more  fay  therto 
For  pure  fere,  but  yftale  away, 
And  thus  I  lyved  tul  many  a  day 
That  trewily  I  had  no  nede  ' 
Ferthir  than  at  my  bedd'is  hede 
Nevir  a  day  to  fechui  forowe, 
I  founde  h  redy  every  morowe ; 
^For  why  ?  I  loved  her  in  no  gere. 

Sot  ic  befell  an  othir  yere 
I  thoaght  pnis-i  wouldin  fonde 
To>  doe  her  knowe  and  undirftonde 
3tly  wo  ;  and  fhe  well  undirftode 
That  I  ne  wikiid  thyng  but  gode 
And  worftiip,  and  to  kepe  her  name 
Ovir  all  thyngea,  and  drede  her  fhame. 
And  was  fo  bufie  her  to  ferve, 
And  pitie  were  I  fhouldin  fterve, 
Sithe  that  I  wilned  none  harme  iwis. 

So  when  my  ladie  knewe  all  thi»j, 
My  ladie  yave  me  all  whollie 
The  noble  yeft  of  her  mercie, 
Ssvyng  her  worfhip  by  al  waies; 
Bredekfle  I  mene  none  othir  waies, 
And  therewith  fhe  yave  me  a  ryng, 
1  trowe  it  was  the  firfte  thyng  : 
But  if  myn-e  herte  was  iwaxe 
iilad  that  it  is  no  nede  to  axe. 

As  helpe  me  God  I  was  as  blivc 
Yraifid  as  fro  deth  to  live, 
Of  all  happis  the  aldirbeft, 
The  gladdift  and  the;  mofte  at  reft 
fox  truilie  that  fwete  wight, 
"When  I  had  wrong  and  flic  the  right, 
She  wouldin  alwaie  fo  godejie 
Toryeve  me  fo  debonairlie  ; 
laalle  my  youth,  in  alls  chaunce, 
She  toke  me  in  her  govirnaunce ; 
Therewith  (he  was  alwaie  fo  true, 
Our  joye  was  evir  iliche  newe  ;  ' 

Our  herds  werne  fo  even  a  paire, 
That  nevir  n'as  that  one  contraire 
Unto  that  othir  for  no  wo, 
For  fothe  iliche  thei  fuffrid  th,o. 
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O  bliffe,  and  eke  o  forowe  bothe  F 
[liche  thei  were  bothe  glad  and  wroth*. 

All  was  us  one  withoutin  were ; 
And  thus  we  lived  full  many*  a  yere 
So  well  I  can  not  teljm  how. 

Sir,  (quod  I)  and  where  is  fhe  nxrw  ? 
Now!   quod  he,  and  yftinte  anone, 
Therewith  he  woxe  as  dedde  as  flone, 
And  faied,  Alas  that  I  was  bore  ! 
That  was  the  lofle  that  here  before 
I  tolde  the  that  I  had  ylorne. 

Bethinke  the  how  I  faied  beforne 
Thou  wofte  ful  lityl  what  thou  meneft, 
For  I  have  lofte  more  then  thou  weneft. 

God  wot,  alas  1  right  that  was  fhe. 
Alas,  Sir  !  how  ?  what  maie  that  be  ? 
She  is  dedde!  Naie!  Yes, by  my  trouthe. 

Is  that  your  loffe?  by  God  it*  is  routhe. 

And  with  that  worde  right  anone 
Thei  gan  to  ftrake  forthe  ;  all  was  done 
For  that  tynv:  the  hart  huntyng. 

With  that  me  thoughtin  that  this  kyng 
Began  homewardis  for  to  ride 
Unto  a  place  was  there  befide, 


Whiche  that  was  from  us  but  a  lite. 
A  long  caftill  with  wallis  white, 
By  Sainft  John,  on  a  riehe  hill, 
As  me  mette ;  but  thus  itbefill : 

Right  thus  me  mette,  as  I  you  tell, 
That  in  the  caftell  there  was  a  bell, 
As  it  had  fmittin  houris  twelve, 
And  therewith  I  awoke  my  felve. 
And  found  me  lying  in  my  beddc, 
And  the  boke  whiche  that  I  had  redde 
Of  Alcyone  and  Ceix  the  kyng, 
And  of  the  goddis  of  Slepyng, 
I  found  it  in  myne  hond  ful  evin; 
Thought  I  this  isfo  queint  a  fwevin. 
That  I  would  by  procefTe  of  tyme 
Fonde  to  put  this  fwevin  in  rime 
As  I  can  beft,  and  that  anon  : 
This  was  my  fwevin,  now  it1  is  doen. 


Tbisfctms  an  envoy  to  tie  Duke  of  'Lancaster  afte, 
lofs  of  Blanch. 

MY  mafter,  fcfr.  When  of  Chrift  our  kyng 
Wasafkid,  What  is  trothe  or  fothfaftneffe, 
He  not  a  worde  anfwerde  to  that  afkyng, 
As  who  faieth,  no  manne  is  all  true  I  gefle  ; 
And  therefore  though  I  hight  for  to  expreffe 
The  forowe'  and  wo  that  is  in  mariage 
I  dare  not  writen  of  it  no  wickidnefie, 
Left  I  my  felf  fall  eft  in  foche  dotage. 

I  woll  not  faie  how  that  it  is  the  chaine 
Of  Sathanas  on  whiche  he  knawith  ever, 
But  I  dare  faine  were  he  out  of  his  paine 
As  by  his  \viil  he  would  be  boundin  'never  j 
But  thiikc  dotid  fole  that  eft  hath  lever 
Ichainid  be  than  out  of  prifone  crepe, 
God  let  hym  nevir  fro  his  woe  difcever, 
Ne  no  man  hym  Jjev/ailin  though  he  wcp<;. 
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But  yet  leffe  thou  do  worfe  takith  a  wife ; 
£et  is  to  -weddi  than  brennin  in  worfe  -wife  ; 
But  thou  fhalt  have  for  owe  on  thy  fleftie  thy  life, 
And  ben  thy  wiv'is  thrallc,  as  faine  thefe  wife ; 
And  if  that  holy  writte  maie  not  fuffife, 
Experience  fhall  the  teche,  fo  maie  happe  : 
Take  the  waie  levir  to  be  taken  in  Frife 
Then  eft  to  fall  of  weddyng  in  the  trappe. 
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This  lityl  writte,  provertns  or  figure, 
I  fend  you,  takith  kepe  of  it  I  rede  ; 
Univife  is  be  that  can  no  tvele  endure  ; 
Iftbou  befikirput  the  not  in  drede. 
The  Wife  of  Bathe  I  praie  you  that  ye  rede 
Of  this  matter  whiche  that  we  have  on  hondc  ; 
God  grauntin  you  your  life  frely  to  lede 
In  fredome,  for  feuk  is  it  to  be  bonde, 


THE   ASSEMBLE   OF   FOULES. 


THE   ASSEMBLE   OF   FOULES. 


jlll  Fowles  are  gathered  before  Nature  on  St.  Valentine's  Day  to  chufe  their  mates.  A 
formal  eagle  being  beloved  of  three  tercels  requireth  a  year's  refpite  to  male  her  choice^ 
upon  this  trial!,  Qui  bien  aime  tard  oublie,  he  that  loveth  iyell  isjlow  to  forget* 


THE  life  fo  fliort,  the  craft  fo  long  to  lerne, 
The  affaye  fo  hard,  fo  fharp  the  conqueryng, 
The  dredefull  joy,  alwaie  that  flit  fo  yerne, 
All  this  mene  I  by  Love,  that  my  felyng 
Aftonieth  with  his  wondirfull  werkyng 
So  fore  iwis,  that  when  I  on  him  thinke 
Naught  wete  I  well  whether  I  flete  or  fink, 

For  all  be  that  I  knowe  not  Love  in  dede, 
Ne  wot  how  that  he  quitith  folke  ther  hire, 
Yet  happith  me  full  ofte  in  bokis  rede 
Of  his  miraclis  and  his  cruill  ire, 
There  rede  1  well  he  woll  be  lorde  and  fire  : 
I  dare  not  faie  his  ftrokis  be  fo  fore, 
But  God  fave  foche  a  lorde '  I  can  no  more. 

Of  ufage,  what  for  luft  and  what  for  lore, 
On  bokis  rede  I  oft,  as  I  you  tolde, 
But  wherfore  that  I  fpeke  all  this,  naught  yore 
Agon  it  happid  me  for  to  beholde 
Upon  a  boke  iwritte  with  lettirs  old, 
And  thereupon  a  certain  thing  to  lerne, 
The  longe  daie  full  faft  I  radde  and  yerne ; 

For  out  of  the  old  feldis,  as  men  faieth, 
Comith  all  this  newe  corne  fro  yere  to  yere, 
And  out  of  olde  bokis,  in  gode  faieth, 
Comith  all  this  newe  fcience  that  men  lerc  : 
But  now  to  purpofe  :  as  of  this  mattere 
To  redin  forthe,  it  gan  me  fo  delite 
That  all  the  daie  me  thought  it  but  a  lite. 

This  boke  of  which  I  makin  mencion 
Entitlid  was  dight  thus,  as  I  (hall  tell, 
Tullius  of  the  Drame  of  Scipion ; 
Chapiters  feven  it  had  of  heven  and  hell. 
And  yerth,  and  foulis  that  therein  do  dwell, 
Of  whiche,  as  fhortly  as  I  can  it  trete, 
Of  this  fentence  I  woll  you  faine  the  grete. 


Firft  tellith  it  when  Scipion  was  come 
In  Affrike  how  he  metith  Mafliniffe, 
That  hym  for  joie  in  armis  hath  inome  ; 
Then  tellith  he  her  fpeche  and  all  the  blifle 
That  was  betwixt  'hem  till  the  daie  gan  miffe, 
And  how  his  auncefter  Affrikan  fo  dere 
Gan  in  his  flepe  that  night  till  hym  appere  : 

Then  tellith  it  that  from  a  ftarrie  place 
How  Affrikan  hath  hym  Carthage  yfhewed, 
And  warnid  hym  beforne  of  all  his  grace, 
And  faiedhym,  What  man,lerid  eithir  leude, 
That  lovith  common  profite  well  itheude, 
He  fhould  into  a  blisfull  place  ywende, 
There  as  joye  is  that  laft  withoutin  ende  : 

Then  afkid  he  if  folke  that  here  ben  dede 
Have  life  and  dwellyng  in  an  othir  place  ? 
And  Affrikan  faied  Ye,  withoutin  drede, 
And  how  our  prefent  worly  liv'is  fpace 
N'is  but  a  manir  deth,  what  waie  we  trace, 
And  rightfull  folke  Ihull  gon  aftir  thei  die 
To  heven,  and  fhewid  hym  the  Galaxie  : 

Then  fhewed  he  him  the  little  yerth  that  here  i» 
To  regarde  of  the  hevin's  quantite, 
And  after  fhewid  he  hym  the  nine  fperis, 
And  aftir  that  the  melodic  herd  he 
That  comith  of  thylke  fperis  thryis  thre, 
That  welles  of  mufike  ben  and  melodic 
In  this  worlde  here  and  caufe  of  harmonic  : 

Then  faid  he  him,  Sens  that  yerth  was  fo  lite, 
And  full  of  tourment  and  of  harde  grace, 
That  lie  ne  fhuld  hym  in  this  worlde  delite ; 
Then  told  he  him  in  certain  yeris  fpace 
That  every  fterre  fhould  come  into  his  place 
There  it  was  firft,  and  all  ihould  out  of  mind 
That  in  this  world  is  doen  of  all  mankynd : 
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Then  praied  hym  Sclpion  to  tell  hym  all 
The  waie  to  come  into  that  hevin  blifie  ; 
And  he  faied,  Firft  knowe  thyfelf  immortall, 
Anjf  loke  ale  bufely  that  thou  werche  and  wiife 
To  common  profite,  and  thou  (halt  not  miffe 
To  come  fwiftly  unto  that  place  dere 
That  full  of  bliffe  is  and  of  fonlis  clere. 

And  brekirsof  the  lawe,  the  fothe  to  faine, 
And  likerous  folke  aftir  that  thei  ben  dede, 
Shull  whirle  about  the  world c  alwaie  in  pain 
Till  many'  a  worlde  be  paffid,  out  of  drede, 
And  then  fpryevin  all  ther  wickid  dede; 
Then  fhullin  thei  come  to  that  blisfuU  place, 
To  whiche  to  comin  God  fendiu  the  grace. 

The  daie  gan  failinj  and  the  darke  night, 
That  revjth  beftis  from  their  bufineffe, 
Berafte  me  my  boke  for  lacke  of  light, 
And  to  my  bedde  I  gan  me  for  to  dreffe, 
Fulfilled  of  thought  and  bufie  hevineffe, 
For  bothe  I  had  thyng  whiche  that  I  ne  wolde, 
And  eke  I  ne  had  that  thyng  that  I  wolde. 

But,  finally,  my  fpirite  at  the  lafte, 
For  werie  of  my  labour  all  that  daie, 
Toke  reft,  that  madiii  me  to  flepin  fafte, 
And  in  my  flepe  I  met  as  that  I  laie 
How  Affrikan,  right  in  the  felf  araie 
That  Scipion  hym  fawe  before  that  tide, 
WAS  come,  and  ftode  right  at  my  bedd'is  fide. 

The  werie  huntir  flepyng  in  his  bedde 
The  wodde  ayen  his  minde  goith  anone, 
The  judge  ydremith  how  hispleesbe  fpedde, 
The  cartir  dremith  how  his  cartis  gone, 
The  rich  of  gold,  the  knight  fight  with  his  fone, 
The  ficke  ymette  he  drinkith  of  the  tonne, 
The  lovir  mette  he  hath  his  ladie  wonne. 

Can  I  not  faine  if  that  the  caufe  y  were 
For  I  had  radde  of  Affrican  beforne 
That  madin  me  to  mete  that  he  ftode  there, 
But  thus  faid  he  ;  Thou  haft  the  fo  wel  borne 
In  lokyng  of  myne  olde  boke  all  to  torne, 
Of  which  Macrobie  ne  raught  not  a  lite, 
That  fomedele  of  thy  labour  would  I  quite. 

Thou  Citherea,  blisfull  ladie  fwete  !  ,  , 
That  with  thy  fire  brond  dauntift  when  the  left, 
That  madift  me  this  fwevin  for  to  mete, 
Be  thou  my  helpe  in  this,  for  thou  maift  beft, 
As  wifely  as  I  feigh  the  north  northweft 
When  1  began  my  fwevin  for  to  write, 
So  yeveme  might  to  rime  it  and  endite. 

This  forefaid  Affrikan  me  hent  anone, 
And  forthe  with  hym  unto  a  gate  ybrought 
Right  of  a  parke  ywallid  with  grene  ftone, 
And  o'er  the  gate  with  lettirs  large  ywrought 
There  werin  verfis  v/rittin,  as  me  thought, 
On  eithir  halfe,  of  full  grete  difference, 
On  which  1  fhall  you  faie  the  plain  fentence. 

Through  me  men  gon  into  that  blisful  place 
Of  hertis  hele  and  dedly  wcundis  cure, 
Through  me  men  gone  into  the  well  of  grace, 
There  grene  andluftie  Maie  fhall  er  endure; 
This  is  the  waie  to  all  gode  avinture  : 
Be  glad,  thou  reader,  and  thy  for  owe'  of  caft, 
All  open  am  I ;  paffe  in,  and  fpede  the  &ft. 


Through  me  men  gon,then  fpake  that  pthir  fide, 
Jnto  the  mortall  ftrokis  of  the  fpere, 
3f  whiche  Difdain  and  Daungir  is  the  gide, 
There  nevir  tre  fhall  fruict  ne  levis  bere; 
This^reme  you  ledith  to  the  forowfull  were 
There  as  the  fifhe  in  prifon  is  all  drie ; 
Th'  efchewyng  is  onely  the  remedie , 

Thefe  verfis  of  gold  and  afure  writte  were. 
Of  whiche  I  gan  aftonied  to  beholde, 
For  .with  that  one  encrefid  all  my  fere, 
And  with  that  othir  gan  my  herte  to  bolde; 
That  one  me  het,  that  othir  did  me  colde : 
No  wit  had  I  for  errour  for  to  chefe 
To  entre'  or  flie,  or  me  to  fave  or  lefe. 

Right  as  betwixin  adamantis  two 
Of  evin  weight  a  pece  of  yron  fet 
Ne  hath  no  might  to  movin  to  ne  fro, 
Far  what  that  one  maie  hale  that  othir  let ; 
So  fared  I,  that  I  n'ift  wher.e  me  wa&  bet 
To  entre'  or  leve,  til  Affrican  my  gide 
Me  hent,  and  fhove  in  at  the  gatis  wide, 

And  faied,  It  ftandith  writtin  in  thy  face 
Thyne  errour,  though  thou  tell  it  not  tp  me,  '-nA 
But  dred  the  not  to  come  into  this  place, 
For  this  writyng  is  nothyng  mente  by  the,     •  ,i>  oT 
Ne  by  none  but  he  Lov'is  fervaunt  be, 
For  thou  of  love  haft  loft  thy  taft  I  geffe, 
As  ficke  man  hath  of  fwete  and  bittirneffe.    v//:  } 

But  natheles,  although  that  thou  be  dull, 
That  which  thou  canft  not  doe  yet  maieft  tbouf«i 
For  many  a  man  that  maie  not  ftande  a  pull 
Yet  liketh  it  hym  at  wreftlyng  for  to  b«,         ;vl£ 
And  demith  whethir  he  doe  bet  er  he  ; 
And  if  thou  haddift  connyng  for  t'  endite 
I  fhall  the  fhewin  mattir  of  to  write. 

With  that  my  hand  in  his  he  take  anon, 
Of  whiche  I  comfort  caught,  and  went  in  faft  j 
But  Lorde  !  fo  I  was  glad  and  well  begon  J      1;*^ 
For  ovir  all  where  I  myne  eyin  caft 
Were  treis  clad  with  leves  that  aie  fhal  laft, 
Eche  in  his  kinde,  with  colour  frefbe  and  greue 
As  emeraude,  that  joie  it  was  to  fenc. 

The  bildir  oke,  and  eke  the  bardie  asfte, 
The  pillir  elme,  the  coffir  unto  caraine, 
The  boxe  pipctre,  the  holme  to  whippis  lasfhe, 
The  failing  firre,  the  cypres  deth  to  plaine, 
The  fhotir  ewe,  the  afpe  for  fhaftis  plaine, 
The'  olive  of  pece,  and  eke  the  dronkin  vine, 
The  victor  palme,  the  laurir  to  divine. 

A  gardein  fawe  I  full  of  blofomed  bowis 
Upon  a  rivir  in  a  grene  mede 
There  as  fweteneffe  evirmore  inough  is, 
With  flouris  white  and  blewe,  yelowe  and  rede* 
And  colde  and  clere  welleftremis  nothyng  dede, 
That  fwommin  full  of  fmale  fifhis  light, 
With  finnis  rede  and  fcalisfilvir  bright. 

On  every  bough  the  birdis  herd  I  fyng 
With  voice  of  angell  in  their  harmonic, 
That  bufied  'hem  ther  birdis  forthe  to  bryng. 
The  little  pretie  conies  to  ther  plaie  gan  hi;:, 
And  furthir  all  about  I  gan  efpic 
The  dredfull  roe,  the  buck,  the  hart,  and  hmdy 
Squirils,  and  beftis  fmall  of  gentle  kind. 
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Of  inftniments  of  ftrlngis  in  accorde 
Herd  I  fo  plaic  a  ravifhyng  fwetnefle 
That  God,  that  makir  is  of  all  and  lorde, 
Ke  herd  nevir  a  betrir,  as  I  gefle, 
Therewith  a  winde,  unneth  it  might  be  lefle, 
Made  in  the  levis  grene  a  noift:  foft 
Accordant  to  the  Foulis  fong  on  loft. 

The  aire  of  the  place  fo  attempre  was 
Thatner  was  ther  grevaunce  of  hot  ne  cold, 
There  was  eke  every  wholfome  fpice  and  gr2s, 
Ne  no  man  maie  there  waxin  fike  ne  old  ; 
Yet  was  there  more  joie  a  thodfande  fold 
Then  I  can  tell,  or  evir  could  or  might ; 
There  is  evir  clere  daie  and  nevir  night. 

Undir  a  tre  'befide  a  well  1  feye 
Cupide  our  lorde  his  arrowes  forge  and  file, 
And  at  his  fete  his  bowc  all  redie  laye, 
And  well  his  doughtir  temprid  all  the  while 
The  heddis  in  the  well,  and  with  her  wile 
She  couchid  'hem  aftir  as  thei  fhbuld  ferve, 
Some  for  to  flea,  and  fome  to  wound  and  carve. 

Tho  was  I  ware  of  Plefance  anon  right, 
And  of  Arrai,  Lufte,  Beaute',  and  Ciirtifie, 
And  of  the  craft  that  can  yhave  the  might 
To  doen  by  force  a  wight  to  doen  folie, 
Disfigurid  was  fhe,  I  will  not  lie, 
And  by  himlelf .  lindir  an  oak  1  gefie^ 
Sawe  I  delite,  that  itode  with  Gentilnefle  :; 

Then  fawe  I  Bcautie  with  a  nice  atire^ 
A  d  Youth,  all  lull  of  game  and  jolite, 
Fole  Hardinefle,  Flattirie,  and  Defire, 
Meflagei  ic,  and  Mede,  and  othir  thre, 
Ther  namis  fhall  not  here  be  tolde  for  me, 
And  upon  pillars  grete  of  jafpir  long 
I  fawe  a  temple'  of  brafle  ifoundid  ftrong  : 

And  about  the  temple  dauncid  alwaie 
Women  inow,  of  which  fome  there  ywere 
Faire  of  'hemfelf ,  and  fome  of  'hem  were  gaie  \ 
In  kirtils  all  difheveled  went  thei  there, 
That  was  ther  office  er  fro  yere  to  yere  ; 
And  on  the  temple  fawe  I  white  and  faire 
Of  dovis  fittyng  many'  a  thoufamde:paire« 

Before  the  tempk  dore  full  fobirlie 
Dame  Pece  yfat,  a  curtaine  in  her  honde, 
And  her  befidis  wondir  difcretlie 
Dame  Pacience  yfutyng  there  I  fonde, 
With  face  pale,  upon  an  hille  of  fonde, 
And  althir  nexte,  within  and  eke  without, 
Beheft  and  Arte,  and  «f  ther  folke  a  rout. 
Within  the  temple'  offighishote  as  fire 
I  herd  a  fwough  that  gan  about  to  ren, 
Whichc  fighis  were  engendrid  with  defire 
That  madin  every  herte  for  to  bren 
Of  newe  flambe  ;   and  well  efpied  I  then 
That  all  the  caufe  of  forowes  that  thei  drie 
Come  of  the  bittir  goddis  Jeloufie. 

The  god  Priapus  fawe  I  as  I  went 
Within  the  temple'  in  foveraine  place  yflond.e 
In  foche  arraie  as  when  the  afle  hym  fhent 
With  crie  by  night,  and  with  fceptre  in  honde; 
Full  bufilie  men  ban  afiaie  and  fonde 
Upon  his  hedde  to  fet  of  fcndrie  hewe 
Garlandis  full  of  frefhs  flouris  ncwe  : 


And  in  a  privie  corner  in  difport 
Found  I  Venus  and  her  portir  Richefle, 
That  was  full  noble'  and  hautin  of  her  port ; 
Dlrke  was  that  place,  but  aftirwarde  lightneffe 
I  fuwe  a  lite,  unnethes  it  might  be  lefle, 
And  on  a  bed  of  golde  fhe  laie  to  refte 
Till  that  the  hote  fonne  began  to  wefte. 

Her  gildid  heriswith  a  gc/ldin  threde 
Iboundin  were,  untreffid  as  ihe  laie, 
And  nakid  from  the  breft  unto  the  hede 
Men  might  her  fe,  and,  fothly  for  to  faie, 
The  remenaunt  covired  well  to  my  paie 
Right  With  a  lityl  kerchefe  of  Valence  ; 
There  n'as  no  thickir  clothe  of  no  defence. 

The  place  gave  a  thoufande  favours  fotes 
And  Baahus,  god  of  Wine,  fate  her  befide5 
And  Ceres  next,  that  doeth  of  hunger  botej 
And,  as  I  faied,  amiddis  laie  Cypride^ 
To  whom  on  kneis  the  yong  folkis  cride 
To  be  ther  helpe  :  but  thus  I  let  her  lie, 
And  farthir  in  the  temple'  I  gan  efpie, 

That  in  difpite  of  Diana  the  chafte 
Full  many  a  bowe  ibroke  hing  on  the  Wall 
Of  maidins,  foche  as  gone  ther  tymis  waftc 
In  her  fervice,  and  paintid  ovir  all 
Of  many'  a  ft6rie',  of  whiche  I  touchin  mall 
A  fewe,  as  of  Califto*  and  Atalante, 
And  many'  a  maide  of  which  the  name  I  want* 

Semeramis,  Candace',  and  Hercules, 
Biblis,  Dido,  Thifbe,  and  Pyramus, 
Triftram,  Ifoude,  Parisy  and  Achilles, 
Helaine,  Cleopatra,  and  Troilus, 
Scylla,  and  eke  the  mother  of  Romulus ; 
All  thefe  were  paintid  on  that  othir  fide, 
And  all  ther  love,  and  in  what  plite  thei  dide. 

When  I  was  comeu  ayen  into  the  place 
That  I  of  fpake,  that  was  fote  and  grene, 
Forthe  walked  I  tho  my  felvin  to  folace, 
Tho  was  I  ware  where  there  yfate  a  quenc, 
That  as  of  light  the  fommir  fonne  flienc 
Paflith  the  fterre,  right  fo  ovir  mefure 
She  fairir  was  then  any  other  creture. 

And  in  a  launde,  upon  a  hill  ef  floures, 
Was  fet  this  quene,  this  noble  goddefle  Nature  ; 
Of  braunchis  were  her  hallis  and  her  boures 
Iwrought  after  her  croft  and  her  mefure; 
Neither  n'as  Foule  that  cometh  of  engendrure 
That  there  ne  were  ypreft  in  her  prefence 
To  take  her  dome  and  yeve  her  audience ; 

For  this  was  on  Saincl  Valentin'is  daie, 
When  every  Foule  comith  to  chefe  her  make 
Of  every  kincle  that  men  ythinkin  maie, 
And  that  fo  huge  a  noife  gan  thei  to  make 
The  yerth,  the  fe,  and  tre,  and  every  lake, 
So  full  was,  that  unncthis  there  was  fpace 
For  me  to  ftande,fo  full  was  all  the  place. 

And  right  as  Alaine  in  The  Plaint  of  Kinde 
Devifcth  Nature  of  foche  araie  and  face, 
In  foche  araie  men  mightin  her  there  finde. 
This  noble  emprefi'e,  full  of  alle  grace, 
Bad  every  Foule  takin  her  owne  place 
As  thei  vrere  wont  ulwaie  fro  yere  to  yere 
Or.  Sainft  Valentines  daie  to  Ibndin  there  : 
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That  is  to  faie,  the  Foulis  of  ravine 
Were  highift  fet,  and  then  the  Foulis  fmale, 
That  etin  as  them  Nature  would  encline, 
As  worme  or  thing,  of  which  I  tell  no  tale, 
And  watirfoule  fate  lowift  in  the  dale, 
And  Foules  that  liveth  by  fede  fat  on  the  grene, 
And  that  fo  fele  that  wondir  was  to  fene.     . 

There  mightin  men  the  roiall  egle  finde, 
That  with  his  fharpe  loke  perfith  the  fon, 
And  othir  eglis  of  a  lowir  kinde, 
Of  whiche  that  clerkis  well  devifin  con ; 
There  was  the  tirant  with  his  fethirs  don 
And  grene,  I  mene  the  gofhauke,  that  doth  pine 
To  birdes  for  his  outragious  ravine ; 

The  gentle  faucon,  that  with  his  fete  diftreineth 
The  kyng'is  hand,  the  hardie  fperhauke  eke, 
The  qual'is  foe,  the  merlion,  that  peineth 
Hymfelf  full  oft,  the  larke  for  to  feke, 
There  was  the  dove,  with  her  eyin  fo  meke, 
The  jelous  fvvan,  ayenft  his  deth  that  fingeth, 
The  oule  eke,  that  of  deth  the  bode  ybringeth; 

The  crane,  the  geant,  with  his  tromp'is  fonne, 
The  thief  the  chough,  and  eke  the  chattring  pie, 
The  fcornyng  jaie,  the  ele's  foe  the  heroune, 
The  falfe  lapwing,  alle  full  of  trechirie, 
The  ftarling,  that  the  counfaile  can  bewrie, 
The  tame  ruddocke,  and  the  cowardc  kite, 
The  cocke,  that  horiloge  is  of  thropes  lite ; 

The  fparow,  Venus  fon,  the  nightingale, 
That  clepith  forthe  the  frefhe  levis  newe, 
The  fwalowe,  murdrer  of  the  beis  fmale, 
That  maken  honie  of  flouris  frefhe  of  hewe, 
The  weddid  turtell  with  his  herte  true, 
The  pecocke  with  his  angell  fethirs  bright, 
The  fefaunt,  fcornir  of  the  cocke  by  night ; 

The  waker  gofe,  the  cuckowe,  er  unkiiide, 
JThe  popingeie,  full  of  delicafie, 
The  drake,  deftroyir  of  his  owne  kinde, 
The  ftorke,  the  wrekir  of  advouterie, 

he  hote  cormeraunt,  full  of  glotonie, 
The  ravin  wife,  the  crowe,  with  voice  of  care, 
The  throftill  olde,  and  froftie  feldefare. 

What  fhould  I  faie  ?  of  Foules  of  every  kind 
That  in  this  world  have  fethirs  and  ftaturc 
Men  mightin  in  that  place  affemblid  finde 
Before  that  noble  goddeffe  of  nature, 
And  eche  of  them  ydid  his  bufie  cure 
Benign;  lie  to  chefe  or  for  to  take 
By  her  accorde  his  formell  or  his  make. 

But  to  the  poinjft.   Nature  held  on  her  hond 
A  formell  egle',  of  fhape  the  gentilleft 
That  evir  fhe  emong  her  workis  fonde, 
The  mofte  benigne  and  eke  the  godelieft ; 
In  her  was  every  ver^ue  at  his  reft 
So  farforthc,  that  Nature  her  felf  had  bliffe 
To  loke  on  her,  and  oft  her  becke  to  kiffe. 

Nature,  the  vicare  of  the'  almightie  Lorde, 
That  hote  and  colde,  hevie,  light,  moifte,  and  drie, 
Hath  knit  by  evin  riombir  of  accorde, 
In  efie  voice  began  to  fpeke  and  faie, 
Foulis,  take  hede  of  my  fentence  I  praie, 
And  for  your  efe,  in  fordring  of  your  nede, 
As  £aft  as  I  maie  fpeke  I  will  me  fpedc, 


Ye  know  well  how  o,n  S.  Valentine's  daie, 
By  my  ftatute  and  through  my  govirnauncc, 
Ye  chefe  your  makes,  and  aftir  flie  awaie 
With  'hem  as  I  doe  pricke  you  with  plefaunce, 
But  natheleffe,  as  by  rlghtfull  ordinaunce, 
Maie  1  not  let,  for  all  this  worlde  to  win, 
But  he  that  mofte  worthieft  is  fhall  begin. 

The  tercell  egle,  as  ye  knowe  full  wele, 
The  Foule  roiall,  above  you'  all  in  degre, 
The  wife  and  worthie,  fecret,  true  as  ftele, 
The  whiche  I  have  formid,  as  ye  maie  fc, 
In  every  parte  as  it  beft  likith  me, 
It  nedith  not  his  fhape  you  to  devife, 
He  fhall  firft  chefe  and  fpekin  in  his  gife. 

And  after  hym  by  ordir  fhall  ye  chefe 
Aftir  your  kinde,  everiche  as  you  likith,, 
And  as  your  hap  is  fhall  ye  win  or  lefe, 
But  which  of  you  that  love  moft  entrikith 
vGod  fende  hym  her  that  foreft  for  hym  fikith  j 
And  therwithall  the  tercell  gan  fhe  call, 
And  faied,  My  fonne,  the  choife  is  to  the  falL 

But  natheleffe  in  this  condicion 
Mufte  be  the  choice  of  everiche  that  is  here, 
That  fhe  agre  to  his  eleccion, 
Who  fo  he  be,  that  fhould  yben  her  fere ; 
This  is  our  ufage  aye  fro  yere  to  yere, 
And  who  fo  maie  at  this  time  have  his  grace 
In  blisfull  tyme  he  came  into  this  place. 

With  bed  enclined  and  with  full  humble  chere 
This  roiall  tercell  fpake,  and  taried  nought, 
Unto  my  foveraine  ladie',  and  not  my  fere, 
I  chofe  and  chefe  with  will,  and  hert,  and  thought, 
The  formell  on  your  hand  fo  well  iwrought, 
Whofe  I  am  all,  and  evir  will  her  ferve, 
Doe  what  her  lufte  to  doe  me  live  or  fterve  ; 

Befechyng  her  of  gaercie  and  of  grace, 
As  fhe  that  is  my  ladie  foverain, 
Or  let  me  die  here  prefent  in  this  place, 
For  certislong  maie  I  not  live  in  pain, 
For  in  my  herte  is  corvin  every  vain, 
Havyng  regarde  onily  to  my  trouthe  : 
My  dere  herte!  havith  on  my  wo  fome  routhc. 

And  if  that  I  be  founde  to  her  untrue, 
Difobeifaunt.or  wilfull  negligent, 
Avauntour,  or  in  proceffe  love  ancwe, 
I  praie  to  you  this  be  my  judgement, 
That  with  thefe  Foulis  I  be  all  to  rent 
That  ilke*  daie  that  fhe  me  evir  finde 
To  tier  untrue  or  in  my  gilte  unkinde. 

And  fith  none  lovith  her  To  well  as  I, 
Although  fhe  nevir  of  love  me  behet, 
Then  ought  fhe  to  be  mine  through  her  mercie. 
For  othir  bonde  can  I  none  on  her  knet, 
For  for  wele  nor  wo  nevir  fhall  I  let 
To  fervin  her,  how  far  fo  that  fhe  wende  : 
Saie  what  you  lifte,  my  tale  is  at  an  ende. 

Full  right  as  the  fote  and  frefhe  redde  rofe  newe 
Againft  the  fommir  funne  ycoloured  is, 
Right  fo  for  fhame  all  waxin  gan  the  hewe 
Of  this  formell  when  that  fhe  herd  all  this; 
Neithir  fhe  anfwerde  well  ne  faied  amis, 
So  fore  abafhed  was  fhe,  till  that  Nature 
Saied,  Doughtir,  drede  you  not,  I  you  affure. 
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And  othir  tcrcell  cgle  fpake  anon 
Of  lowir  kind,  and  faicd  that  fhould  not  be  ; 
I  love  her  bet  then  ye  doe  by  Saind;  John, 
Or  At  the  left  I  love  as  well  as  ye, 
And  lengir  have  ferved  her  in  my  degre, 
And  if  (he  fhould  have  loved  for  long  lovyng 
To  me  alone  had  be  the  guerdonyng. 

1  dare  eke  faie,  if  fhe  me  findin  falfc, 
Unkinde,  jangler,  rebell,  in  any  wife, 
Or  jelous,  doe  me  hangin  by  the  halfe  ; 
And  but  I  berin  me  in  her  fervife 
As  well  aye  as  my  wit  can  me  fuffife 
Fro  poincl:  to  poindl,  her  honour  for  to  fave, 
Take  fhe  my  life  and  all  the  gode  I  have. 

The  thiroe  tercell  egle  anfwerid  tho, 
Now,  Sirs,  ye  fe  the  lityl  lefir  here, 
For  every  Foule  crieth  out  to  be  ago 
Forthe  with  his  make  or  with  his  lady  dere, 
And^eke  Nature  her  felf  ne  will  not  here, 
For  tarying  her,  not.  half  that  I  would  feie, 
And  -but  I  fpeke  I  muft  for  forowe  deie. 

Of  longe  ferrice  avaunt  I  me  nothing, 
But  aspofiible'  is  me  to  die  to  day 
For  wo  as  he  that  hath  be  languishing 
This  twenty  wintre',  and  wel  it  happin  may 
A  man  may  ferve  bettir  and  more  to  pay 
In  halfe  a  yere,  although  it  were  no  more, 
Than  fome  man  doth  that  hath  fervid  fnl  yore. 

I  fay  not  this  by  me,  for  I  ne  can 
Do  no  fervife  that  may  my  lady  plefe, 
But  I  dare  fay  I  am  her  trewift  man, 
As  to  my  dome,  and  fainift  wolde  her  plefe  : 
At  fhorte'  wordjs,  til  that  dethe  me  cefe 
I  wil  be  hers  whethir  I  wake  or  winke, 
And  trewe  in  al  that  herte  may  bethinkc. 

Of  al  my  lyfe  fyth  that  day!  was  borne 
So  gentle  pie  in  love  or  othir  thinge 
Ne  herdin«evir  no  man  me  beforne, 
Who  fo  that  had  right  lefir  and  conninge 
For  to  reherfe  ther  chere  and  ther  fpekynge, 
And  from  the  morowe  gan  this  fpeche  lafte 
Till  downward  went  the  fonne  wondir  fafte. 

The  noife  of  Foulis  for  to  be  deliverde 
So  loude  range,  Have  don  and  let  us  wende, 
That  wel  wende  I  the  wode  had  all  to  fhivered  : 
Come  of,  they  cried ;  alas !  ye  wil  us  fhende ; 
Whan  fhal  your  curfid  pleding  have  an  ende  ? 
How  fhulde  a  judge  on  eithir  partie  leve 
For  ye  or  nay  withoutin  any  preve  ? 

The  gofe,  the  cuckowe,  and  the  ducke  alfo, 
So  cryid  Keke,  kekc,  Cuckow,  Queke,  queke,  hye, 
Thorough  myne  eris  the  noyfe  wente  tho  ; 
The  gofe  fayd  than,  Al  this  n'ys  worthe  a  flye, 
But  I  can  fhape  herof  a  remedye, 
And  wil  yfay  my  verdite  faire  and  fwithe 
For  watir  Foule,  who  fo  be  wrothe  or  blithe. 

And  I  for  worme  Foule,  faid  the  fole  cuckow, 
Tor  I  wil  of  min  owne  authorite, 
For  common  fpede,  take  on  me  the.  charge  npw 
For  to  deliver  us  is  grete  charite, 
Ye  may  abydin  a  while  yet  perde. 
(Quod  the  turtel)  If  that  it  be  your  wil 
A  wfglu  may  fpeke  it  were  as  gcde  be- (til. 


I  am  a  fede  Foiile,  one  the  umvortLyeft, 
That  wot  I  wel,  and  the  left  of  connynge, 
But  bettir  is  that  a  wight'is  tonge  reft 
Than  entremetin  him  of  foche  doynge 
Of  whiche  he  neithir  redin  can  nor  finge, 
And  who  fo'  it  doth  ful  foule  him  felf  acloyctfy  * 
For  Office  uncomm'ittidofte  anoyeth, 

Nature,  whiche  that  alway  yhad  an  ere 
To  murniure  of  the  leudcneflr  behinde, 
With  faconde  voice  faid,  Hold  your  tongis  there, 
And  I  fhal  fone  I  hope  a  counfaile  finde 
You  to  deliver  and  fro  this  noyfe  unbynde  : 
I  charge  of  every  flocke  ye  {hall  one  cul 
To  fay  the  verdite  of  you  FouKs  all. 

Affentid  were  to  this  conclufyon 
The  birdis  al,  and  Foulis  of  ravine 
Have  chofin  firft  by  plaine  election, 
The  tercelet  of  the  faucon  to  define, 
Al  ther  fentence,  and  as  him  luft  to  termine, 
And  to  Nature  him  gan  they  to  prefente, 
And  fhe  acceptith  him  with  glad  entente. 

The  tercelet  fayd  than  in  this  manere  : 
Ful  hard  it  were  to  prevc  it  by  refon 
Who  lovith  beft  this  gentil  formel  here, 
For  everiche  hath  foche  replicacion 
That  by  fkillis  may  non  be  brought  adoun  ; 
I  cannat  fe  that  argumentes  availe, 
Than  femith  it  there  muft  be  a  battaile. 

Al  redy,  quod  thefe  egles  tercelles  tho, 
Nay,  Sirs,  (quod  he)  if  that  I  durft  it  fay 
Ye  do  me  wronge,  my  tale  is  not  ydo ; 
For,  Sirs,  ne  takith  nat  a  grefe  I  pray, 
Tt  may  not  be  as  ye  wolde  in  this  way ; 
Ours  is  the  voice  that  have  the  charge  in  handc, 
And  to  the  judg'is  dome  ye  muft  yftande ; 

And  therfore  pece  :  I  fay  as  to  my  wit 
Me  woldin  thinke  how  that  the  worthieft 
Of  knyghthode,  and  lengift  had  ufid  it, 
Moft  of  eftate,  of  blode  the  gentilleft, 
Were  fittingeft  for  her,  if  that  her  left, 
And  of  thefe  thre  fhe  wote  her  felfe  I  trowc 
Whiche  that  he  be,  for  it  is  light  to  knowe. 

The  watir  Foulis  have  ther  hedis  laidc 
Togidir,  and  of  fhorte  avifement 
Whan  everiche  had  his  verdite  yfaide, 
They  faidin  fothely  al  by  one  affent 
How  that  the  gofe,  with  the  faconde  gent, 
That  fo  defirjth  to  pronounce  our  nede, 
Shal  tel  our  tale,  and  prayed  to  God  her  fpede. 

And  for  thefe  watir  Foulis  tho  began 
The  gofe  to  fpeke,  and  in  her  cakelyngc 
She  faid,  jpece  now,  take  kepe  every  man, 
And  herken  whiche  refon  I  fhal  forth  bring ; 
My  witte  is  fharpe  ;  I  love  no  tarying  ; 
I  fay  I  rede  him,  tho  he  were  my  brother, 
But  flie  wil  love  him  let  him  love  another. 

Lo  here  a  parfite  refon  of  a  gofe  ! 
Tho  (quod  the  fperhauke)  nevir  mote  fhe  the ; 
Lo  foche  a  thing  it'  is  to  have  a  tonge  lofe  ! 
Nowe  parde  fole  yet  were  it 'bet  for  the 
Have  holde  thy  pece  than  fhewde  thy  nicetc  ; 
It  lyeth  nat  in  his  wit  nor  in  his  wil, 
But  fothe  is  faide,  A  fole  can  nvt  btfi'J, 
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The  laughtir  arofe  of  gcntil  Foulis  al, 
And  right  anone  the  fede  Foules  chofin  had 
The  turtel  trewe,  and  gan  her  to  'hem  call, 
And  prayid  her  to  fay  the  fothe  fad 
Of  this  matir,  and  aflcid  what  (he  rad  ? 
And  flie  anfwered  that  plainly  her  entent 
She  wold.J  fhewe,  and  fothly  what  Ihe  ment. 

Nay,  God  forbede  a  lovir  fhuld^  chaunge, 
The  turtel  faid,  and  wexte  for  fhame  al  rede ; 
Though  that  his  lady  evirmore  he  ftraunge, 
Yet  let  him  ferve  her  ay  tyl  he  be  dede ; 
Forfothe  I  ne  praife  not  the  gos'is  rede, 
For  tho  Ihe  dyed  I  wold  none  othir  make ; 
I  wil  be  hers  tyl  that  the  dethe  me  take. 

Wei  ybourdid  (quod  the  ducke)  by  my  hat ; 
That  men  ftipuldin  love  alway  caufeleffe 
Who  can  a  refon  finde  or  wit  in  that  ? 
Dauncith  he  mery  that  is  mirthSlefle  ? 
Who  fhuldin  recke  of  that  is  rechelefie  ? 
Ye  queke  yet  (quod  the  ducke)  ful  wel  and  faire, 
TLcre  Le  mojlerres  in  thejkye  than  a  faire. 

Nowe  fye,  churle  !  (quod  the  gentil  tercelet) 
Out  of  the  donghil  came  that  word  aright ; 
Thou  canft  not  fe  which  thinge  is  w  el  befet ; 
Thou  fareft  by  love  as  owlis  do  by  light, 
The  day  'hem  blindeth,  ful  wel  they  fe  by  night ; 
Thy  kinde  is  of  fo  lowe  a  wretchidnefle 
That  what  love  is  thou  canft  not  fe  nor  geffe. 

Tho  gan  the  cuckow  put  him  forthe  in  prece 
For  Foule  that  etith  worme,  and  fayid  blyvc, 
So  I  (quod  he)  may  have  my  make  in  pece 
I  ne  retche  nought  howe  longe  that  ye  ftrive  ;    . 
Let  cche  of  'hem  be  folcine  al  ther  lyve  : 
This  is  my  rede  fens  they  may  nat  acorde ; 
This  fhorte  leffon  nedith  not  recorde. 

Ye  have  the  glutton  filde  inow  his  paunche, 
Then  are  we  wel,  fayid  the  emerlon, 
Thou  murdrir  of  the  heifugge,  on  the  braunche, 
That  brought  the  forth,  thou  moil  rufull  glutton, 
Live  thou  folein,  wormis  corrupcion  ! 
For  no  force  is  of  lacke  of  thy  nature  ; 
Go,  Icude  be  thoa  while  that  the  worldmay  dure! 

Nowe  pece  (quod  Nature)  I  conimandin  here, 
For  I  have  herde  al  your  opinion, 
And  in  effecle  yet  be  we  ner  the  nere  ; 
But,  finally,  this  is  my  conclufion, 
That  flie  her  felfe  fhal  have  her  eledHon 
Of  whom  her  lift,  who  fo  be  wroth  or  blithe, 
Him  that  {he  chefeth  he  fhal  her  have  as  fwithe  : 

For  fithe  it  may  not  here  difcuffid  be 
Who  loveth  her  beft,  as  faid  the  tercelet, 
Than  wol  I  done  this  favour  to'  her,  that  ihe 
Shal  have  right  him  on  whom  her  hert  is  fet, 
And  he  her  that,  his  hert  hath  on  her  kr.ct ; 
This  judge  I  Nature,  for  I  may  not  lye, 
To  none  eftate  I  have  none  othir  eye. 

But  as  for  counfayle  for  to  chofe  a  make, 
Yf  I  were  Rcfon,  certis  than  woulde  I 
Counfailin  you  the  royal  tercel  take, 
As  fayd  the  tercelet  fulflcilfully, 
AS  for  the  gentilift  and  moil  worthy, 
VOL.  I, 


Which  I  have  wrought  fo  wel  to  my  plefauncc 
That  to  you  it  ought  ben  a  fuffifaunce. 

With  dredfull  voice  the  formell  her  anfwerde  ; 
Vly  rightfull  lady,  goddefie  of  Nature, 
Soth  is  that  I  am  er  undir  your  yerde, 
As  is  als'  everiche  othir  creture, 
And  muft  be  yours  while  that  my  life  may  dure, 
And  therfore  grauntith  me  my  firfte  bone, 
And  myne  entent  you  wol  I  fay  right  fone. 

I  graunt  it  you  (quod  ihe.)  And  right  anone 
This  formel  egle  fpake  in  this  degre ; 
Almighty  quene !  unto  this  yere  be  done 

afke  refpite  for  to  avyfin  me, 
And  aftir  that  to  have  my  choyce  all  fre  : 
This  al  and  fome  that  I  wold  fpeke  and  fey ; 
Ye  get  no  more  although  ye  do  me  dey  : 
I  wol  not  fervin  Venus  ne  Cnpich? 

'orfothe  as  yet  by  no  manir  of  way. 
tfowe  fens  it  may  none  othir  wayes  betide 

Quod  Dame  Nature), Jiere  is  no  more  to  fay ; 
Than  wolde  I  that  thefe  Foulis  were  away 
iche  with  his  make  for  tarying  lengir  here, 
And  faid  'hem  thus,  as  ye  fhal  aftir  here  : 

To  you  fpeke  1,  ye.tercelets  (quod  Nature), 
Bethe  of  gode  herte,  a"nd  fervith  aile  threy 
A  yere  is  not  fo  longe  for  to  endure, 
And  eche  of  you  paine  him  in  his  degre 
For  to  do  wel,  for  God  wote  quit  is  Ihe 
?ro  you  this  yere,  what  aftir  fo  befal ; 
This  entremes  is  dreflid  for  you  all. 

And  whan  this  werk  ybrought  was  to  an  endc 
To  every  Foule  Nature  yave  his  make 
By  even  acorde,  and  on  th'cr  way  they  \vende, 
AndLordethebliflea'ndioyc  which  that  they  mulct?' 
For  ech  gari  othir  in  his  wingis  take, 
And  with  tHer  neckis  eche  gan  othir  windc, 
Thankynge  aye  the  noble  goddefle  of  Kindc. 

But  firft  were  chofm  Foulis  for  to  finge, 
As  yere  by  yere  w^s  alway  ther  ufaunce, 
To  fipge  a  roundel  at  ther  departing, 
To  do  to  Nature  honour  and  plefauncc ; 
The  note  I  trowe  ymakid  was  in  Frauncc; 
The  wordis  were  foche  as  ye  may  here  find 
The  nexte  vers,  as  I  nowc  have  in  minde, 

£>A/  bitn  dime  terf  ovbl'u.      . 

Now  welcoai  fomir.!  with  thy  fonnis  £oft, 
That  hafte  this  wintir  wethirs  ovirfliake ; 
Saint  Valentine !  thou  artc  full  hye  on  lot've, 
Which  drivift  away  the  longe  night  is  blak<^, 
Thus  fingin  fmale  Foulis  for  thy  fake ; 
Well  havin  they  caufe  for  to  gladin  ofte 
Sens  eche  of  'hem  recovered  hath  his  make, 
Ftii  blifsful  maie  they  fing  when  they  awake. 

And  with  the  ftiouting  when  ther  fonge  was  d 
That  the  Foulis  made  at  ther  flight  away 
I  woke,  and  othir  bolus  toke  me  to 
To  rede  upon,  and  yet  I  rede  ahvay; 
I  hope  ywis  to  redin  fo  fome  day 
That  1  fhal  metin  fome  thinge  for  to  fare 
The  bet,  and  thus  to  rede  I  n'ii  not  fp_are. 

1  i 
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Zhaucc?  dreamed  that  be  heareth  the  Cuckowe  and  the  Nightingale  contend  for  exceHet 


. 

IV  god  of  Love,  ah,  lenefalte  ! 
Howe  mighty  and  howe  grct  a  lorde  is  he  ! 
1'or  he  can  makin  of  lowe  hertis  hie, 
And  pf  hye  lowe  and  lyke  for  to  die. 
And  harde  herds  he  can  makin  fre  :  ' 

He  can  makin  within  ?  Htil  ftoundc 

pf  ficke  folke  whole,  and  frefhe,  and  founde, 

And  of  the  whole  he  can  ymake  feke ; 

He  can  ybindin  and  unbindin  eke 

That -he' wol  have  yboundinor  unbounde. 

To  tel  his  might  my  wit  may  not  fuflife, 
I;or  he  can  makin  of  wile  folke' ful  nice, 
For  he  may  do  al  that  he  wol  device, 
And  lithy  folke  to  diftroyin  vice, 
Anclproude  hertis  he  can  make  agrife. 

Shortly,  al  that  evirhe  wol  he  may; 
Againift  h'lrn  there  dare  no  wight  lay  nave, 
Tor  he  cun  glad  and  greve  whom  him  lykith, 
And  who  that  he  wol  he  loweth  or  fikith, 
And  moft  his  might  he  fhedith  er  in  May ; 


For  every  true  gentle  herte  fre, 
That  with  him  is  or  thinkith  for  to  be, 
Againft  May  now  fhal  have  fome  fleringe, 
Or  to  joye  or  ellis  to  fome  mourning, 
In  no  fefon  fo  moche,  as  thirkith  me  ;" 


For  whan  that  they  may  here  the  birdis  finge, 
And  fe  the  flouris  and  the  levis  fpringe, 
That  bringith  into  ther  rememberaunce 
A  manir  efe  ymcdlid  with  grevaunce, 
And  lufty  thoughtis  ful  of  grete  longing ; 

And  of  that  longing  comith  hevinefle, 
And  ther  of  growith  oft  grete  fikenefle, 
And  for  the  lacke  of  that  that  they  defire ; 
And  thus  in  May  ben  hertis  fet  on  fire, 
op  that  they  brennin  forth  in  grct  diflrefle. 

I  fpeke  this  of  feling  trewily  : 

What !  tho  that  I  be  olde  and  unlufty 

Yet  I  have  felte  of  the  fickenefle  through  May 

Bothe  hole  and  cold,  and  axis  every  day, 

How  fore  iwis  there  wote  no  wight  but  I. 

I  am  fo  Jhakin  with  the  fevirs  white 

Of  al  this  May,  ne  flcpe  I  but  a  lite ; 

And  alfo  it  is  not  lyke  unto  me 

That  any  herte  fhouldin  ilepy  be 

In  whom  that  Love  his  firy  darte  wol  finite. 

But  as  I  lay  this  othir  night  waking 
I  thought  howe  lovirs  had  a  tokining, 
And  amonge  'hem  it  was  a  commune  talc 
That  it  were  gode  to  here  the  Nightingale 
Moche  rathir  than  the  leude  Cuckowe  finge. 
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And  than  I  thought  anon  as  it  was  day 
I  wolde  faine  go  fomwhere  to  afiay 
If  that  I  might  a  Nightingale  yhere, 
For  yet  had  I  none  herde  of  al  that  yere, 
And  it  was  tho  the  thirde  night  of  May. 

And  right  anon  as  I  the  day  afpide 
No  lengir  would  I  in  my  bedde  abide, 
But  unto  a  wodde  that  was  me  faft  by 
I  went  forthe  my  felf  alone  boldily, 
And  helde  the  way  downe  by  a  broke  fide. 

Tyl  I  came  to  a  launde  of  white  and  grene, 

Se  faire  an  one  had  I  nevir  in  bene ; 

The  grounde  was  grene,  ypoudrid  with  daifye, 

The  flour.is  and  the  grevis  alike  hie, 

Al  grene  and  white,  was  nothing  ellis  fene. 

There  fate  I  downe  among  the  faire  flouris, 
And  fawe  the  birdes  trippe  out  of  ther  bowris 
There  as  they  reftid  'hem  had  al  the  night ; 
They  were  fo  joyful  of  the  day'is  lyght 
They  began  of  Maye  for  to  done  honouris  : 

They  coudin  wel  that  fervice  al  by  rote, 
And  there  was  many  a  full  lovely  note ; 
Sjome  fongin  loude  as  they  had  yplained, 
And  fome  in  othir  manir  voice  yfained,     :i  v.T 
And  fome  foiigin  al  out  with  the  ful  throte.  -xi'L 

They  proynid  'hem  and  madin  'hem  right  gay, 
And  daunfidin  and  leptin  on  the  fpray, 
And  evirmore  were  two  and  two  in  fere, 
Right  fo  as  they  had  chofm  'hem  to  yere 
In  Feverere  on  Saint  Valentine's  day. 

And  the  rivir  whiche  that  I  fat  upon 
It  madin  foche  a  noife  as  it  ran, 
Accordaunt  with  the  birdis  armony,     i:,'i{ol< 
Me  thought  that  it  was  the  beft  melody 
That  mightin  ben  yherde  of  any  mon.         ^dT 

And  for  delyte,  I  ne  wotte  nevir  howe,       brA. 

I  fel  in  foche  a  flombre  and  a  fwowe, 

Nat  al  aflepe  ne  fully  awaking, 

And  in  that  fwowe  me  thought  I  heide  finge 

The  fory  birde,  I  mene  the  leude  Cuckowe, 

And  that  was  upon  a  tre  right  fail  by ; 
But  who  was  than  evil  apaide  but  I  ? 
Now  God  (quod  I)  that  dyid  on  the  crois 
Yeve  forowe  on  the  and  on  thy  leude  vois ! 
Ful  litil  joye  have  I  now  of  thy  crie. 


And  as  I  with  the  Cuckow  thus  gan  chide, 

I  herdin  in  the  nexte  bufh  befide 

A  Nyghtingale  fo  luftily  yfinge, 

That  with  her  clere  voice  fhe  madin  ringe, 

^Echoing  thorough  al  the  grens  vvodc  wide. 
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Ah  !  gode  fwete  Nightingale  !   (quod  I)  then, 
A  litil  haft  thou  ben  to  longe  hen, 
For  here  hath  ben  the  leude  fory  Cuckow, 
And  fongin  fongis  rathir  than  haft  thou; 
I  pray  to  God  that  evil  fire  her  bren ! 

But  now  I  wolyou  tel  a  wondre  thing  ; 

As  longe  as  I  ylay  in  that  fwouning, 

Me  thought  I  wift  what  that  the  birdis  ment, 

And  what  they  fayd,  and  what  was  ther  entent, 

And  of  ther  fpeche  I  had  full  gode  knowing. 

There  herdin  I  the  Nightingale  yfay, 

Now,  gode  Cuckow !  goith  fome  where  awaye, 

And  let  us  that  can  fmgia  dwellin  here, 

For  every  wight  efchevith  the  to  here, 

Thy  fongis  ben  fo  elenge,  in  gqde  fay. 

What !  (quod  (he)  what  may  the  aylm  as  nowe  ? 
It  thinkith  me  I  finge  as  wel  as  thou, 
For  my  fonge  is  both  true  and  eke  plaine, 
And  though  I  can  not  crakil  fo  in  yaine 
As  thou  doft  in  thy  throte,  I  wot  ner  how. 

\ 

And  every  wight  may  undirftandjn  me  ; 
But,  Nightingale,  fo  may  they  not  done  the, 
For  thou  haft  many  a  nice  queinte  crie; 
I  have  the  herdc  faine  Ocy,  ocy  : 
Howe  might  I  kuowin  what  that  fhould  ybe  ? 


Ah,  fole  !  (quod  fhe)  woft  thou  not  what  it  is  ? 

Whan  that  I  fay  Ocy,  ocy,  ywys 

Than  menin  I  that  I  would  wondre  faine 

That  al  they  werin  fhamfuUy  yflaine 

That  menin  ought  againift  love  amis ; 


And  alfo'  I  would;that  al  tho  had  the  dede 
That  thinkin  not  in  love  ther  life  to  ledc, 
For  who  fo  wol  not  the  god  of  Love  ferve 
I  dare  wel  fay  he  is  worthy  to  fterve, 
And  for  that  jfUl  Ocy,  ocy,  I  grede. 

Eye !  (quod  the  Cuckow)  this  is  a  queint  lawe, 

That  every  wight  fhal  love  or  be  to  draw  ; 

But  I  forfakin  al  foche  company, 

For  myne  entent  ne  is  not  for  to  die, 

Ne  ner  while  I  live  on  Love's  yoke  to  draw  ; 

Forlovirs  ben  the  folke  that  ben  on  lyve 
That  moft  difefe  yhave  and  moft  unthrivc, 
And  moft  endurin  forow,  wo,  and  care, 
And  that  the  left  yfelin  of  welfare ; 
What  nedith  it  ayenift  trouth  to  ftrive  ? 


What !  (quod  fhe)  thou  art  alle  out  of  thy  minde; 
How  might  thou  in  thy  churlinefle  yfynde 
To  fpeke  of  Lov'is  fcrvauntes  in  this  wife  ? 
For  in  this  world  is  none  fo  gode  fervice 
To  every  wight  that  gentle  is  o(  lunde  \ 
I  iij 
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For  therof  truly  comith  al  godenefle, 
Therof  al  honour  and  al  g-entilnefle, 
Thereof  worfhip,  efe,  and  al  hert'is  luft, 
And  parfite  juye  and'ful  affurid  truft, 
And  jolytie,  and  plefaunce,  and  -frcfhencffe , 

And  lowlyhed,  largefle,  and  curtifye, 
And  femelyhed,  and  trew  company, 
And  dr«de  of  fhame  for  to  done  amys, 
For  he  that  truily  Lov'is  fervaunt  is 
Were  lothir  to  be  fhamid  than  to  die. 


And  that  thys  is  the  fothe  whiche  that  I  fey 
In  .that  beleve  1  wil  bothe  live  and  dey; 
And,  Cuckowyfo  I  rede  thou  do  ywys. 
Than  (quod  he)  let  me  nevir  havin  bliffe 
Yf  evir  I  to. that  counfaile  obey. 

Nyghtingale,  thou  yfpekift  \vondre  faire, 
But  for  al  that  is  the  fbth  con  tray  re, 
For  Love  ne  is  in  yong«  folke  but  rage, 
And  is  in  olde  folke  a  grete  dotage; 
Who  moft  it  uiith  he  moft  flial  enpaire-; 

For  therof  commeth  difefe  and  hevinefle, 
So  forow7,  and  care,  and  many'  a  grete  ciikenefTe, 
Defpite,  debate,  and  angre,  and  envy, 
Depraving,  fhame,  untruft,  and  jelouCe, 
Pride,  mifchefe,  povertie,  and  wodeneffc. 

Loving  is  aye  an  office  of  difpaire, 

And  one  thing  is  therin  that  is  not-faire, 

For  who  that  gefteth  of  Love  a  litil  blifle, 

But  if  he  be  alwaie  therewith,  iwis 

He  maie  full  ibnc  of  age  yhave  his  haire  :  iti^ 

And,  Nightingale,  therefore  held  rhe  nie, 
For  Jeve  me  well,  for  all  thy  queinte  crie, 
If  thou  be  ferre  or  longe  fro  thy  make 
Thou  {halt  be  as  othir  that  ben  forfake, 
And  then  thou  fhajt  yhotin  as  do  -I. 

Fie  !   (.quod  (he)  on  thy  name  and  on  the, 
The  god  of  Love  ne  let  the  nevir  die, 
for  thou  art  \vorfe  a  thoufandfolde  than  wode, 
For  many'  one  is  full  worthie  and  full  gode 
That  had  be  naught  ne  haddin  Love  ibee  ; 

For  evirtnore  Love  his  fervauntes  amendeth, 
And  from  all  evill  tachis  'hem  defendeth, 
And  makith  'hem  to-brenne  right  in  a  fire 
In  trouthe  and  in  worfhipfull  defire, 
And  when  him  likith  joy  inough  'hem  fendtth. 

Thou,  Nightingale,  he  fayid,  be  ftill, 

For  Love  have  no  refon  but  it  is  will, 

For  oft  tymis  untrue  folke  he  efith 

And  true  folke  fo  bittirly  difplefith 

That  fpc  defaute  of  courage  he  let  'hem  fpill. 


Then  toke  I  of  the  Nightingale  .kepe 

How  that  flie  caft  a.figh  out  of  her  depe, 

And  faied,  Alas  that  evir  I  was  bore  ! 

1  can  for  tene  not  faie  one  worde  more ; 

And  right  with  that  worde  fhe  braft  out  to  \vcpe. 


Alas  !  (quod  fhe)  my  herte  woll  to  breke, 
To  herin  thus  this  leude  birde  fpeke 
Of  Love,  and  of  his  worfhipfull  fervioc  ; 
Now  god  of  Love,  thou  helpe  .me  in  fome  wife 
That  I  maie  on  this  Cuckowe  ben  awreke. 


*ife 


Me  thoughtin  then  that  he  flerte  up  anon, 
And  glad  was  I  tho  that  he  was  agon, 
And  evirmore  the  Cuckowe  as  he  flaie 
Yfayid,  Farewell,  farewell,  popingaie, 
As  though  he  had  yfcornid  me  alone. 

And  then  ycame  the  Nightingale>to  me, 
And  fayid,  Frende,  forfoth  I  thanke  the 
That  thou  haft  likid  me  for  to  refcowe, 
And  one  avowe  to  Love  ymake  I  now, 
That  all  this  Maie  I  woll  thy  fingir  be. 

I  thankid  her,  and  was  right  well  apaied. 
Ye,  (quod  ftie)  and  ne  be  thou  not  difmaied 
Tho  thou  have  herd  the  Cuckow  erft  than  me. 
For  if  I  live  it  fhall  amendid  be 
The.nexte'  Maie,  if  I  be  not  affraied. 

And  one  thing  I  woll  redip  the  alfo, 
Ne  leve  thou  not  the  Cuckow  ne'  his  loves  fo, 
For  all  that  he  hath  faied  is  ftrong  lefyng. 
Naie,  (quod  I)  therto  ftiall  nothyng  me  bryng 
For  love,  and  it  hath  do  memochil  ,wo. 

Ye,  hath  it  ?  Ufe  (quod  fhe)  this  medicine,      I 

Every  daie  this  Maie  or  that  thou  dine 

Go  lokiri  upon  the  frefbe  daifie, 

And  though  thou  be  for  wo  in  poincl  to  die 

That  fhall  full  gretly  leffen  the  of  thy  pine. 

And  loke  alwaie  that  thou  be  gode  and  true, 
And  I  woll  fing  one  of  the  fongis  newe 
For  love  of  the,  as  loude  as  I  maie  crie  ; 
And  then  fhe  began  this  fonge  full  hie, 
I  fhrewe  all  'hem  that  ben  of  love  untrue. 


And  when  fhe  had  yfong  it  to  the  ende, 
Now  farewell,  (quod  fhe)  for  I  mote  wende,   . 
And  god  of  Love,  that  can  right  well  and  may, 
As  moch-il  joye  fende  the  this  daie 
As  any  yet  lovir  be  ever  fende. 

Thus  taketh  the  Nightingale  her  leve  of  nie, 
J  praie  to  God  alwaie  with  her  to  be, 
And  joye  of  love  he  fende  her  evirmore, 
And  fhilde  us  fro  the  Cuckowe  and  his  lore! 
For  there  is  not  fo  falfe  a  birde  as  he. 
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Forthe  flie  yflewe  the  gentill  Nightingale 
To  all  the  birdis  that  were  in  that  dale, 
And  gate  'hem  all  into  a  place  in  fere, 
And  befoughtin  'hem  that  they  wouldin  here 
Her  difefc ;  and  thus  fhe  began  her  tale  : 

ThetCuckowe,  well  it  is  not  for  to  hide 

How  the  Cuckowe  and  I  faft  havin  chide 

Evir  fithin  that  it  y  was  daie  light ; 

I  praie  you  all  that  ye  doin  me  right 

Of  that  foule,  and  falfc,  and  unkinde  bride. 

Then  fpeke  o  birde  for  all  by  one  affcnt ; 
This  mattir  aflcith  gode  avifement, 
For  we  ben  alle  birdis  here  in  fere, 
And  fothe  it  is  the  Cuckowe  is  not  here^ 
And  therefore  we  woll  have  a  jDarliment; 

And  thereat  fhall  the  egle  be  our  lorde^ 
And  othir  peris  that  ben  of  recorde, 
And  the  Cuckowe  {hall  be  aftir  yfent, 
And  there  ihall  be  yevin  the  judgement  j 
Or  els  we  fhall  finally  make  accorde. 

And  this  fhall  be  ydone  withoutin  hale 
The  morowe  aftir  Sainct  Valentine's  daiej 
tlndir  a  maple  that  is  faire  and  grene, 
Before  the  chambir  windowe  of  the  quenc 
At  Wodeftocke  upon  the  grene  laie. 

She  thankid  'hem,  and  then  her  leve  toket 
And  flew  into  an-hauthorne  by  that  broke, 
And  there  fhe  fate  and  fong  upon  that  tre, 
For  terme  of  life  love  hath  withholde  me$ 
So  loude,  that  I  with  that  fong  awoke. 


O  leudc  boke  !  with  thy  foule  rudeneffe, 

Sithe  thou  haft  neithir  beaute  ne'  eloquence 

Who  hath  the  caufed  or  yeve  the"  hardinefie 

For  to  appere  in  my  ladie's  prefence  ? 

I*  am  ful  fikir  thou  knowiil  her  benevo'lcnce, 

Full  agreable  to  all  her  abiyng, 

For  of  all  gode  fhe  is  the  beft  livyng, 

Alas !  that  thou  ne  haddift  worthincfie 
To  fhewin  to  her  fome  plefaunt  fentence, 
Sith  that  fhe  hath  thorough  her  gentilleffe 
Acceptid  the  fervaunt  to  her  digne  reve'rence. 
O  !  me  repentith  that  I  ne'  had  fcience 
And  lefir  als  to  make  the  more  florifhyng, 
For  of  all  gode  fhe  is  the  bell  livyng. 


Befeche  her  mekely  with  all  Jowlinefle, 
Though -that  I  be  ferre  from  her  in  abfence, 
To  thinke  on  my  trouth  to'  her  and  ftedfaflneffe, 
And  to'  abridge  of  my  forowes  the  viollence 
Which  caufed  is,  whcrof  knowith  your  fapiencej 
She  like  emong  to  notifie  me'  her  likyng^ 
For  of  all  gode  fhe  is  the  beft  livyng. 


Aurore  of  gladnefTe,  daie  of  luftineffe, 
Lucerne  anight  with  hevenlie  influence 
Illumined,  rote  of  beautie  and  godenefle, 
Sufpiris,  whiche  I  effunde  in  filence, 
Of  grace  I  befeche  aledge  let  your  writyng, 
N«w  of  all  gode  fith  ye  beft  livyng. 


I  i  iij 


HOW  PYTE  is  DEDE; 


HEREAFTER    FOLOWETH 


HOW      PYTE      IS      DEDE, 

- 

AND  BURIED  IN  GENTYLE  HERTE. 


A  YTE,  that  I  have  fought  fo  yore  ago 
With  herte  fore,  and  full  of  befy  paine, 
That  in  this  worlde  was  nevir  wight  fo  wo 
Withoutin  dethe,  and  yf  I  fhal  nat  faine 
A/Iy  purpofe  was  to  Pitie  to  complaine 
Upon  the  criieltie  and  tyrannye 
Of  Love,  that  for  niy  trouth  doth  me  to  die. 

And  whan  that  I  by  length  of  ceftaine  yeres 
Had  evir  in  one  fought  a  time  to  fpeke, 
To  Pite  ran  I  all  befpreint  with  teres 
To  prayin  her  on  Cruelte  me*  a-wreke; 
But  or  I  might  with  any  worde  out  breke, 
Or  tel  her  any  of  my  painis  fmerte, 
I  found  her  ded  and  buried  in  an  herte. 

A  downe  I  fel  whan  that  I  faw  the  herfe 
Ded  as  a  ftone  while  that  the  fwonne  me  lafte, 
But  up  I  rofe  with  coloure  ful  diverfe, 
And  pitoufly  on  her  myne  eyen  I  caft, 
And  nerir  the  corfe  I  gan  prefin  faft, 
And  for  the  foule  I  mope  me  for  to  pray ; 
I  was  but  lorne  ;  there  was  no  more  to  fay. 

Thus  am  I  flaine  fith  that  Pite  is  ded; 
Alas  that  day  that  evir  it  fhulde  fal ! 
"What  manir  man  dare  nowe  hold  up  his  hed, 
To  whom  ihal  now  any  foro'wfull  hert  call, 
jtfowe  Cruelte  hath  caft  to  fle  us  al, 
In  ydle  hope  folke  redeleffe  of  paine, 
Sith  {he  is  ded,  to  whom  fhal  we  complaine  ? 

But  yet  encrefith  me  this  wondir  newe, 
That  no  wight  wote  that  ihe  is  ded  but  I, 
So  many  men  as  in  her  tyme  her  knewe, 
And  yet  flic  dyid  all  fo  fodainly, 
Tor  I  have  fought  her  er  full  befily, 
Sithins  that  I  had  firfte  witte  or  mind, 
But  Ihe  was  ded  er  that  I  coude  her  find. 


Aboute  her  herfe  there  ftodin  luftily, 
Withoutin  any  mo  as  thoughtin  me, 
Bnuntie,  perfitely  well  armed  and  richely, 
And  freftie  Beaute,  and  Luft,  and  Jolite, 
Affurid  Manir,  Youthe,  and  Honefte, 
Wifdome,  Eftate,  with  Drede  and  Govirnaunce, 
Confedrid  both  by  bonde  and  aliaunce. 

A  complainte  had  I  writin  in  my  honde 
To  have  yput  to  Pyte  as  a  byl, 
But  I  there  al  this  company  yfonde 
That  rathir  wouldin  all  my  caufe  fpill 
Then  do  me  help,  I  held  my  plainte  ftill, 
For  to  thofe  folke  withoutin  any  faile 
Without  Pite  there  maie  no  bill  availe. 

Then  leave  all  vertues  fave  onely  Pitie, 
Keping  the  corfe,  as  ye  have  herd  me  faine, 
Confedrid  by  bonde  unto  Crueltie, 
And  be  affentid  when  I  fliall  be  flaine, 
And  I  have  put  my  compleinte  up  againe, 
For  to  my  foes  my  bill  I  dare  not  Ihewe 
The'  effect,  which  fayith  thus  in  wordfs  fewe : 

Humblift  of  herte,  hyift  of  reverence, 
Flowir  benigne,  coroune  of  vertues  alle! 
Shewith  unto  your  roiall  excellence 
Your  fervaunt,  if  I  durftin  me  fo  Call, 
His  mortall  harme  in  which  he  is  ifall, 
And  nought  all  onely  for  his  wofull  fare 
But  for  your  renome,  as  he  fliall  declare. 

It  ftandeth  thus  ;  that  your  contary'  Crueltie 
Allyid  is  ayenft  your  regalie, 
Undir  colour  of  womanly  beautie, 
For  men  (houldin  not  knowe  her  tyrannic, 
With  Bountie,  Gentiilefle,  and  Curtefie, 
And  hath  deprivid  you  thus  of  your  place, 
That  is  hie  Beaute'  apcrtcncuit  to  your  grace  ';: 
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For  kindly  by  your  heritage  and  right 
Ye  be  anneiid  evir  to  Bountie, 
And  verily  ye  ought  to  doe  your  might 
TO  helpin  Trouthe  in  his  adveifitie ; 
Ye  be  alfo  the  coroune  of  Beautie, 
And  certis  if  that  ye  want  in  thefe  twaiiifc 
Theworlde  is  lore;  there  is  no  more  to  faine; 

Eke  what  availcth  manir  and  gentilefie 
Withoutin  you,  o  moil  benigne  creture  ! 
Shall  Crueltie  ybe  your  governefle  ? 
Alas  !  what  herte  maie  it  long  endure  ? 
Wherefore  but  ye  rathir  ytakin  cure 
To  brekin  that  perillous  aliaunce 
Ye  ilcen  'hem  that  ben  in  your  obeifaunce. 

And  furthir  ovir,  if  ye  fuffir  this 
All  your  renome  is  fordoe  in  a  throwe, 
There  lhall  no  man  ywete  what  pitie  is ; 
Alas  that  your  renome  is  fall  fo  lowe  ! 
Ye  be'  alfo  fro  your  heritage  ithrowe 
fcy  Crueltie,  that  occupieth  your  place, 
And  we  difpairid  that  fekin  your  grace. 

Have  rnercie  on  me,  thou  herenus  quene, 
That  you  have  fought  fo  tendirly  and  fore, 
t)  let  fome  ftreame  of  light  on  me  be  fene, 
That  love  and  drede  you  er  longir  the  more  ! 
for }  fothily  to  faine,  1  bere  fd  fore  ; 


And  though  I  be  not  connyng  for  to  plainc 
For  God'is  love  have  mercie  on  my  paine. 

My  paine  is  this,  that  what  fo  I  delire 
That  have  I  not,  ne  nothyng  like  thereto, 
And  evir  fetteth  dcfire  mine  herte  on  fire; 
Eke  on  that  othir  fide,  where  that  r  go 
What  manir  thing  that  may  encrefe  my  wo 
That  have  I  redy  unsought  every  where ; 
Me  lackith  but  my  deth  and  then  my  bere. 

What  nedith  to  fhewe  percel  of  my  paine, 
Sith  every  wb  that  herte  maie  bethinke 
1  iuffir,  and  yet  dare  not  to  you  plaine  ? 
For  well  I  wote  though  that  I  wake  or  winke 
Ye  recke  not  whethir  that  I  flete  or  finke ; 
And  natheleffe  yet  my  trouth  I  fhall  fufteine 
Unto  my  deth,  and  that  fhall  well  be  iefie  : 

This. is  to  faine,  that  I  will  be  yours  ever, 
Though  ye  me  flea  by  Crueltie  your  fo, 
Algate  my  fpirite  fhall  nevir  diicevir 
Fro  your  lervice  for  any  paine  or  wo, 
Sith  ye  be  dedde,  alas  that  it  is  fo  ! 
Thus  for  your  deth  I  maie  wepin  and  plait* 
With  herte  fore  and  full  of  befie  pain. 
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THE  longe  nyghtis,  when  every  creture 
Shuld  have  ther  reft  in  fomwhat  as  by  kind, 
Or  ellis  ne  may  ther  life  not  long  endure, 
It  fallith  mofte  into  my  woful  minde 
How  I  fo  farre  have  brought  my  felf  behind, 
That  fafe  the  deth  ther  may  nothing  me  liffe, 
So  difpairid  I  am  from  alle  blifle. 

This  fame  thought  me  laftith  til  the  morow, 
And  from  the  morowe  forth  til  it  be  eve ; 
There  nedith  me  no  care  for  to  borow. 
For  both  1  have  gode  laifir  and  gode  leve ; 
There  is  no  wight  that  will  my  wo  byreve, 
To  wepe  enough  and  wailin  all  my  fyll ; 
The  fore  fparke  of  peine  now  doth  me  fpil. 

This  Love,  that  hath  me  fet  in  foche  a  place 
That  my  defire  he  wil  nevir  fulfyl, 
For  neithir  Pite,  Mercy,  neithir  Grace. 
Can  I  not  finde,and  yet  my  wofull  herte 
For  to  be  dede  I  can  it  not  arace, 
The  more  I  love  the  more  the  doth  me  fmerte, 
Thorowe  whiche  I  fe  withoute  remedie 
That  from  the  deth  I  may  no  wife  afterte. 

Kow  fothly  what  fiie  hight  I  wol  reherfe  ; 
Her  name  is  Bountie,  fet  in  womanhed, 
Sadnes  in  youth,  and  beautie  pridelefle, 
And  plefaunce  undir  govirnaunce  and  drede, 
And  her  furname  is  eke  faire  Rutheleffe, 
The  wife  knit  unto  gode  avinture. 
That  for  I  love  her  fhe  fleth  me  giltlefie  ; 
Her  love  I  beft,  and  {hall  while  I  may  dure ; 

Bett  than  my  felfe  a  hundrid  thoufand  dele, 
Than  al  this  world' is  richis  or  creture  j 
Now  hath  not  Love  me  beflowid  we!3 


To  lovin  there  I  nevir  fhal  have  parte  ? 
Alas,  right  thus  is  tumid  me  the  whele  ! 
Thus  am  I  flaine  with  Lov'is  furious  darte  ? 
I  can  but  love  her  beft  my  fwete1  fo, 
Love  hath  me  taught  no  more  of  his  arte 
But  fervin  alwaye  and  ftint  for  no  wo. 

Within  my  trewe  carefull  herte  ther  is 
So  mochil  we  and  eke  fo  litil  bliffi 
That  wo  is  me  that  evir  I  was  bore  ! 
For  al  that  thinge  which  I  .defire  I  mifle, 
And  al  that  evir  I  wolde  not  iwis 
That  finde  I  redy  to  me  evirmore  ; 
And  of  all  this  I  n'ot  to  whom  me  plaine, 
For  fhe  that  might  me  out  of  this  ybring 
Ne  rechith  nought  whethir  I  wepe  or  fing, 
So  litil  routh  hath  fhe  upon  my  paine! 

Alas  !  whan  flepinge  tyme  is  then  I  wake. 
Whan  I  fhuld  daunce  for  fere  lo  than  I  quake 
This  hcvy  life  I  lede,  lo  !  for  your  fake, 
Though  ye  therof  in  no  wife  hede  take, 
Myn  hert'is  lady  and  whole  my  live's  quene 
For  truly  durft  I  fay  as  that  I  fele 
Me  femith  that  your  fwete  herte  of  ftele 
Is  whettid  now  againift  me  to  kene. 

My  dere  herte  and  beft  bclovid  fo ! 
Why  lykith  you  to  do  me  al  this  wo  ? 
What  have  I  don  that  grevith  you,  or  faide  ? 
But  for  I  ferve  and  love  you  and  no  mo, 
And  whileft  I  live  I  wil  evir  do  fo, 
Andtherfore,  fwete  !  ne  bethe  not  il  apaide; 
For  fo  gode  and  fo  faire  as  that  ye  be 
It  wer  a  right  gret  wondir  but  ye  had 
Of  alfervauntis  both  of  gode  and  baddc, 
And  beft  worthy  of  al  them  I  am  he, 
3 
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But  nevir  theleffe,  my  righte  lady  fwete  ! 
Though  that  I  be  unkonninge  and  unmete 
To  ferve  as  I  coud  beft  aye  your  highnes, 
Yet  is  ther  none  fainir,  that  would  I  hete, 
Than  I  to  do  you  efe  or  ellis  bete, 
What  fo  I  wift  that  were  to  your  highnes  ; 
And  had  I  might  as  gode  as  I  have  wil, 
Than  fhould  ye  fele  wher  it  were  fo  or  none, 
For  in  this  world  livinge  than  is  ther  none 
That  fainir  wolde  your  hert'is  wil  fulfil. 

For  both  I  love  and  eke  drede  you  fo  fore, 
And  algates  mote  and  have  don  you  ful  yore, 
That  bettir  loved  is  none  ne  nevir- foal, 
And  yet  1  would  befeche  you  of  no  more 
But  lovith  wel,  and  be  not  wroth  therfore, 
And  let  me  ferve  you  forth,  lo  !  this  is  al ; 
For  I  am  nought  fo  hardy  ne  fo  wode 
For  to  defire  that  ye  faould  lovin  me, 
For  wel  I  wotte,  alas !  that  may  not  be, 

am  fo  litil  worthy'  and  ye  fo  gode, 
For  ye  be  one  the  worthyift  on  live, 
And  I  the  moil  unlikely  for  to  thrive. 

Yet  for  al  this  wetith  ye  ful  righte  wel 

That  ye  ne  fhould  me  from  your  fervyce  drive. 

That  I  ne  wil  aye  with  my  witis  five 
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Serve  you  truly  what  wo  fo  that  I  fele, 
For  I  am  fet  fo  hy  upon  your  whele 
That  though  ye  nevir  wil  upon  me  rew 
I  muft  you  love,  and  bene  evir  as  trewc 
As  any  man  yean  or  maye  on  live. 

But  the  more  that  I  love  you,  godely  frc  ! 
The  lafle  finde  I  that  ye  lovin  me ; 
Alas  !  whan  fhal  that  harde  wit  amende  ? 
Wher  is  now  al  your  womanly  pite, 
Your  gentilnes  and  your  debonairte  ? 
Wil  ye  nothinge  therof  upon  me  fpend, 
And  fo  whole,  fwete  !  as  I  am  youris  all, 
And  fo  grete  vfi\  as  I  have  to  you  ferve  ? 
Now  certis  and  ye  let  me  thus  yfterve 
Yet  have  ye  wonnin  therupon  b«t  fmall, 

For  at  my  knowing  I  do  nothing  why  : 
And  thus  I  wil  befeche  you  hertily, 
That  if  evir  ye  finde  whilis  ye  live 
A .  truir  fervaunte  to  you  than  am  I, 
Levith  than,  and  flcith  me  hardily, 
And  I  my  deth  to.you  wil  al  forgive  ; 
And  yf  ye.  finde  no  trewir  verily, 
Wollin  ye  fuffir  than  that  I  thus  fpil, 
And  for  no  manir  gilt  but  my  gode  will 
As  gode  were  than  untrue  as  true  to  be. 
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FtiE  fro  the  preef  and  dwell  with  fothfaftneffe ; 
Suffife  unto  thy  gode  though  it  be  fmall, 
For  horde  hath  hate,  and  climbyng  tikilnefle, 
Prece  hath  envie, and  wele  is  blent  oer  all; 
Savour  no  more  than  the  behoven  fhall ; 
Rede  well  thy  felf,  that  othir  folke  canft  rede, 
And  trouthe  the  fhall  delivir  it*  is  no  drede. 

Paine  the  not  eche  crokid  to  redreffe 
In  truft  of  her  that  tourneth  as  a  balle ; 
Crete  reft  ftaudith  in  litil  bufmefle  ; 
Beware  alfo  to  fpurne  again  a  nalle  ; 


Strive  not  as  doith  a  crocke  with  a  walle  ? 
Demith  thy  felf  that  demift  othir's  ded*e, 
And  trouthe  the  fhall  deliver  it  'is  no  drede. 

That  the  is  fent  receve  in  buxomenefle  ; 
The  wraftlyng  of  this  worlde  afkith  a  fall ; 
Here  is  no  home,  here  is  but  wildirneffe ; 
Forthe  pilgrim,  forthe  o  beft  out  of  thy  ftall ; 
Loke  up  on  high,  and  thanke  thy  God  of  all; 
Weivith  thy  lufte  and  let  thy  ghoft  the  lede, 
And  trouthe  the  lhall  delivir  it'  is  no  drede. 
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CHAUCER'S    A,  B,  C. 


CALLED  LA  PRIERE  DE  NOSTRE  DAME. 


Chaucer's  A,  B,  C,  called  La  Priere  de  noflre  Dame,  made,  as  fame  fay  ^  at  the  requejl 
of  Blanch  Ducheffe  of  Lancajler,  as  a  praierfor  her  private  ufe,  being  a  woman  in 
her  religion  very  devout. 
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A. 

ALMIGHTIE  and  allmerciable  Quene  ! 
To  whom  all  this  world  fleith  for  foccour, 
To  have  relefe  of  finne,  of  forow,  of  tene, 
Glorious  Virgine  !  of  all  flouris  flour, 
To  the  I  fie,  confoundid  in  crrour ; 
Helpe  and  releve,  almightie  debpnaire ! 
Have  mercy  of  mine  perillous  langour, 
Venquill  me  hath  my  cruill  adverfaire. 

B. 

Bountie  fo  fixe  hath  in  my  hert  his  tent, 
That  well  I  wote  thou  will  my  fuccour  be  ; 
Thou  canft  not  warnin  that  with  gode  entent 
Axith  thyne  helpe,  thine  hert  is  aye  fo  fre, 
Thou  art  largeffe  of  plaine  felieite, 
Havin  and  refute  of  quiete  and  reft ; 
Lo  how  that  thevis  fevin  chafm  me  ; 
Helpe,  Ladie  bright !  or  that  mine  fhip  to  breft. 

C. 

Comfort  is  none  but  in  you,  Lady  dere ! 
For  lo  !  mine  finne  and  mine  confufioun, 
Which  ought  not  in  thin  prefence  for  to'  'apere, 
Han  taken  on  me  a  grevous  aclioun, 
Of  veray  right  and  difperatioun, 
And  as  by  right  they  mightin  well  fuftene 
That  I  were  worthy  mine  damnatioun, 
Ne  were  it  of  thy  mercy,  blifsfull  Quene  ! 

D. 

Dout  is  there  none,  o  Queue  of  mife'ricord! 
That  thou  n'art  cauie  of  grace  and  mercy  here, 
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God  vouchidefafe  through  the  with  us  to*  accord  ; 
For  certis,  Chrift'is  blifsfull  modir  dere  ! 
Were  now  the  bow  ybeot  in  fwiche  manere 
As  it  was  firft  of  juftice  and  of  ire, 
The  rightfull   >od  would  of  no  mercy  here  ; 
But  through  the  han  we  grace  as  we  defirc. 

E. 

Ever'  hath  mine  hope  of  refute  in  the  be, 
'For  here  beforne  full  oft  in  many'  a  wife 
Unto  mercy  haft  thou  recevid  me, 
But  mercy,  Lady  !  at  the  gret  affife, 
When  we  fhall  come  before  the  High  Juftife, 
So  litil  freut  fhall  then  in  me  ben  found 
That  but  thou  or  that  day  corre&in  me 
Of  very  right  mine  werke  will  me  confound. 

Flying  I  fle  for  fuccour  to  thine  tent, 
Me  for  to  hide  fro  tempeft  full  of  drede, 
Befcking  you  that  ye  you  not  abfent, 
Though  I  be  wicke  :  o  help  yet  at  this  nede ! 
All  have  I  ben  a  beft  in  wit  aod  dede, 
Yet,  Lady !  thou  me  clofe  with  thine  owne  grace ; 
Thine  enemie  and  mine  (Lady,  take  hede) 
Unto  mine  deth  in  point  is  me  to  chafe. 

G. 

Gracious  maid  and  modir !  which  that  never 
Were  bittir  nor  in  erth  nor  in  the  ie, 
But  full  of  fwetenefle  and  of  mercy  ever, 
Helpe,  that  mine  Fadir  be  not  wroth  with  n;% 
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Speke  thou,  for  I  ne  dare  him  not  yfc  : 
So  have  I  done  in  erth,  alas  the  while  ! 
That  certis  but  if  thou  mine  fuccour  be 
To  finke  eterne  he  will  mine  ghoft  exile. 

H. 

lie  vouchidefafe,  tell  him,  as  was  his  will, 
Become  a  man  as  for  our  alliaunce, 
And  with  his  blode  he  wrote  that  blifsful  bill 
Upon  the  crofle  as  generall  acquitaunce 
To  every  penitent  in  full  cryaunce ; 
And  therefore,  Lady  bright !  thou  for  us  pf  ey^ 
Then  ftialt  thou  ftentin  alle  his  grevaunce, 
And  maken  our  foe  to  faylin  of  his  prey. 

I. 

I  wote  well  thott  wilt  ben  our  fuccour, 
Thou  art  fo  full  of  bountie  in  certaine, 
For  when  a  foule  fallith  in  errour 
Thine  pitie  goeth  and  halith  him  agairie, 
Then  makift  thou  his  pece  with  his  Soverain,- 
And  bringift  him  out  of  the  crokid  ftrete  : 
Whofo  the  lovith  mall  not  love  in  vaine, 
That  fhall  he  find  as  he  the  life  lhall  lete. 

K. 

Kalendiris  enluminid  ben  they 
That  in  this  world  ben  lightid  with  thine  name, 
And  who  fo  goith  with  the  the  right  wey 
Him  dar  not- dredin  in  foule  to  ben  lame.     "''• 
Now  Quene  of  comfort !  fith  thou  art  the  fame 
To  whom  I  fechin  for  my  medicine, 
JLet  not  mine  fo  no  more  mine  wound  entame, 
Mine  hele  into  thine  hond  all  I  refine. 

L. 

Lady !  thine  forrow  can  I  not  portrey 
Undir  the  crofle,  ne  his  grevous  pennaunce ; 
But  for  your  bothis  peine  I  you  do  prey- 
Let  not  our  aldir  fo  make  his  boftaunce 
That  he  hath  in  his  leftis,  with  mifchaunce ! 
Convict  that  that  y,e  both  han  bought  fo  dere  : 
As  I  faid  erftythou  ground  of  all  fubftaunce  ! 
Continue'  on  us  thin  pitous  eyin  clere. 

M.     ' 

Moyfes,  that  faw  the  bom  of.flambis  rede     ;    »., , 
Brenning,  of  which  then  nevir  a  fticke  brend, 
Was  figne  of  thine  unwemmid  maidinhede ; 
Thou  art  the  bofh  on  which  there  can  defcend 
The  Holy  Ghoft,  the  which  that  Moyfes  wend 
Had  ben  on  fire  ;  and  this  was  in  figure  ; 
Now  Lady  !  fro  the  fire  us  defend 
Which  that  in  hell  eternally  fliall  dure. 

*     N. 

Noble  Princeffe  !  that  nevir  haddift  pere,. 
Certis  if  any  comfortin  us  be 
That  commith  of  the,  Chriftis  modir  dere  ! 
We  han  none  othir  melodic  ne  gle 
Us  to  rejoyce  in  our  adverfite, 
Ne  advocat  that  will  and  dare  fo  prey 
For  us,  and  that  for  as  lite  hire  as  ye, 
That  helpin  for  an  Ave'mary  or  twey. 

O. 

O  very  light  of  eyin  tho  ben  blind  ! 
O  very  luft  of  labour  and  diftreffe  1 
O  treforere  of  bountie  to  mankind  ! 
The  •whom  God  chefe  to  moder  for  humblc-lTe^ 
From  his  ancille  he  made  the  maiflerefle 


Of  heven  and  erth,  our  bill  up  for  to  bed's/ 
This  world  awatith  ay  on  thine  godenes, 
For  thou  ne  failed'eft  nevir  wight  at  nede. 

P. 

Purpofe  I  have  fometime  for  to  enquere 
Wherefore  and  why  the  Holy  Ghoft  the  fought  j 
When  Gabriel's  voice  come  to  thine  ere 
He  not  to  werre  us  fwich  a  wondir  wrought, 
But  for  to  fave  us  that  he  fithin  bought; 
Then  nedith  us  no  wrpori  us  to  fave, 
But  onely  there  we  did  not  as  us  ought 
Do  penitence,  and  mercy  afke  and  have. 

Quene  of  comfort !  right  when  I  me  bethinks- 
That  I  agiltid  have  both  him  and  the, 
And  that  mine  foule  is  worthy  for  to  finke, 
Alas  !  I  caitife,  whedir  fliall  I  fle  ? 
Who  ftiall  unto  thine  fonne  niine  mene  be  ? 
Who  but  thine  felfe,  that  art  of  pitie  well  ? 
Thou  haft  more  routh  on  our  adverfite 
Than  in  this  world  might  any  tongue  tell. 

R. 

RedrefTe  me,  modir  !  and  eke  me  chaftife, 
For  certainly  my  Fadir's  chaftifing 
Ne  dare  I  not  abidin  in  no  wife, 
So  hideous  is  his  full  reckining. 
Modir  !  of  whom  our  joy  began  to  fpringj 
Be  ye  mine  judge  and  eke  my  foul'is  lech, 
For  ay  in  you  is  pitie  abounding 
To  each  that  will  of  pity  you  befech. 

S. 

Soth  is  that  he  ne  grauntith  no  pite 
Withoutin  the,  for  God  of  his  godenefle 
Forgivith  none  but  it  like'unto  the  r 
He  hath  the  made  vicaire  and  maifterefle 
Of  all  this  world,  and  eke  govirnerefle  - 
Of  hevin,  and  repreflith  his  juftife 
Aftir  thine  will,  and  therefore  in  witneffe 
He  hath  the  crownid  in  fo  royall  wife. 

T. 

Temple  devout !  ther  God  chefe  his  worming, 
Fro  which  thefe  mifbeleved  deprivid  ben, 
To  you  mine  foule  penitent  I  bring  ; 
Receve  me,  for  I  can  no  ferthir  fleen. 
With  thornis  venemous,  o  hevin  Quene  ! 
For  which  the  erth  accurfid  was  full  yore, 
I  am  fo  woundid,  as  ye  may  well  fene, 
That  I  am  loft  almoft,  it  fmert  fo  fore. 

V. 

Virgine  !  that  art  fo  noble  of  apparaile, 
That  ledift  us  into  the  highe  toure 
Of  Paradife,  thou  me  wife  and  counfaile 
How  I  may  have  thy  grace  and  thy  fuccour,. 
All  have  I  ben  in  filth  and  in  errour  : 
Lady !  on  that  countrey  thou  me  adjourne 
That  clepid  is  thine  bench  of  freflie  flour, 
There  as  that  mercy  evir  fhall  fojourne. 

X. 

Xpen  thine  fonne,  that  in  this  world  alight 
Upon  a  crofle  to  fuffir  his  paflioun, 
And  fufFred  eke  that  Longeus  his  hert  pight, 
And  made  his  hert'is  blode  renne  adoun, 
And  all  this  was  for  my  falvatioun ; 
And  I  to  him  am  fals  and  eke  unkind, 
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And  yet  he  will  not  mine  dampnatioun ; 
This  thanke  I  you,  fuccour  of  all  mankind ! 

Y. 

Yfaac  was  figure  of  his  deth  certaine, 
That  fo  ferreforth  his  fadir  would  obey 
That  him  ne  rought  nothing  for  to  be  flaine ; 
Right  fo  thy  fonne  lift  a  lambe  to  dey  : 
_Now  Lady  full  of  mercy  !  I  you  prey, 
Sith  he  his  mercy  furid  me  fo  large, 
Be  ye  not  fcant,  for  all  we  fing  or  fay, 
That  ye  ben  fro  vengeaunce  alway  our  targe. 


Zacharie  you  clepith  the  opin  well 
Thatwiiht  his  finfull  foule  out  of  his  guilt, 
Therefore  this  leffoun  out  I  will  to  tell, 
That  n'ere  thine  tendir  hert  we  werin  fpilt. 
Now  Lady  bright !  fith  that  thou  canft  and  wilt, 
Ben  to  the  fede  of  Adam  merciable  ; 
Bring  us  unto  that  pajeis  thai  is  built 
To  penitents,  that  ben  to  mercie  able. 
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aTkebqn  knight,  forfaketh  ^ueen  Annelida,  who  loved  him  entirely  ^  and  takt 
a  new  lady,  whereupon  Annelida  maketh  this  great  complaint, 


O  THOU  fiers  god  of  Armis,  Mars  the  Rede, 
That  in  thy  froltie  countrey  callid  Thrace 
Within  thy  grifly  templis  full  of  drede 
Honourid  art  as  patrone  of  that  place, 
With  the  Bellona,  Pallas  full  of  grace, 
Be  prefent,  and  my  fong  continue'  and  gie ; 
At  my  beginnyng  thus  to  the  I  crie. 

For  it  full  dep£  is  fonkin  in  mynde 
With  pitous  herte  in  Englifhe  to  endive 
This  olde  ftorie,  in  Latine  whiche  I  finde, 
Of  Quene  Annelida  and  falfe  Arcite, 
That  elde,  whiche  all  thingis  can  frete  and  bite, 
And  it  hath  fretin  many*  a  noble  ftorie, 
Hath  nigh  devourid  out  of  our  memorie. 

Be  favourable'  eke  thou  Polymnia, 
On  Parnaffus  that  with  thy  fuftirs  glade 
By  Helicon,  and  not  ferre  from  Cirrha, 
Singift  with  voice  memorial!  in  the  (hade, 
Undir  the  laurir,  which  that  maie  not  fade, 
And  doe  that  I  my  {hip  to  havin  winne  : 
Firft  followe'  I  Stace,  and  aftir  him  Corinne. 

Jamque  domos  p atrixs ,  Scytbica  poji  affera  gtntis 
JPralia,  laurigerofubeuntcm  Thefea  curru 
jLcetifici  plaufus,  miffufque  adjidera  <vnlglt  &c. 

When  Thefeus  with  warris  long  and  grete 
The  afpre  folke  of  Scythe  hath  ovircome, 
The  laurir  crounid,  in  his  chaire  golde  bete 
Home  to  his  countre  houfis  is  icome, 
for  whiche  the  peple  blisfull  all  and  fome 
So  cridin  that  to  the  fterris  it  went, 
And  hym  to  honourin  did  all  th,er  entent» 


Before  this  duke  in  figne  of  vidorie 
The  trompis  come,  and  in  his  banir  large 
The'  image  of  Mars  ;  and  in  token'  of  glorie 
Men  mightin  fe  of  trefure  many'  a  charge, 
Many'  a  bright  helme,  and  many'  a  fpere  and  I 
Many'  a  freflie  knight,  and  many*  a  blisfull 
On  horfe  and  fote,  in  all  the  field  about. 

Hyppolyta  his  wife,  the  bardie  Quene 
Of  Scythia,  that  he  conquerid  had, 
With  Emelie  her  younge  fuftir  fhene, 
Faire  in  a  chare  of  golde  he  with  him  lad, 
That  al  the  ground  about  her  chare  Ihe  fpra4 
With  brightnefle  of  the  beautie  in  her  face, 
Fulfillid  all  of  largeffe  and  of  grace. 

With  his  triumph  and  laurir  corouned  thus 
In  all  the  floure  of  Fortun'is  yevyng 
Lete  I  this  noble  prince,  this  Thefeus, 
Toward  Athenis  in  his  waie  ridyng, 
And  fonde  I  woll  in  fhortly  for  to  bryng 
The  flie  waie  of  that  I  began  to  write 
Of  Quene  Annelida  and  falfe  Arcite. 

Mars,  that  through  his  furieus  courfe  of  ire} 
The  olde  wrathe  of  Juno  to  fulfill, 
Hath  fct  the  peplis  hcrtis  bothe  on  fire 
Of  Thebes  and  Grece  everich  othir  to  kill 
With  blodie  fperis,  reftid  nevir  ftill, 
But  throng  now  here  now  there  emong  'hem  both, 
That  everiche  othir  flue,  fo  were  thei  wroth : 

For  when  Amphiorax  and  Tydeus, 
Hippomedon  and  Parthenope'  alfo 
Were  dedde,  and  flain  was  the  proude  Capaneus, 
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And  when  the  wretchid  Thebans  brethrin  two 
Were  flain,  and  Kyng  Adraftus  home  ago, 
So  defolate  flode  Thebis  and  fo  bare 
That  no  wight  could  remedie  of  his  care. 

And  when  that  the  old  Creon  gan  efpie 
How  that  the  blode  roiall  was  brought  adoun 
He  helde  the  cite  by  his  tyrannic, 
And  did  the  gentils  of  that  regioun 
To  ben  his  frendis  and  dwell  in  the  toun ; 
So  what  for  love  of  him,  and  what  for  awe 
The  noble  folke  were  to  the  toune  idrawe, 

Emong  all  thefe  Annelida  the  Quenc 
Of  Ermonie  was  in  that  toune  dwellyng, 
That  iairir  ferre  was  than  the  fonne  fhene  ; 
Throughput  the  worlde  fo  gan  her  name  to  fpryng, 
That  her  to  fe  had  every  wight  likyng, 
For  as  of  trouthe  ne  is  there  none  her  liche 
Of  all  the  women  in  this  worlde  riche.       j  irH 

Yong  was  this  quene,  of  twentie  yeris  olde. 
Of  middle  ftature,  and  of  foche  faireneffe 
That  Nature  had  a  joye  her  to  beholde  ; 
And  for  to  fpekin  of  her  ftedfaftneffe, 
She  paffid  hath  Penelope'  and  Lucrefle ; 
And,  fhortlie,  if  fhe  fhall  ben  comprehended, 
In  her  there  mightin  nothyng  ben  amended. 

This  Theban  knight  Arcite  eke,  fothe  to  faine, 
Was  yong,  and  therwithal  a  luftie  knight, 
But  he  was  double'  in  love  and  nothing  plaine, 
And  fubtil  in  that  crafte  ovre*  any  wight, 
And  with  his  connyng  wan  this  ladie  bright, 
For  fo  ferforthe  he  gan  her  trouth  affure 
That  fhe  hym  truftith  o'er  any  creture.        <  v/f 

What  fhould  I  faine  ?  fhe  lovith  Atcite  fp 
That  when  that  he  was  abfent  any  throwe 
Anone  her  thought  her  herte  braft  a  two, 
For  in  her  fight  to  her  he  bare  hym  lowe, 
So  that  fhe  wende  have  all  his  herte  iknowe ; 
But  he  was  falfe,  it  n'as  but  fainid  chere, 
As  nedith  not  foche  craftis  men  to  lere. 

But  nertheleffe  full  mikill  bufmefle 
Had  he  er  that  he  mfght  his  ladie  winne,  • 
And  fwore  that  he  would  dyin  for  diftrefle 
Or  from  his  witte  he  fayid  he  would  twinne  j 
Alas  the  while  1  for  it  was  routhe  and  fmne 
That  fhe  upon  his  forowis  would  rue ; 
But  ^Totting  thlnkith  the  falfe  as  doth  the  true. 

Her  fredome  found  Arcite  in  foche  manere 
That  al  was  his  that  fhe  hath,  moche  or  lite, 
Ne  to  no  manir  creture  made  fhe  chere 
Furthir  then  as  it  likid  to  Arcite  ; 
Ther  was  no  lack  with  which  he  might  her  wite  ; 
She  was  fo  ferforthe  yevin  him  to  pleie 
That  al  that  likid  hym  did  her  to  efe. 

There  n'as  to  her  no  manir  lettir  fent, 
That  touchid  love,  from  any  manir  wight, 
That  flie  ne  fhewid  hym  or  it  was  brent, 
So  plain  fhe  was,  and  dyd  her  futte  might 
That  fhe  n'ill  hidin  nothyng  from  her  knight, 
Left  he  of  any  untrouthe  her  upbreide ; 
Withoutin  bode  his  herte  fhe  obeide. 

And  eke  he  made  hym  jelous  ovir  her, 
That  what  that  any  man  had  to  her  faied 
Anon  he  would  yprayin.  her  to  fwere 
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What  was  that  worde,  or  make  him  ill  apaied ; 
Then  wenid  fhe  out  of  her  witte  have  braied  : 
But  all  was  nought  but  Height  andflattirie  \ 
Withoutin  love  he  fainid  jeloufie. 

And  all  this  toke  fhe  fo  debonairly 
That  al  his  wil  her  thought  it  flulful  thyng. 
And  er  the  lengir  loved  hym  tendirly, 
And  did  hym  honour  as  he  were  a  kyng; 
Her  herte  was  to  hym  weddid  with  a  ryng', 
For  fo  ferforthe  on  trouthe  is  her  entent 
That  where  he  goith  her  hert  with  him  wentf 

Whan  fhe  fhal  etc  on  him  is  fo  her  thought 
That  wel  unnethis  of  mete  toke  fhe  kepe, 
And  whan  that  fhe  was  to  her  reft  ybrought 
On  him  fhe  thought  alway  tyl  that  fhe  flepc, 
Whan  he  was  abfent  prively  dothe  fhe  wepe  1 
Thus  liveth  faire  Annelida  the  Quene 
For  falfe  Arcyte,  that  dyd  her  al  this  tene. 

This  falfe  Arcyte,  of  his  newfangleneffer 
For  fhe  to  him  fo  lowly  was  and  trewe, 
Ytoke  kffe  deinte  for  her  ftedfafteneffe, 
And  fawe  anothir  lady  proude  and  newe, 
And  right  anon  he  clad  him  in  her  hewe, 
Wote  I  not  whethir  in  white,  red,  or  grene, 
And  falfid  faire  Annelida  the  Quene. 

But  nertheleffe,  grete  wondir  was  it  none 
Though  he  were  falfe,  for  it'  is  the  kinde  of  mar$ 
Sithe  Lamech  was,  that  is  fo  longe'agone, 
To  be  in  love  as  falfe  as  er  he  can  ; 
He  was  the  firfle  fathir  that  began 
To  lovin  two,  and  was  in  bigamie, 
And  he  founde  tentis  firft  but  yf  men  lye.-  •'  - 

This  falfe  Arcite  fomsvhat  muft  he  nede  fainfc 
Whan  he  was  falfe  to  coveren  his  traitourie, 
Right  as  an  horfe  that  can  both  bite  and  plaine, 
For  he  bare  her  in  honde  of  trechirie, 
And  fwore  he  coude  her  doubleneffe  efpye, 
And  al  was  falfeneffe  that  fhe  to  him  raent ; 
Thus  fwore  this  thefs,  and  forth  his  way  he  went. 

Alas  !  what  herte  might  endurin  it 
For  routhe  or  wo  her  forowe  for  to  tel, 
Or  what  man  hath  the  conning  or  the  wit, 
Or  what  man  might  within  the  chambre  dwejj 
If  I  to  him  reherfin  fhall  the  hel 
That  fuffrith  faire  Annelida  the  Quene, 
For  falfe  Arcite,  that  did  her  al  this  tene  ? 

She  wepith,  wailith,  fwounith,pitoufly  ; 
To  grounde  as  ded  fhe  fallith  as  a  ftone ; 
She  crampifhith  her  limmis  crokidly ; 
She  fpekith  as  her  witte  were  al  agone  ; 
Othir  colour  than  afhin  hath  fhe  none, 
Ne  none  othir  worde  fpekith  fhe  moch  or  lite 
But  Mercy ,  cruil  berte  min,  Arcite  ! 

And  thus  endureth  til  that  fhe  was  fo  mate 
That  fhe  ne'  hath  fote  on  which  fhe  may  fuftene, 
But  forth  languifhing  er  in  this  eftate, 
Of  whiche  Arcite  hath  neithir  rothe  ne  tene  ; 
His  herte  was  ellifwhere  fette  new  and  grene, 
That  on  her  wo  ne  deineth  him  not  to  think ; 
Him  reckith  ner  whethir  fhe  flete  or  finke. 

This  newe  lady  holdith  him  fo  narowe 
Up  by  the  bridil  at  the  ftav'is  ende, 
That  every  worde  he  dred  it  is  as  an  arowe ; 
Her  daungir  made  him  bothe  bowe  and  bendc. 
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And  as  her  lufte  madin  him  turne  or  wende, 

For  fhe  ne  graimtid  him  in  her  living 

No  grace  why  that  he  hath  thereof  to  fmge, 

But  drove  him  forth;  unneth  lift  her  to  knowe 
That  he  was'fervaunt  to  her  ladyfhip. 
But  lefte  that  he  were  proude  {he  held  him  loWc; 
Thus  fervith  he  withoutin  mete  or  fip; 
She  fente  him  nowe  to  lande  and  nowe  to  fhip, 
And  for  fhe  y&ve  him  daungir  al  his  fil 
Therfore  fhe  had  him  at  her  owne  wil. 

Enfample*  of  this,  ye  thriftie  women  al, 
Take  hede  of  Annelida'  and  falfe  Arcite, 
.That  for  her  lift  him  her  dere  herte  call, 
And  was  fo  meke,  therefore  he  loved  her  lite; 
The  kinde  of  mann'is  herte  is  to  delite 
On  thing  that  ftraunge  is,  al  fo  God  me  fave, 
For  what  they  may  not  get  that  wold  they  have. 

Now  turne  we  to  Annelida  ayen, 
That  pinith  day  by  day  in  languifhing ; 
But  whan  fhe  fawe  that  her  ne  gate  no  geyn, 
Upon  a  day  ful  foro'wfully  weping 
She  caft  .her  for  to  make  a  complaining, 
And  with  her  owne  hande  fhe  gan  it  write, 
And  fente  it  to  her  Theban  knight  Arcyte. 


?t>e  Complaint  of  Annelida  to  falfe  Arcite. 

So  thirlid  with  the  point  of  remembratmce 
The  fwerde  of  forowe,whette  with  falfe  plefaunce, 
Myne  herte  bare  of  bliffe  and  black  of  'hewe^ 
That  tumid  is  to  quaking  all  my  daunce, 
My  fewertye  in  wapid  countinaunce, 
Sens  it  availith  nothing  to  ben  trewe, 
For  who  fo  trewe  is  certes  it  fhall  her  rewc 
"That  fervith  Loye,  and  dothe  her  obfervaunce 
Alway  to  one,  and  chaungith  for  no  newe. 

I  wote  my  felfe  as  well  as  any  wight, 
For  I  loved  one  with  al  min  hert  and  might, 
More  than  my  felf  an  hundred  thoufaiide  fith, 
And  callid  him  my  hert'is  lyfe,  my  knight, 
And  was  al  his  as  ferre  as  it  was  right, 
And  whan  that  he  was  glad  than  was  I  blythe, 
And  his  difefe  y  was  my  dethe  as  fwithe, 
And  he  ayen  his  trouthe  hath  to  me  plight 
For  evirmore  his  lady  me  to  kithe. 

Now  is  he  falfe,  alas!  and  caufeles, 
And  of  my  wo  he  is  fo  routheles 
That  with  a  worde  him  lift  not  onis  daine 
To  bring  ayen  my  forowful  herte  in  pees, 
For  he  is  caught  up  in  an  othir  lees ; 
Right  as  hym  lyft  he  laughith  at  my  paine, 
And  I  ne  can  min  herte  not  reftraine 
For  to  love  him  yet  alway  nertheles, 
And  of  all  this  I  n'ot  to  whom  to  plaine. 

And  fhulde  1  plain,  alas  the  harde  ftounde  ! 
Unto  my  foe  that  yave  myn  herte  a  wounde, 
And  yet  defirith  that  myne  harme  be  more  ? 
Now  certis  ferthir  woll  I  nevir  founde 
None  pthir  helpe  my  foris  for  to  fcunde, 
My  Deftiny  hath  fha'pid  fo  ful  yore, 
I  woll  none  othir  medecyne  ne  lore, 
I  woll  ben  aye  there  1  was  cnis  bounds, 
That  I  have  faid  be  faid  for  evirmore. 


Alas !  where  is  become  your  gentillneffe, 
Your  wordes  full  of  plefaunce  and  htimbleneffc, 
Your  obfervaunce  in  fo  lowe  a  manere, 
Your  awaitinge,  and  eke  your  befmeffe, 
On  me,  that  ye  tho  callid  your  maiftreffe, 
Your  foveraine  lady  in  this  worlde  here  ? 
Alas !  is  there  now  neithir  worde  ne  chcrc 
Ye  vouchfafin  upon  myn  hevineffe  ? 
Alas  !  your  love  I  bye  it  al  to  dere  ! 

Now  certis,  fwete  Arcite  !  though  that  ye 
Thus  caufeleffe  the  rufull  caufe  ybe 
Of  all  my  pyne  and  dedly'  adverfite, 
Your  manly  treafoun  ought  it  to  refpite 
To  fie  your  fothefaft  frende,  and  namely  me, 
Whiche  that  have  nevir  yet  in  no  degre 
Offendid  you  in  ought,  as  wifly  he 
That  all  thinges  wote  of  wo  my  foule*  quite. 

But  for  I  was  fo  plain  to  the  Arcite 
In  all  my  wordes  and  workismoche  and  lite, 
And  was  fo  befy  aye  you  to  delite, 
Myne  honour  only  fave,  meke,  kinde,  and  frc, 
Therefore,  Arcite,  ye  put  in  me  this  wite  : 
Alas  !  alas !  ye  rechin  not  a  mite 
Though  that  the  percing  fwerde  of  forow  byte 
My  woful  hert  thorough  your  cruilte. 

My  fwetc  foe  !  why  do  ye  fo  for  lhame  ? 
And  thinkin  ye  that  furthered  be  your  name 
To  lovin  a  newe  and  ben  untrewe  aye, 
And  putin  you  in  flaundir  nowe  and  blame, 
And  do  to  me  adverfyte  and  grame 
That  love  you  moft,  God  thou  wotift  alwaye  ? 
Yet  turne  ayen,  and  yet  be  plaine  fome  daye, 
And  then  fhall  this  that  now  is  mis  ben  game, 
And  al  forge vin  whilis  I  lyve  maye. 

Lo,  herte  myne  !  al  this  is  for  to  fairie, 
As  whethir  fhal  I  praye  or  ellis  plaine  ? 
Which  is  the  way  to  done  you  to  be  trewe  ? 
For  eithir  mote  1  have  you  in  my  chaine 
Or  with  the  de*h  ye  mote  depart  us  twayne, 
There  beth  Hone  othir  m'ene  ne  wayis  newe, 
For  God  fo  wyfely  on  my  foule  rewe 
As  verily  ye  flaine  me  with  the  paine, 
That  mowe  ye  fe  unfajnid  on  mine  hewe. 

For  thus  ferforth  have  I  my  deth  yfought, 
My  felfe  I  murdir  with  my  privie  thought ; 
For  forowe'  and  routhe  of  your  unkindeneffe 
I  wepe,  I  waile,  I  faft;  al  helpith  naught; 
1  voide  alle  joy  that  is  to  fpeak  of  aught, 
I  voide  alle  company,  I  flye  gladneffe ; 
Who  may  avaunt  her  bet  of  hevineffe 
Than  I  ?  and  to  this  plite  have  me  ye  brought 
Withoutin  gilte  ;  me  nedith  no  witneffe. 

And  fhoulde  I  pray  and  weivin  womanhede  ? 
Nay,  rathir  deth  than  do  fo  foule  a  dede  ; 
And  afke  mercy  and  gilteleffe  ?  what  nede  ? 
And  if  that  I  complaine  what  life  I  lede 
You  reckith  not>  that  know  I  out  of  drede; 
And  if  I  unto  you  mine  othisbede 
For  mine  excufe,  a  fcorne  fhal  be  my  mede; 
Your  chere  yflourith  but  it  woll  not  fede ; 
Ful  longe  agon  I  might  have  takin  hede  : 

For  though  I  had  you  to  niorowe  againe 
I  might  as  well  hold  Aprilis  from  raine 
As  holdin  you  to  makin  you  fledfaft ; 
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Almyghty  fcod !  of  trouthe  the  foveraine, 
Wher  is  the  trouth  of  man?  who  hath  it  flaine  ? 
She  that  'hem  lovith  fhall  'hem  finde  as  faft 
As  in  a  tempeft  is  a  rottin  maft. 

Is  that  a  tame  beft  that  is  evir  faine 
To  renne  away  when  he  is  left  agaft  ? 

Nowe  mercy,  fwete  Arcite!  if  I  miffay; 
Whethir  have  I  aught  faid  out  of  the  way 
1  n'ot ;  my  witte  is  waftid  al  away  : 
I  fare  as  doth  the  fonge  of  chantepleure, 
For  nowe  I  plaine  and  nowe  agen  I  pley  ; 

am  fo  mafid  that  I  dey,  I  dey ; 
Arcite,  Arcite,  hath  born  away  the  key 
Df  al  my  wele  and  my  gode  avinture  : 

For  in  this  world  there  ne  is  no  creture 
Walking,  alas  !  in  more  difcomfiture 
Than  I,  ne  that  more  forowe  doth  endure, 
For  yf  I  flepe  a  furlonge  way  or  twey 
Than  thinkith  me  anon  that  your  figure 
Suppliant  before  me  ftante  ciad  in  afure, 
Redy  efte  to  profre  a  newe  aflure 
For  to  ben  trewe,  and  mercy  me  to  prey. 

The  longe  night  this  wondir  fyght  I  drie, 
That  on  the  day  for  foche  affray  I  dye  j 

V0L.  I, 


And  of  al  this  right  naught  iwys  ye  retche ; 

Ne  nevirmore  myne  eyin  two  ben  drye ; 

And  to  your  routhe  and  to  your  trouthe  I  cryea 

But  wel  away !  to  ferre  ben  they  to  fetche  : 

Thus  holdith  me  my  Deftiny  a  wretche ; 

But  me  to  rede  out  of  this  drede  or  gye 

Ne  may  my  wit  (fo  weke  is  it)  not  ftretche. 

Than  ende  I  thus,  fithe  I  may  do  no  rriore, 
I  yeve  it  up  for  nowe  and  evir  more, 
For  I  {hall  nevir  efte  putten  in  balance 
My  fikirnefs,  ne  lerne  of  love  the  lore, 
But  as  the  fwan,  I  have  herde  fay  ful  yore> 
Ayenft  his  deth  wol  fing  in  his  penance, 
So  llnge  I  here  thedeilinie  and  chaunce 
Howe  that  Arcite  Annelida  fo  fore 
Hath  thrillid  with  the  poynt  of  remembraunce* 

Whan  that  Annelida,  this  woful  Quene, 
Hath  of  her  hande  ywrittin  in  this  wife, 
With  face  all  dede,  betwixin  pale  and  grencj 
She  fel  a  fwoune,  and  fithe  fhe  gan  to  rife, 
And  unto  Mars  avowith  facrifife 
Within  the  temple,  with  a  forowfull  chere, 
That  lhapin  was  as  ye  may  plainly  here. 

Kfe 
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The  heavy  Complaint  of  a  knight  for  that  he  can  not  win  his  ladfs  grace, 


N  Male,  when  flora  the  frefhe  luftie  quenc 
The  foilehsthcladde  in  grdne,andred,and  whight, 
And  Phoebus  gan  to  fhede  his  ftremis  fhene 
Amidde  the  Bulle  with  al  the  bemis  bright, 
And  Lucifer  to  chace  awaie  the  night, 
Ayen  the  morowe  our  orizant  hath  take 
To  bid  all  lovirs  out  of  flepe  awake, 

And  hertis  hevie  for  to  recomforte 
From  drerihed  of  hevie  nightls  forowe, 
Nature  bad  'hem  rife,  and  'hem  difporte 
Ayen'  the  godelie  and  the  glad  greie  morowe, 
And  hope  alfo,  with  Saindt  Ihon  to  borowe, 
Bad  in  defpite  of  daungir  and  difpaire 
For  to  takin  the  wholfome  luftie  aire  ; 

And  with  a  figh  I  gan  for  to  abreide 
Out  of  my  fiombre',  and  fodainly  up  fterte, 
As  he  (alas)  that  nigh  for  forowe  deide, 
My  fikeneffe  fate  aye  fo  nie  my  herte, 
But  for  to  findin  foccour  of  my  fmerte, 
Or  at  the  left  fame  relefe  of  my  paine, 
That  me  fa  fore  yhalte  in  every  veine. 

I  rofe  anone,  and  thought  I  woulde  gone 
Into  the  wodde  to  here  the  birdis  fyng 
When  that  the  miftie  vapour  was  agone, 
And  cleare  and  faire  ywas  the  morownyng, 
The  dewe  alfo  like  filvir  in  fhinyng 
Upon  the  levis,  as  any  baume  fwete, 
Till  fine  Titan  with  hisperfaunt  hete 

Had  dryid  up  the  luftie  licour  newe 
Upon  the  herbis  in  the  grene  mede, 
And  that  the  ficures  of  many  divers  hewe 
Upon  ther  ftalkis  gonin  for  to  fprede, 
And  for  to  fplaie  out  ther  levis  in  brede 
Againe  the  fonne,  golde  burnid  in  his  fpere, 
That  doun  to  'hem  ycaft  his  bemis- clere.  - 


And  By  a  rrvir  forthe  I  gan  coftie 
Of  watir  clere  as  birell  or  criftall, 
Till  at  the  lafh  I  founde  a  little  weie 
Toward  a  parke,  enclolid  with  a  wall, 
In  compacerouade,  and  by  a  gate  fmall : 
Who  fo  that  would  he  frelie  mightin  gone1 
Into  this  parkerywallid  with  grene  ftone  :' 

And  in  I  went  to  here  the  birdis  fong, 
Which  on  the  braunchis  both  in  plain  and  vale 
So  loude  yfang  that  all  the  wode  yreng 
Like  as  it  fhould  fhivir  in  pecis  fmale, 
And  as  methoughtin  that  the  nightingale 
With  fo  great  might  her  voice  began  out  wreft 
Right  as  her  harte  for  love  would  all  to  breft. 

The  foile  was  plain  andfmoth,  and  wondir  foftj 
All  overfprad  with  tapettes  that  Nature 
Had  made  her  felf,  covirid  eke  aloft 
With  bowis  grene,  the  fiouris  for  to  cure, 
That  in  their  beautie  thei  maie  long  endure 
From  all  affaulte  of  Phoebus  fervent  fere, 
Whiche  in  his  fphere  fo  hotte  yfhone  and  clere.  9 

The  aire  attempre,  and  the  fmothe  winde 
Of  Zephyrus  emong  the  blofomes  white 
So  wholfome  was  and  nourifhing  by  kinde, 
That  fmale  buddis  and  round  blofomis  lite 
In  maner  gan  of  her  brethe  to  delite, 
To  yeve  us  hope  that  there  fruicl  fh all  y take 
Ayenifl  autumpne  redy  for  to  fhake. 

I  fawe  the  Daphne  clofid  undir  rinde, 
With  the  grene  laurir  and  the  wholfome  pine, 
The  Mirre  alfo,  that  wcpith  ever'  of  kinde, 
The  cedris  hie,  as  upright  as  a  line, 
The  filbert  eke,  that  lowe  doith  encline 
Her  bowis  grene  unto  the  yerth  adouiir 
Unto  her  knight  callid  Demophoon, 
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There  fawe  I  growing  eke  the  frefhe  hauthorne 
In  white  motley,  that  fo  fote  doeth  yfmell, 
Afhe,  firre,  and  oke,  with  many  a  yong  acorn, 
And  many  a  trc  mo  then  I  can  tell, 
And  me  beforne  I  faw  a  little  well, 
That  had  his  courfe.  as  I  could  wele  beholde, 
Undir  an  hill,  with  quiche  ftremis  and  colde, 

The  gravill  gold,  the  vvatir  pure  as  glalfe, 
The  bankis  rounde  the  well  invironing, 
And  i'yft  as  velvet  wag  the  yonge  graffe 
That  thereupon  luftilie  came  fpringyng, 
The  fate  of  trees  aboutin  compaffyng 
Ther  fnadowe  caft,  clofyng  the  wel  arounde, 
And  ail  the  herbis  growyng  on  the  grounde. 

The  water  was  fo  wholfome  and  fo  vertuous 
Through  might  of  herbis  growyng  it  befide, 
Not  like  to  the  welle  where  as  NarcifTus 
Iflain  was  through  the  vengeaunce  of  Cupide, 
Where  fo  wondir  covertly  he  did  hide 
The  grain  of  deth  upon  eche  fatal  briake 
That  deth  mote  folowe  who  that  ever  drinke; 

Ne  like  unto  the  pitte  of  the  Pegace 
Undir  Parnaffus,  where  poetis  ilept, 
Nor  like  to  the  welle  of  pure  chaftite 
Which  that  Diana  with  her.nymphis  kept, 
When  (he  nakid  into  the  watir  lepte, 
That,  flowe  Aftreon  with  her  handis  fell, 
Onily  for  he  came  fo  nigh  the  well : 

But  this  welle  which  that  I  now  here  reherfe 
So  wholfome  was  that  it  wouldin  afwage 
Wightes  bollin  herds,  and  the  venim  perce 
Of  Penfifehed,  withall  the  cruill  rage, 
And  ovir  more  refrefhin  the  vifage  j 

Of  them  that  were  in  any  werineffe 
Of  grete  labour,  or  fallin  in  diftreffe. 

And  I  that  had  through  daungir  and  diCdain 
So  drie  a  thurft,  thought  that  I  would  affaie 
To  taflin  a  draught  of  this  welle  or  twain, 
My  bittir  langour  if  it  might  alaie, 
And  on  the  banke  anone  me  doune  I  laie, 
And  with  mine  hed  unto  the  welle  1  raught, 
And  of  the  watir  dranke  I  a  gode  draught, 

Whereof  me  thought  I  was  refrefhid  wele 
Of  the  brennyng  that  fate  fo  nigh  my  herte, 
That  verily  anone  I  gan  to  fele 
An  huge  parte  relefid  of  my  fmerte, 
And  therewithall  anone  up  I  afterte, 
And  thought  that  I  would  walkin  and  fe  more 
Forthe  in  the  parke  and  in  the  holtis  hore. 

And  thorough  a  launde  as  I  yede  apace, 
And  gan  aboutin  faft  for  to  beholde, 
I  founde  anone  a  delectable  place 
That  was  befet  with  treis  young  and  olde, 
Whole  namis  here  for  me  fhal  not  be  tolde, 
Aniidde  of  whiche  there  ftode  an  herbir  grene 
That  benchid  was  with  coloures  new  and  clene. 

This  herbir  was  all  full  of  flouris  gende, 
Into  the  whiche  as  I  beholde  began, 
Betwixt  an  hulfete  and  a  wode  bende, 
As  I  was  ware,  1  fawe  where  laie  a  man 
In  blacke,  and  of  white   colour  pale  and  wan, 
And  wondir  dedly  alfo  of  his  hewe, 
Of  hurtis  grene  arid  frefhe  woundis  newe, 


And  ovirmore  diftrainid  with  ficknefle 
Befide  all  this  he  was  full  grevouflie,.. 
For  upon  hym  he  had  an  hote  accefle 
That  daie  by  daie  hym  fhoke  ful  pitouflie, 
So  that  for  conftraint  of  his  maladie 
And  hertely  wo,  thus  lying  all  alone, 
It  was  a  deth  for  one  to  here  hym  grone. 

Whereof  aftoined,  my  fote  I  gan  withdrawe, 
Full  gretly  wondiring  what  it  might  be 
That  he  fo  lave  and  haddin  no  felawe, 
Ne  that  I  coude  no  wight  with  him  yfe, 
Wherof  I  had  grete  routhe  and  eke  pite, 
And  gan  anone,-  fo  foftely  as  I  coude, 
Amonge  the  buihis  prively  me  to  Ihroude, 

If  that  I  myght  in  any  wife  efpie 
What  was  the  caufe  of  thisTiis  dedly  wo, 
Or  why  that  he  fo  petoufly  gan  crie 
On  his  fortune,  and  on  his  ure  alfo  ; 
With  all  my  myght  I  layid  an  ere  to 
Every  worde,  to  marke  wel  what  he  faide 
Out  of  his  fwough  anon  as  he  abraide. 
But  firft,  if  I  ihulde  makin  mencion 
Of  his  perfone,  and  plainly  him  difcrive, 
He  was  in  fothe,  without  excepcion, 
To  fpeke  of  manhode  one  of  the  beft  on  live, 
There  may  no  man  ayen  the  trouth  yftrive, 
For  of  his  time  and  of  his  age  alfo 
He  provid  was  there  men  ihuld  have  ado. 

One  of  the  beft  therto  of  brede  and  length, 
So  wel  ymadc  by  gode  proporcion, 
If  he  had  be  in  his  delivir  ftrength, 
But  thought  and  ficknefie  were  occafyon 
That  he  thus  lay  in  lamcntacyon 
Grouffe  on  the  grounde,  in  place  fo  defolate, 
Sole  by  him  felf,  awhapid  and  amate. 

And  for  me  femith  that  it  is  fitting 
His  wordis  al  to  put  in  remembraunce, 
To  me  that  herdin  all  his  complaining, 
And  al  the  grounde  of  this  his  woful  chaunce, 
If  there  withall  I  maye  you  do  plefaunce, 
I  wol  to  you  fo  as  I  can  anone, 
Lyke  as  he  faide,  reherce  everichone. 

But  who  flial  helpin  me  nowe  to  complaine, 
Or  who  fhal  nowe  my  ftile  gie  or  lede  ? 
O  Niobe  !  let  nowe  thy  teris  rayne 
Into  my  penne,  and  helpe  me  eke  in  nede 
Thou  woful  Myre  !  that  felift  mine  herte  blede 
Of  pitous  forowe,  and  myne  hande  eke  quake, 
What  that  I  writin  for  this  mann'is  fake ; 

For  unto  wo  accordith  complaining, 
And  doleful  cher:  unto  hevineffe, 
To  forowe  alfo  ilghing  and  weping, 
And  pitous  mourning  unto  drerineffe  ; 
And  whofo  that  mall  writin  of  diftreffe 
In  party  nedith  to  knowe  felingly 
The  caufe  and  rote  of  al  foche  malady. 

But  I,  alas  !  that  am  of  witte  but  dul, 
And  that  have  no  knowing  of  foche  matere, 
For  to  difcrive  and  writin  at  the  ful 
The  woful  Complainte  which  that  ye  flial  here, 
But  even  like  as  doth  a  flcrivinere, 
That  can  no  more  tell  what  that  he  (hal  write 
But  as  his  nraiftir  befide  dothe  enditc ; 
Kkij 
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Ryght  fo  fare  I,  that  of  no  fentement 
Can  fayin  right  naught  in  conclufioun, 
But  as  I  herde  whan  that  I  was  prefent 
This  man  complinin  with  a  pitousfoun, 
For  even  like  without  addicioun 
Or  difencrefe  eythir  of  more  or  leffe 
Tor  to  reherfe  anone  I  wol  me  dreffe. 

And  if  that  a.ny  nowe  be  in  this  place 
That  fdith  in  love  brcninge  or  fervence, 
Or  hindirid  were  to  his  ladie's  grace 
With  falfetongis,  that  with  peftilence 
Sle  trewe  men,  that  nevir  did  offence 
In  worde  nor  dede,  ne  yet  in  ther  entent,. 
If  any  foche  there  be  here  nowe  prefent, 

Let  him  of  routhe  lay  him  to  audience 
With  doleful  chere  and  fobre  countinaunce, 
To  herin  this  man  by  ful  hye  fentence 
Hys  mortal  wo  and  his  dire  perturbaunce 
Complaining,  and  nowe  lying  in  a  traunce 
With  lokts  upcaft  and  with  ruful  chere, 
Th'  effecfte  of  which  was  as  ye  now  fhal  here. 

The  thought  opprefied  with  inward  fighis  fore 
The  painful  lyfe,  the  body  languifhing, 
The  woful  goft,  the  herte*  rent  and  tore, 
The  pitous  chere,  all  pale  in  complaining 
The  dcdly  face,  like  afhis  in  mining, 
The  ialte  teris  that  from  min  eyin  fall, 
Parcel  declare  grounde  of  my  painis  al. 

Whofe  herte  is  grounde  to  blede  in  hevineffe 
The  thought  receite  of  wo  and  of  complainte, 
The  breft  is  cheft  of  dole  and  drerinefle, 
The  body  eke  fo  feble  and  fo  fainte, 
With  hote  and  colde  mine  axis  is  To  mainte, 
That  nowe  I  chivir  for  defaute  of  hete, 
And  hote  as  glede  nowe  fodainly  I  fwete  ; 

Nowe  hote  as  firev  nowe  cold  as  afhis  ded, 
Now  hote  for  coldc,  now  cold  for  hete  again, 
Now  cold  as  yfe,  and  now  as  colis  red 
Tor  hete  I  brenne  ;  and  thus  betwixin  twaine 
I  poffid  am  and  al  forcafte  in  paine, 
So  that  my  hete  ful  plainly  as  I  fele 
Of  grevous  colde  is  caufe  every  dele. 

This  the  colde  of  inward  hie  difdaine, 
Cold  of  difpite,  and  colde  of  trail  hate, 
This  is  the  colde  that  doth  hisbefy  payne 
Ayenift  trouthe  to  fight  and  to  debate, 
This  is  the  colde  that  doth  the  fyre  abate 
Of  trewe  meningj  alas  the  harde  while  1 
This  is  the  colde  that  wol  me  begile  : 

For  er  the  bettir  that  in  trouth  I  mente 
With  al  my  myght  her  fathfully  to  ferve, 
With  hert  and  al  to  be  right  diligent, 
The  lefie  thanke,  alas !  I  can  deferve  ; 
Thus  for  my  trouthe  Daungir  doth  me  fterve, 
For  one  that  fhuld  my  deth  of  mercy  let 
Hath  made  Defpite  anew  his  f \verde  to  whet 

Againft  me,  and  his  arowis  to  fyle, 
To  take  vengeaunce  of  wilful  cruilte, 
And  tongis  falfe  thorough  thcr  flightly  wyle 
I  Ian  gone  a  werre,  that  wil  not  ftintid  be, 
And  falfe  Envie,  with  Wrp.the  andEnvyte, 
Have  confpirid  againft  al  right  and  lawe 
Of  ^her  malyce  that  Trouth  fhal  be  yflawe. 

a 


And  Malebouche  gan  firft  the  tale  te!, 
To  fclaundir  Trouth  of  indignacion, 
And  Falfe  Reporce  fo  laud  yrange  the  bel 
That  Mifbylefe  and  Falfe  Sufpeftion 
Have  Trouthe  ybrought  to  his  dampnacion. 
So  that,  alas  !  wrongfully  he  dyith, 
And  FalfenefFe  nowe  his  place  occupyith, 

And  entirid  is  into  Trouth'is  londe, 
And  hath  thereof  the  ful  pofleflion. 
O  rightful  God  !  that  firft  the  trouthe  fonde, 
Howe  maie  thou  fnffre  foche  opprefTyon, 
That  Falfhed  fhuldehave  jurifdidion 
In  Troth'is  right  to  fie  him  giltiles ! 
In  his  fraunchife  he  may  not  live  in  pees. 
Falfly  accufed,  and  of  his  fone  forjuged, 
Withoutin  anfwere,  while  he  wasabfent, 
He  damnid  was,  and  maie  not  be  excufedj 
For  Cruilte  yfate  in  judgement 
Of  HaftinefTe  without  advifement, 
And  badde  Difdaine  do  execute  anone 
His  judgement  in  prefence  of  his  fone. 

Attorney  there  maye  none  admittid  ben 
To  excufe  Trouthe,  ne  a  worde  to  fpeke ; 
To  faith  or  othe  the  judge  ne  lifte  nst  fene ; 
There  ne  is  no  gaine  but  he  will  be  wreke. 
O  Lorde  of  Trouthe  I  to  the  I  cal  and  cler  e, 
Howe  may  thou  fein  thus  in  thy  prefence 
Withoutin  mercy  murdrid  Innocence  ! 

Nowe  God,  that  art  of  trouthe  foveraine, 
And  feift  how  I  lie  for  trouthe  bounde, 
So  fore  yknitte  in  lov'is  fyrie  chaine,       (wounc 
Even  at  the  deth,  through  gyrte  with  many' 
That  lykily  are  nevir  for  to  founde, 
And  for  my  trouthe  am  dampnid  to  the  deth, 
And  not  abyde,  but  drawe  along  the  breth, 

Confidre'  and  fe  in  thine  eternal  right 
Howe  that  min  herte  profeffid  whilom  was 
For  to  be  trewe  with  al  my  ful  myght 
Onily  to  one,  the  whiche  nowe,  alas ! 
Of  volunte  without  any  trefpas 
Myne  accufrwrs  hath  takin  unto  grace, 
And  cherifhith  'hem  my  deth  to  purchace. 

What  menith  this  ?  what  is  this  wondir  ure 
Of  purveiaunce,  yf  fo  I  fhal  it  calr 
Of  god  of  Love,  that  falfe  'hem  fo  afiure, 
And  trewe,  alas !  downe  of  the  whele  ben  fall 
And  yet  in  fothe  this  is  the  worft  of  al, 
That  falfhed  wrongfully'  of  troth  hath  name, 
And  trouth  ayenward  of  falfhed  the  blame. 
Thisblinde  chaunce,this  flormy  avinturc, 
In  love  hath  rnoftely  his  experience, 
For  who  that  doth  with  trouthe  moft  his  cure 
Shal  forhismede  yfindin  mofte  offence 
That  fervith  Love  with  al  his  diligence, 
For  who  can  fainin  undir  lowly  hede 
Ne  failith  not  to  findin  grace  and  fpede  : 
For  I  lovid  one  ful  longe  fythe  agone 
With  aij  mine  herte,  and  body,  and  ful  might, 
And  to  be  ded  my  herte  can  not  gone 
From  hisbehefte,  but  hold  that  he  hath  hyght; 
Though  I  be  banifhid  out  of  her  fyght, 
And  by  her  mouth  darnpnid  that  I  {hall  dey, 
To  my  behefte  yet  I  will  er  obey  ; 
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For  evlr  fithins  that  the  worlde  began, 
Who  fo  lyfte  lokin  and  in  ftory  rede, 
He  fhal  aye  findin  that  the  trewe  man 
Was  put  abacke  there  where  as  the  falfhede 
Yfurthered  was;  for  Love  takith  none  hede 
To  fie  the  trew,  and  hath  of  'hem  no  charge, 
Where  as  the  falfe  gothe  frely  at  ther  large. 

I  take  recorde  of  true  Palamedes, 
The  giltlefs  man,  the  noble  worthy  knight, 
That  evir  lovid  and  had  no  reles, 
Notwithftanding  his  manhode  and  his  might, 
Yet  Love  unto  him  dyd  fulgret  unright, 
For  aye  the  bet  he  dyd  in  chivalrye 
The  more  he  ftill  was  hindrid  by  envye ; 

And  aye  the  bett  he  did  in  every  place, 
Thorough  his  knighthode  and  his  bufy  paine, 
The  ferdir  was  he  from  his  ladye's  grace, 
For  to  her  mercy  might  he  ner  attaine, 
And  to  his  deth  he  coude  it  not  refraine 
For  no  daungere,  but  aye  obey  and  ferve 
As  he  befte  coude,  plainly  tyl  that  he  fterve. 

What  was  the  fyne  alfo  of  Hercules 
For  al  his  conqueft  and  his  worthinefie, 
That  was  of  manly  ftrength  alone  pereles  ? 
For  lyke  as  bokis  of  him  lifte  expreffe 
He  fet  pillers  thorough  his  hye  prowefle 
Away  at  Gades,  for  to  fygnifie 
That  no  man  might  him  pafle  in  chivalrye  ; 

The  whiche  pilliris  ferre  beyonde  Inde 
Befet  of  golde  for  a  rememberaunce, 
And  for  al  that  yet  was  he  fet  behinde 
With  'hem  that  love  lyfte  febly  to  avaunce ; 
For  him,  alas  1  fet  laft  upon  a  daunce 
Againift  whom  there  helpe  may  no  ftrife* 
And  fo  for  al  his  trouth  he  lofte  his  life. 

Phoebus  alfo,  for  al  his  plefaunt  lyght, 
Whan  that  he  wonid  here  in  yerthe  belowe, 
Unto  the  verry  herte  with  Venus  fight 
Ywoundid  was  thorough  Cupidis  bowe, 
And  yet  his  lady  lyft  him  not  to  knowe  : 
Though  for  the  love  of  her  his  herte  dy'd  blede 
She  let  him  go,  and  toke  of  him  no  hede. 

What  fhal  I  fayin  of  yonge  Pyrarnus, 
Of  trewe  Triftram,  for  al  his  hye  renowne, 
Of  Achilles  or  of  Antonius, 
Of  Arcyte,  or  of  him  Pelomowne  ? 
What  was  the  ende  of  ther  pafliowne 
But  aftir  forowe  deth  and  than  ther  grave  ? 
Lo,  here  the  guerdon  that  thefe  lovirs  have ! 

But  falfe  Jafon  with  his  doublenefle, 
That  was  untrue  at  Colchos  to  Medee, 
And  Thefcus,rote  of  unkindenefie, 
And  with  thefe  two  alfo  the  falfe  Enee, 
Lo  !  thus  the  falfe  evir  in  one  degre 
Haddin  in  love  ther  luft  and  al  ther  wil, 
Andfave  falfhode  there  was  none  othir  Ikil. 

Of  Thebis  city  eke  the  falfe  Arcite, 
And  falfir  Dcniophon  eke  for  his  flouthe, 
They  had  ther  luft  and  al  that  niyght  delite 
For  alther  falfhode  and  tlier  gret  untrouthe; 
Thus  evir  Love,  alas  !  and  that  is  routhe, 
His  falfe  liegis  forthirith  what  he  may, 
And  flee  th  the  trewe  ungodely  day  by  day  : 


For  trewe  Adonis  was  flayne  with  the  bore 
Amidde  the  foreft  in  the  grene  {hade, 
For  Venus  love  he  feltin  al  the  fore, 
But  Vulcanus  with  her  no  mercy  made, 
The  foul}  chorle  had  many  nightis  glade, 
Where  Mars  Armipotent,  her  knight  and  man, 
To  fyndin  mercy  comforte  none  he  can. 

Alfo  the  yonge  frefhe  Hippomenes, 
So  luftly  fre  he  was  of  his  cor  age 
That  for  to  ferve  with  al  his  hert  he  ches 
Atalanta,  fo  faire  of  her  vifage, 
But  Love,  alas!  quite  him  fo  ill  his  wage, 
With  cruil  daungir  plainly  at  the  lafte. 
Thut  with  the  dethe  guerdonleffe  he  pafle. 

Lo  here,  alas  !  the  fine  of  Love's  fervice  ! 
Lo  howe  that  Love  can  his  fervauntis  quite  ! 
Low  how  he  can  his  faithful  men  difpife, 
To  fie  the  trewe  men  and  falfe  to  refpite  ! 
Lo  howe  he  dothe  the  fwerde  of  forowe  byte 
In  hert'is  foche  as  mofte  his  lufte  obey, 
To  fave  the  falfe  and  do  the  trewe  to  dey  ! 

For  faith,  nor  othe  nor  worde,  ne  affuraunce, 
Trewe  mening,  nor  awaite,  nor  bufyneffe, 
Neithir  ftil  porte  ne  faithful  attendance, 
Manhode,  ne  might  in  armis,  worthinefle, 
Nor  purfute  of  worfhip  nor  hie  proweffe, 
Nor  in  ftraunge  landis  riding  ne  travaile,  J 
Ful  lytil  or  nought  in  love  dothe  availe. 

Peril  of  dethe  neithir  in  fe  ne  lande, 
Hungir  ne  thurft,  forowe  ne  fykenefle, 
Ne  gret  emprifis  for  to  take  on  hande, 
Sheding  of  blode,  ne  manful  hardineffe, 
Ne  ofte  wounding  at  fautis  by  diftrefTe, 
Nor  in  parting  of  life,  nor  deth  alfo, 
Al  is  for  nought ;  Love  taketh  no  hede  therto, 

But  lefingpures  with  ther  bafe  iiattirie, 
Through  ther  falfhede,  and  with  ther  doublenefle, 
With  talis  newe,  and  many  fainid  lie, 
By  falfe  femblaunt  and  counterfeit  humblefTe, 
Undir  colour  depainte  with  ftedfaftnefle, 
With  fraude  covered  under  a  pitous  face, 
Acceptid  be  no  we  rathift  unto  grace, 

And  can  thernfelvin  nowe  beft  magnifie 
With  fainid  porte  and  ther  prefumpcion ; 
They  hauncin  ther  cauie  with  falfe  furquidrie, 
Undir  menyng  of  double  entencion, 
To  thinkin  one  in  ther  opinion, 
And  faye'  anothir  to  fet  them  felf  alofte, 
And  hindir  trouthe,  as  it  is  fene  ful  ofte. 

The  whiche  thinge  I  bye  nowe  al  to  dere, 
Thankid  be  Venus  and  the  god  Cupide, 
As  it  is  fcne  by  mine  oppreflid  chere, 
And  by  his  arowes  that  ftycken  in  my  fide, 
That  fave  my  deth  I  nothinge  elles  abide 
Fro  day  to  day,  alas  the  hardc  while  ! 
Whenevir  his  darte  that  hym  lyft  to  file, 

My  v/oful  herte  for  to  rive  atwo, 
For  faute  of  mercy  and  lack  of  pite 
Of  her  that  caufith  al  my  paine  and  v>rf>, 
And  lyfte  not  onis  of  grace  for  to  ie 
Unto  my  ttothc  thorough  her  cruelte  ;. 
And  moft  of  al  for  this  I  me  complainc, 
That  fhc  hath  joy  to  laughin  at  my  paine, 
K  k  iij 
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And  wilfully  The  hath  my  dcth  yfworne 
Al  giltilcfie,  and  wcte  no  caufe  why, 
Save  for  the  trouthe  that  I  had  aforne 
To  her  alone  tofervin  faithfully. 

0  god  of  Love  !  all  unto  the  I  crye, 
And  to  thy  blynde  and  double  deite 

Of  this  my  gret  wronge  I  complaine  me, 

And  to  thy  ftormy  wilful  variance, 
Imentwith  chaunge  and  gret  unftableneffe, 
Now  up  now  donne,  fo  renning  is  thy  chaunce, 
That  the  to  truft  may  be  no  fikirneffe, 

1  wite  it  nothinge  but  thy  doubleneffe ; 
And  who  that  is  an  archir  and  is  blende 
Markith  nothinge,  but  fhotith  ay  by  wende; 

And  for  that  he  hath  no  difcrecion 
Without  advife  he  let  his  arowe  go ; 
For  lacke  of  fight  and  alfo  of  refon, 
In  his  fhoting  it  happith  oftin  fo 
To  hurte  his  frendift  rathir  than  his  fo  : 
So  doith  this  blind  god  with  his  fharpe  flone, 
The  trew  he  fleeth  and  lettith  the  falfe  gone. 

And  of  his  woimding  this  is  wprft  of  al, 
Whan 'he  hurt  doith  to  fo  cruil  wretche, 
And  makith  the  fycke  for  to  crie  and  cal 
Unto  his  very  foe  to  be  his  leche  ; 
And  harde  it  is,  fothe,  for  a  man  to  feche, 
Upon  the  point  of  deth  in  jeoperdye, 
Upto  his  foe  to  findin  remedie. 

Right  thus  farith  it  nowe  evin  by  me, 
That  to  my  foe  that  gave  my  herte  a  wounde 
Mote  afkin  grace,  and  mercy,  and  pite, 
And  namily  there  where  none  may  be  founde, 
For  nowe  my  fore  my  leche  wil  confounde, 
And  god  of  Kinde  fp  ill  hath  fet  mine  ure 
My  lyv'is  foe  to  have  my  wounde  in  cure. 

Alas  the  while  nowe  that  I  was  borne, 
i  Or  that  1  evir  fawe  the  brighte  fonne  ! 
For  nowe  I  fe  plaine  that  ful  longe  aforne 
Or  I  was  borne  my  cleftiny  -was  fponne 
By  the  Siflerne,  to  fie  me  yf  they  conne, 
For  they  my  deth  had  fliopin  or  my  fherte, 
Onely  for  trouth  I  may  it  not  afterte. 

The  mighty  goddeffe  alfo  of  Nature, 
Thatimdir  God  hath  the  whole  govirnaunce 
Of  worldely  thinges  committid  to  her  cure, 
Difpofid  have  through  her  wife  purveiaunce 
To  give  my  lady  fo  moche  fuffifaunce 
Of  al  vertues,  and  therwithal  purvyde 
To  murdre  Trouth  hath  take  Daungir  to  gide  : 

Pbr  bountc,  beaute,  fhape,  and  fcmelihede, 
For  prudence,  wit,  and  paffingly  faireneffe, 
For  benigne  porte,  glad  chere,  with  lowlyhede, 
Of  womanhede  right  plenteous  largencffe, 
Dame  Nature  dyd  in  her  fully  empreffe 
Whan  ihe  her  wrought,  and  althir  luft  Difdaine 
To  hindir  Trouthe  flic  made  her  chambirlaine  ; 

Whan  Miftruft  eke  and  Falfe  Sufpeccion, 
With  Mifbeleve,  fhe  madin  for  to  be 
Chefe  of  counfaile,  to  this  conclufion, 
For  to  exilin  Trouthe  and  eke  Pite, 
Oufof  her  courte  to  makin  Mercy  fle, 
So  that  Difpite  now  holditli  forthe  her  reine 
Through  haily  bileve  of  tales  that  men  feine; 


And  ihus  I'  me.,  juiy  ior  my  trouth,  alas !  ' 
Murdrid  and  flay:;  with  wordisfharp  and  kcne^ 
Although  gyltleffe  God  wote  of  al  trefpas, 
And  lye  and  blede  upon  this  colde  grene. 
Nowe  mercy,  fwete  !  mercy,  my  liv'is  quene  ! 
And  to  your  grace  of  mercye  yet  I  preye 
In  your  fervice  that  your  true  man  may  deyc, 

But  if  fo  be  that  I  fhal  die  algate, 
And  that  I  fhal  none  other  mercy  have, 
Yet  of  my  deth  let  this  yben  the  date, 
That  by  your  wil  I  was  brought  to  my  grave, 
Or  haftily,  if  that  you  lyfte  me  fave, 
My  fharpe  woundis,  that  akin  fo  and  blede, 
Of  mercy  charme  and  alfo'  of  womanhede  : 

For  othir  charme  plainly  ne  is  there  none 
But  onely  mercy  to  helpe  in  this  cafe, 
For  though  my  woundis  blede  evir  in  one 
My  lyfe,  my  deth,  yftandith  in  your  grace  ; 
And  though  my  gilte  ybe  nothinge,  alas  1 
I  afke  mercy  in  all  my  beft  entente, 
Redy  to  dyin  if  that  ye  affente  : 

For  there  againift  fhal  I  nevir  drive 
In  worde  ne  werke,  plainly  1  ne  may. 
For  levir  I  have  then  to  be  alyve 
To  dye  fothly,  and  it  be  to  her 'pave, 
Ye,  though  it  ihulde  be  this  fame  day, 
Or  whan  that  evir  her  lyfte  to  devife  ; 
Suffifith  me  to  die  in  your  fervife.  [wight 

Thou,  God!  that  knoweft  the  thought  of  every 
Right  as  it  is,  in  every  thing  maift  fe, 
Yet  er  1  dyd  with  al  my  ful  myght 
Lowly  I  pray  to  grauntin  unto  me 
That  ye,  lady  godely,  faire,  frefhe,  and  fre  ! 
Which'  onely  fle  me  for  defaute  of  routhe, 
Or  that  I  dyin  ye  may  knowe  my  trouthe  : 

For  that  in  fothe  inow  fuffifith  me 
And  fhe  it  knowe  in  every  circumftaunce, 
And  aftir  I  am  wel  apaidc  that  fhe, 
If  that  her  lyft  of  deth  to  do  vengeaunce, 
Unto  me  that  am  «ndir  her  lygeaunce; 
It  fit  me  not  hef  dome  to  difobeye, 
But  at  her  lufte  fulle  wilfully  to  deye. 

Withoutin  grutchinge  or  rebellion 
In  wil  or  wordis  wholy  I  affente, 
Or  any  manir  contradiction, 
Fully  to  be  at  her  commaundcment ; 
And  if  I  dyin,  in  my  teftament 
My  herte  I  fende  and  my  fpirite  alfo, 
What  fo  evir  fhe  lyfte  with  'hem  to  do. 

And  aldir  laft  unto  her  womanhede 
And  to  her  mercy  me  I  recommaunde, 
That  lye  nowe  here  betwixin  hope  and  dredc, 
Abidinge  plainly  what  fhe  lift  commaunde, 
For  uttirly  this  ne  is  no  demaunde  ; 
Welcome  to  me  whilis  me  laftith  breth, 
Ryght  at  her  choife,  where  it  be  lyfe  or  deth. 

And  in  this  matir  more  what  might  I  faine,     fi 
Sithe  in  her  hand  and  in  her  wil  is  al, 
Bothe  lyfe  and  deth,  my  joye  and  al  my  peine  ? 
And,  finally,  my  hefte  holdin  I  fhall 
Tyl  my  fpirite  by  deftinye  fatal, 
Whan  that  her  lyftith  fro  my  body  wende, 
Have  here  my  trcuthj  and  thus  I  make  an  cnc 
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And  with  that  worde  he  gan  to  fighe  as  fore, 
ike  as  his  hert  yrivin  would  atwaine, 
nd  helde  his  pece,  and  fpake  no  worde  more  ; 
ut  for  to  fe  his  wo  and  mortal  paine 
The  teris  gonin  fro  mine  eyin  raine 
Ful  piteoufly,  for  very  inwarde  rothe 
That  I  him  fawe  fo  long  wifliyng  for  troth. 
*  And  al  this  while  my  fclfe  I  kepte  clofe 
Amonge  the  bowis,  and  my  felfe  gonne  hide, 
Tyl  at  the  laft  the  woful  man  arofe, 
And  to  a  lodge  ywent  there  clofe  befide, 
Where  al  the  May  his  cuftome  was  t'abyde, 
Sole  to  complainin  of  his  painis  kene 
From  yere  to  yere  undir  the  bowis  grene. 

And  for  bycaufe  that  it  drewe  to  the  night, 
And  that  the  fonne  his  arke  diurnal 
Ypaffid  was,  fo  that  his  perfaunt  lyght, 
His  brighte  bemis  and  hi&  ftremi*  al. 
Were  in  the  wavis  of  the  watir  fal 
Undir  the  bordure  of  our  ocean, 
His  chare  of  golde  his  courfe  fo  fwiftly  ran  ; 

And  while  the  twilight  and  the  rowis  rede 
Of  Phcebus  light  were  deaurat  alite 
A  penne  I  toke,  and  gan  me  faft  to  fpede 
7'he  woful  plaintis  of  this  man  to  write 
All  worde  by  worde  right  as  he  did  endite  ; 
Like  as  I  herde  and  coude  him  tho  reporte 
I  have  here  fet,  your  hertis  to  difporte. 

If  ought  be  miffe  laye  all  the  vvite  on  me, 
For  I  am  worthy  for  to  here  the  blame; 
Jf  any  thinge  amyffe  reportid  be 
To  make  this  ditte  for  to  feme  lame, 
Through  myne  unconning  for  to  fain  the  fame 
Like  as  this  man  his  Complaint  dyd  expreffe,     . ,. 
I  alke  you  mercy  and  forgiveneffe. 

And  as  1  wrote  me  thought  I  fawe  aferre, 
Aferre  in  the  weft,  luftily  appere 
Efperus,  the  fo  bright  and  godely  fterre, 
So  glade,  fo  faire,  fo  perfaunte,  eke  of  chere, 
I  mene  Venus,  with  her  bemis  clere, 
That  hevy  hertis  only  to  releve 
Is  wonte  of  cuftome  for  to  fhewe  at  eve ; 

And  I  as  faft  fel  adowne  on  my  kne, 
And  evin  thus  to  her  gan  I  to  prey  ; 
O  lady  Venus,  fo  feire  on  to  fe  ! 
Let  not  this  fothfaft  man  for  his  trouthe  deye, 
For  that  joy  which  thou  haddift  whan  thou  leye 
With  Mars  thy  knight  when  Vulcanus  yfonde, 
And  with  a  chaine  unvifible  you  bonde 

Togidir  both*;  tway,  in  the  fame  whyle 
That  al  the  courte  above  celeftial 
At  your  fhame  began  to  laughe  and  fmyle  ; 
Ah  !  fairift  lady;!   willy  fonde  at  al, 
Comforte  to  careful  goddis  immortal 
pe  helping  novve,  and  do  thy  diligence 
To  let  the  ftremis  of  thine  influence 
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Difcendin  downe  in  forthering  of  the  trough, 
Namely  of  'hem  that  lye  in  forowc  bounde ; 
Shew  now  thy  might,  and  on  ther  wo  have  routk 
Er  that  falfe  Daungir  fle  'hem  and  confounde ; 
And  fpecial  let  thy  might  in  this  be  founde 
For  to  help  and  focour  what  that  thou  may 
The  trewe  man  that  in  the  herbir  lay, 

And  al  that  trewe  are  forthir  for  his  fake, 

0  glade  fterre  !  o  lady  Venus  myne  ! 
And  caufe  his  lady  him  to  grace  to  take; 
Her  hert  of  ftele  to  mercy  fo  encline, 
Er  that  thy  bemis  go  up  to  declyne, 
And  er  that  thou  no  we  go  fro  us  adowne, 
For  that  love  which  thou  haddift  to  Adowne. 

And  whan  that  fhe  wos  gone  unto  her  reft 

1  rofe  anone,  and  home  to  bed  ywente, 
For  wery'  I  was,  me  thought  it  for  the  btft, 
Defiring  thus  in  al  my  beft  entente 

That  al  trewe  men  that  be  with  daungir  fhente 
With  mercy  may,  in  relefe  of  ther  paine, 
Recurid  be  er  Maye  come  efte  againe. 

And  for  that  I  ne  may  no  lengir  wake 
Farewel,  ye  lovirs  al  that  be  trewe, 
Praying  to  God,  and  thus  my  leve  I  take. 
That  er  the  fonne  to  morowe  be  ryferi  newft. 
And  er  he  have  ayen  his  rofin  hewe, 
That  eche  of  you  may  havin  foche  a  grace 
His  owne  lady  in  armis  to  embrace  ; 

I  mene  thus  only,  in  al  honefte, 
Withoutin  more,  ye  may  togidirfpeke 
What  fo  ye  lyftin  at  gode  liberte, 
That  eche  may  to  othir  ther  herte  ybreke, 
On  Jeloilfie  only  to  bd  awreke, 
That  hath  fo  long  of  malice  and  envy 
Ywerrid  Trouthe  with  his  tiranny. 

1  •-: 
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Prlncefle  !  plefith  it  your  benignite 
This  lityl  dyte  for  to  have  in  minde 
Of  your  womanhede,  alfo  for  to  fe 
That  your  trew  man  may  of  you  mercy  find 
And  pite  eke,  that'longe  hath  be  behinde; 
Let  him  againe  be  provokid  to  grace, 
For  by  my  trouthe  it  is  againft  alle  kinde 
That  falfe  Daungere  fhould  occupye  his  place. 

Go,  lityl  quaire,  unto  my  liv'is  quene, 
And  to  my  very  hert'is  foveraine, 
And  be  right  glad  for  that  fhe  fhal  the  fene  * 
Soche  is  thy  grace  :  but  I,  alas !  in  paine 
And  left  behinde,  an'J  n'ot  to  whom  to  plaine, 
For  mercy,  Ruthe,  and  Grace,  and  eke  Pyte, 
Exilid  be,  that  1  may  not  attaine 
Recure  to  finde  of  mine  adverfite. 
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ye  lovirs  in  the  morowe  graie; 
Lo  Venus  riffen  emong  yon  rowis  rede ! 
And  flouris  freftie  honour  ye  this  dale, 
For  when  the  fonne  uprift  then  would  the!  fprede; 
But  ye  lovirs  that  lie  in  any  drede 
Flyith,  lefte  wickid  tongui^  you  afpie  : 
Lo,  yonde  the  fonne,  the  caiujle'  of  Jeloufie  ( 

With  terisblewe  arid  with  a  woundid  hert 
Taketh'your  leve,  and  with  Sain&'Ihon  to  borowe 
Apefith  fomwhat  of  your  painis  fniert, 
Time  comith  eft  that  ceffin  fiiall  your  forow ; 
The  glad  night  is  worthe  an  Kevic  morowe. 
Saindl  Valentine,  a  foule  thus  herde  I  fing 
Upon  thy  daie  or  fonhe  gan  'up  fpring  : 

Yet  fang  this  foule;  I  rede  you  all  awake, 
And  ye  that  have  not  chofen  in  humble  wifc_, 
'Without  repehtyng,  chefith  now  your 'make, 
Yet  at  the  left  renoveleth  your  fervicf, 
And  ye  'that  have  full  chofen,  as  I  devife, 
Conferrmth  it  perpetually  to  diire, 
And  pacientlie  tp.kith  your  aVinture. 

And  for  the  worfhip  of 'this  highe  fefte 
Yet  woll  I  in  my  bridd'is  wife  yfylig 
The  fentehce  'of  the  Complaint 'at  the  lefte  \  .     . 
That  wofull  Mars  made  at  the  'departyng 
Frofrefhe  Venus  in  a  morowhyng, 
When  Phoebus  'with  his  fine  torchis  rede 
Rahfaked  hath  every  lovir  in  his  drede. 

Whllome'the  th^e  hevenis  lorde  above, 
As  well  by  hevenliche  re'vdlucion 
As  by  cleferte,  hath  worine  Veriiis  his  love, 
And  file  hath  take  him  in  fubjeccion, 
And  as  a  niaiftreffe  taught  him  his  leffon, 
Gommaundylig  hym  nevir  in  her  fervice 
Jie  wei'e  fo  bolde  no  lovir  to  difpife  : 

For  flie  forbade  hym  jcloufie  at  all, 
And  cruiltie,  and  bofte,  and  tirannie  ; 
She  made  him  at  her  lufte  fo  humble*  and  thrall, 
That  when  fhe  denied  to  c'aft  on  him  her  eye 
He  toke  in  pacience  to  live  or  die  ; 
And  thus'  fhe  bridlith  him  in  her  manere 
With  nothing  but  with  fcorning  of  her  chore. 


Who  reignitli  nowe  in  bliffe  but  faire 
That  hath  this  ifirorthi  knight  in  govirnaunce  ? 
Who  fmgith  nowe  but  Mars,  that  fervith  thus 
The  fayr'e  Venus,  the  caufir  of  plefaunce  ? 
He  bint  him  to  perpetuel  pbeiffauncei. •',  '/ 
And  Ihehinte  her  tp  lovin  him  for  ever, 
But  fo  be  that  his  trefpace  it  difcever. 

Thus  be  they  knitte,  and  reigniii  as  in  heyen, 
By  loking  nioft,  as  it  fel  on  a  tide, 
That  by  ther  bothe  affent  was  fet  a  fteven 
That  Mars  fhall  entre'  as  faft  as  he  may  glyde 
Into  her  nexte  palays  to  abyde, 
Walking  his  courfe  til  flie  had  hym  ytalce, 
And  he  prayed  her  to  hafte  her  for  hi^  fake. 

Thaniaide  he  thus;  Myne  hert'is  lacjy'fwete! 
Ye  knowin  wel  my  myfchefe  in  that  place, 
For  fikirly  tyl  that  1  with  you  mete 
My  lyfe  ftante  there  in  avinture  and  grace, 
But  whan  I  fe  the  beaute  of  your  face 
There  is  no  drede  of  deth  may  do  me  fmerte, 
For  al  your  lufte  is  efe  unto  mine  herte. 

She  hath  fo  grcte  companion  of  her  knight, 
That  dwellith  in  fdlitude  til  fhe  come, 
For  it  ftode  fo  that  ylke  time  no  wight 
Counfailid  him,  ne  laid  to  him  welcome, 
That  nigh  her  wit  for  forowe  was  oercpme, 
Wherfo're  fhe  fpedd  her  as  faft  in  her  way 
Almofte  in  one  daye  as  he  did  in  tway. 

The  gret  joye  that  y  was  betwixe  'hem  two 
Whan  they  be  nu-tte. there  may  no  tonge  tel, 
There  is  no  more  but  unto  bedde  they  go, 
And  thus  in  joye  and  blijfife  I  lettc  'hem  dwel ; 
This  worthy  Mar's,  that  is  of  knighthode  wel, 
The  floure  of  fairneffe  happith  in  his  armes, 
And  Venus  kyflith  Aiars  the  god  of  Armes. 

Sojournid  hath  this  Mars,  of  which  I  rede. 
In  chambre'  amydde  the  palais  privily 
A  certaine  time,  til  that  him  fel  a  drede 
Through  Phcebus,  that  was  comin  haftily 
Within  the  palais  yatis  fturdily 
With  torch  in  honde,  of  which  the  ftrerais  bright 
On  Venus  ehambre  knockidin  ful  light. 
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The  chambre  there  as  laye  this  frefhe  quene 
JDepaintid  was  with  white  bolis  grete, 
And  by  the  light  fhe  knew  that  fhon  fo  fhene 
That  Phoebus  came  to  bren  'hem  with  his  hete ; 
Thi»  filly  Venus,  ny  dreint  in  teres  wete, 
Enbrauth  Mars,  and  faid,  Alas  1  die  ! 
The  torch  is  come  that  all  this  worlde  wol  wrie. 

Up  fterte  tho  Mars,  him  liftid  not  to  flepe 
Whan  he  his  lady  herdin  fo  complaine, 
But  for  his  nature  was  not  for  to  wepe, 
In  ftede  of  teris  from  his  eyin  twaine 
The  firie  fparelis  fprongin  out  for  paine, 
And  hente  his  hauberke  that  lay  him  befide; 
Fly  wold  he  nought,  ne  might  him  felfin  hide. 

He  throwith  on  his  helme  of  huge  weight, 
And  girt  him  with,his  fwerde,  and  in  his  honde 
His  mighty  fpere,  as  he  was  wont  to  feight, 
He  fhakith  fo  that  it  almoft  to  wonde ; 
Ful  hevy  was  he  to  walken  ovir  londe ; 
He  may  not  holde  with  Venus  company, 
But  badde  her  flye,  lefte  Phoebus  her  efpy. 

O  woful  Mars,  alas!  what  maift  thou  fain? 
That  in  the  palace  of  thy  difturbaunce 
Arte  lefte  behind  in  paril  to  be  flaine, 
And  yet  thereto  is  double  thy  penaunce, 
For  flie  that  hath  thine  hert  in  govirnaunce 
Is  paffid  halfe  the  ftremis  of  thine  eyen ; 
That  you  n'ere  fwift  wel  maift  thou  wepe  andcrien, 

Nowe  flyeth  Venus  into  Ciclinius  tour 
With  voide  corfe,  for  fere  of  Phoebus  light ; 
Alas !  and  there  ne  hath  fhe  no  focour, 
Far  fhe  ne  fonde  ne  fey  no  manir  wight, 
And  eke  as  the're  fhe  had  but  litil  might, 
Wherfore  her  felvin  for  to  hide  and  fave 
^Vithin  the  gate  fhe  fledde  iat«  a  cave, 
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Darke  was  this  cave,  and  finoking  as  the  hel, 
Nat  but  two  paas  within  the  yate  it  ftode; 
A  naturel  day  in  darke  I  let  her  dwel. 
Now  wol  I  fpeke  of  Mars,  furious  and  wode, 
For  forowc  he  wolde  have  feen  his  hert  blode  j 
Sith  that  he  might  done  her  no  companie 
He  ne  rought  not  a  mite  for  to  die. 

So  feble'  he  wext  for  hete  and  for  his  wo 
That  nigh  he  fwelt;  he  might  unneth  endure  j 
He  paftth  but  a  flerre  in  dayis  two  ; 
But  nertheles  for  al  his  hevy  armure 
He  foloweth  her  that  is  his  liv'is  cure, 
For  whofe  departing  he  toke  gretir  yre 
Than  he  did  for  hisbrenning  in  the  fire, 

Aftir  he  walkith  foftily  a  paas, 
Complaining  that.it  pite  was  to  here  ; 
He  faide,  O  lady  bright,  Venus!  alas 
That  er  fo  wide  a  compas  is  my  fphere  '. 
Alas,  whan  fhal  I  mete  you,  herte  dere  ! 
This  twelve  dayis  of  April  I  endure 
Through  jelous  Phoebus  this  mifavinture. 

Now  God  helpe  fely  Venus  all  alone  ! 
But  as  God  wolde  it  happid  for  to  be 
That  while  that  weping  Venus  made  hef  mone 
Ciclinius  riding  in  his  chyvaunchc 
Fro  Venus,  Valanus  ijnight  this  palais  fe, 
And  Venus  he  falvith  and  makith  chere, 
And  her  recevith  as  his  frende  ful  dere. 

Mars  dwellith  forth  in  his  adverfitie, 
Complaining  cvir  in  her  departing, 
And  what  his  complaint  was  remembrith  itiCj 
And  therefore  in  this  luftie  morowning, 
As  I  befl  can,  I  wol  it  faine  and  fing, 
And  aftir  that  I  wol  my  leve  ytake, 
Ajjid  God  veve  every  wight  joy  of  his  make  I 
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THE'  ordir  of  Complaynt  requireth  fkilfully 

That  if  a  wight  lhall  plainin  pitoufly 

Ther  mote  be  caufe  wherfore  that  men  yplaine, 

Or  men  may  deme  he  playnith  folily 

And  caufeles  :  alas!  that  am  not  I, 

Wherfore  the  grounde  and  caufe  of  all  my  paine, 

So  as  my  troublid  witte  may  it  attaine, 

I  wol  reherfe,  not  for  to  have  redreffe, 

But  to  declare  my  grounde  of  hevinefie. 

The  firft  time,  alas  !  that  I  was  y  wrought, 
And  for  certain  effe&is  hidir  brought 
By  him  that  lordith  eche  intelligence,  b'-J-^ 

1  yave  my  trewe  fervice  and  my  thought        .  ' 
For  evirmo,  how  dere  I  have  it  bought ! 
To  her  that  is  of  fo  gret  excellence 
That  what  wight  that  fhewith  firft  her  offence, 
Whan  Ihe  is  wrothe  and  taketh  of  him  no  cure, 
He  may  not  longe  in  joye  of  love  endure. 

This  is  no  fainid  matir  that  I  tel; 
My  lady  is  the  very  fours  and  wel 
Of  beaute,  lufte,  fredome,  and  gentilneffe, 
Of  riche  array  howe  dere  fo  men  it  fel, 
Of  al  difporte  in  whiche  men  frendly  dwel, 
Of  love  and  play,  and  of  benigne  humblefle, 
Of  fowne  of  inftrumentes  of  al  fwetneffe, 
And  thereto  fo  wel  fortuned  andthewid 
That  through  the  world  her  godenes  is  fliewid  : 

What  wondir  is  than  though  that  1  befette 
My  fervice  on  foche  one  that  may  me  knette 
To  wele  or  wo,  fithe  it  lithe  in  her  might  ? 
Therfore  myne  herte  for  er  I  to  her  hette, 
Ne  trewly  for  my  deth  fhall  I  not  lette, 
To  ben  her  trewifl  fervant  and  her  knight ; 
I  flattir  nat,  that  may  wete  every  wight, 
For  this  day  in  her  fervice  fhall  I  dye ; 
But  grace  be  I  fe  her  nevir  with  eye. 

To  whom  fhal  1  plainin  of  my  diftrefle  ? 
Who  may  me  help,  who  may  my  hert  redrelTe  ? 
Shal  I  complaine  unto  my  lady  ire  ? 
Nay,  certis,  for  fhe  hath  foche  hevynefle 
Tor  fere  and  eke  for  wp,  that  as 


In  litil  time  it  would  her  bane  ybe, 
But  were  fhe  fafe  it  were  no  force  of  me  : 
Alas  that  evir  lovirs  mote  endure 
For  love  fo  many  per'ilous  avinture! 

For  though  fo  be  that  lovirs  be  as  trewe 
As  any  metal  that  is  forgid  newe,         't  ^wolj 
In  many'  a  cafe  'hem  tidith  oft  forowe  ; 
Somtime  ther  ladies  wol  nat  on  'hem  rewe, 
Somtimis  if  that  Jeloufy  it  knewe 
They  mightin  lightly  lay  ther  hed  to  borowe; 
Somtime  envious  folke  with  tongis  horowe 
Depravin  'hem  :  alas  !  whom  may  they  plefe 
But  he  be  falfe  no  lovir  hath  his  efe. 

But  what  avaijith  foch  a  long  fermoun 
Of  avintnris  of  love  up  and  doun  ? 
I  wol  retourne  and  fpekin  of  my  paine  : 
The  point  is  this,  of  my  diftrudioun 
My  right  lady  and  my  falvacioun 
Is  in  affray,  and  n'ot  to  whom  to  plaine  : 
O  herte  fwete  !  o  lady  foverayne  ! 
For  your  difefe  I  ought  wel  fwoun  and  fwclt, 
Though  I  none  othir  harme  ne  drede  yfelt. 

To  what  fine  made  the  god  that  fytte  fo  hie 
Beneth  him  othir  love  or  companye, 
And  ftrainith  folke  to  love  maugre  ther  hed  ? 
A  nd  then  ther  joye  for  aught  I  can  efpie 
Ne  laftith  not  the  twinkeling  of  an  eye, 
And  fome  have  nevir  joye  til  they  be  ded ; 
What  menith  this,  what  is  this  miftihed  ? 
Wherto  conftrainith  he  his  folke  fo  faft 
Thing  to  defirin  but  it  fhould  ylaft  ? 

And  though  he  made  a  lovir  love  a  thing, 
And  makith  it  feme  ftedfaft  and  during, 
Yet  putteth  he  in  it  foche  mifavinture 
That  reft  ne  is  ther  none  in  his  yeving; 
And  that  is  wondir  that  fo  jufte  a  king 
Ydothe  foche  hardnefie  unto  his  creture ; 
Thus  whethir  love  breke  or  ellis  dure 
Algatis  he  that  hath  with  love  to  done 
Hath  oftir  wo  than  chaungid  is  the  mone, 
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[t  femeth  he  hath  to  lovirs  enmyte, 
And  lyke  a  fiiher,  as  men  may  al  day  fe, 
Baitith  hisanglehoke  with  fome  plefaunce, 
Till  many'  a  fiihe  is  wode  to  that  he  be 
Cefid  therwith,  and  then  at  erft  hath  he 
Al  his  c'efire,  and  therwithal  mifchaunce, 
And  though  the  line  ybrcke  he  hath  penaunce, 
For  with  that  hoke  he  woundid  is  fo  fore 
That  he  his  \vagis  hath  for  evirmore. 

The  broche  of  Thebis  was  of  foche  a  kinde, 
So  ful  of  rubyes  and  of  ftones  of  Inde 
That  every  wight  that  fette  on  it  an  eye 
He  wende  anone  to  worthy  out  of  his  mynde; 
So  fore  the  beaute  would  his  hert  ybynde 
Til  it  h^  had  him  thought  he  muft  ydie ; 
And  when  that  it  was  his  than  mould  he  drie 
JSoche  wo  for  drede  aye  while  that  he  it  had 
That  welnigh  for  the  fere  he  mould  be  mad ; 

And  whan  it  was  fro  his  pofleffion 
Than  had  he  double  wo  and  paffion 
That  he  fo  faire  a  jewil  hath  forgo ; 
But  yet  this  broche,  as  in  conclufion, 
Was  not  the  caufe  of  his  confufion, 
But  he  that  wrought  it  enfortuned  it  fo 
That  every  wight  that  had  it  Ihould  have  wo, 
And  therfore  in  the  worchir  was  the  vice, 
And  in  the  coveitour,  that  was  fo  nice. 

So  farith  it  by  lovirs  and  by  me, 
For  though  my  lady  have  fo  grete  beaute 
Thai  I  was  mad  to  I  had  gette  her  grace 
She  was  not  caufe  of  mine  adverfite, 
But  he  that  wroughtin  her,  as  mote  I  the, 


That  put  fo  gret  a  beaute  in  her  face 
That  made  me  coveitin  and  fo  purchace 
Myne  owne  deth ;  him  wite  I  that  I  die, 
And  mine  unwit  that  er  I  clambe  fo  hie. 

But  to  you  hardy  knightis  of  renowne, 
Sithe  that  ye  be  of  my  devifyowne, 
Al  be'  I  not  worthy  to  fo  gret  a  name, 
Yet  faine  thefe  clerkis  I  am  your  patrone, 
Therfore  ye  ought  have  fome  compaflione 
Of  my  difefe,  and  take  it  nat  agame, 
The  proudift  of  you  may  be  made  ful  tame, 
Wherfore  I  pray  you  of  your  gentilleffe 
That  ye  complainin  for  mine  hevinefle. 

And  ye,  my  ladyes,  that  ben  trew  and  ftable, 
By  way  of  kinde  ye  oughtin  to  ben  able 
To  have  pitie  of  folke  that  ben  in  paine; 
Nowe  have  ye  caufe  to  clothin  you  in  fable  ; 
Sith  that  your  emperes  the  honorable 
Is  defolate  wel  oughtin  ye  to  plaine  ; 
Nowe  ihoude  your  holy  teris  fal  and  raine  : 
Alas !  your  honour  and  your  emperice 
Nigh  ded  for  drede  ne  can  her  not  chevicc.  ui'V 

Complainith  eke  ye  lovirs  al  in  fere 
For  her  that  with  unfainid  humble  chere 
Was  evir  redy  to  do  you  focour, 
Complainith  her  that  er  hath  be  you  dere, 
Complainith  beaute,  fredome,  and  manere, 
Ccmplainith  her  that  endith  your  labour, 
Complainith  thilke  enfample*  of  al  honour, 
That  nevir  yet  dyd  ought  but  gentilnefle ; 
Kythith  therfore  in  her  fome  kindenetfe. 
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THERE  n'ys  fo  high  comfort  to  my  plefaunce, 
Whan  that  I  am  in  my  hevinefle, 
A»  for  to  have  leyfir  of  rcmembraunce 
Upon  the  manhode  and  the  worthyneffe, 
Upon  the  trouthe  and  on  the  ftedfaftnes, 
Of  him  whofe  I  am  al  while  I  maye  dure ; 
There  ought  to  blamin  me  no  creature, 
For  every  wight  praifith.  his  gentillefle. 

In  him  is  bounte,  wifedome,  govirnaunce, 
Well  more  than  any  mann'is  witte  can  gefie, 
For  Grace  hath  wolde  fo  ferforth  him  avaunce 
That  of  knighthod  he  is  parfite  richeffe, 
Honour  honourith  him  for  his  ntfblefle, 
Therto  fo  wel  hath  fourmid  him  Nature 
That  I  am  his  for  er  I  him  enfure, 
For  every  wight  praifith  his  gentillefle. 

And  natwithftanding  all  his  fuffifaunce 
His  gentil  herte  is  of  fo  gret  humblefie 
To  me  in  worde,  in  werke,  and  in  countenaunce, 
And  me  to  ferve  is  al  his  befmefle, 
That  I  am  fette  in  very  fykirnefle ; 
Thus  ought  I  to  blifie  wel  mine  avintour, 
Sith  that  him  lifte  me  fervin  and  honour, 
For  every  wight  praifith  his  gentillefle. 

Nowe  certis,  Love,  it  is  right  covenable 
That  men  ful  dere  abye  thy  noble  thinges, 
As  wake  abedde  and  faftin  at  the  table, 
Wepin.g  to  laugh,  and  finge  in  complainynges, 
And  downe  to  caftin  vifage  and  lokinges, 
Oftin  to  chaunge  vifage  and  countinaunce 
Playe  in  flepinge,  and  dremin  at  the  daunce, 
Al  the  revers  of  any  gladde  feling. 

Jeloufy  he  hangid  by  a  cable, 
She  wolde  al  know  in  through  her  efpiyng, 
There  dothe  no  wight  nothing  fo  reibnable 
That  al  n'is  harme  in  her  ymagining; 
Thus  dere  ahought  is  Love  in  his  yeving1, 
Whiche  ofte  he  \evith  without  ordinaunce, 
As  forowe'  ynough  and  litil  of  plefaunce, 
Al  the  revers  of  any  glade  ftling. 

A  litil  tyme  his  yeft  is  agreable, 
But  ful  accomherous  is  the  ufinge, 
For  fubtil  Jeloufy  the  difcevabk 


Fii  oftin  tyme  ycaufith  diflourbinge ; 
Thus  ben  we  evir  in  drede  andfuffring: 
In  no  certaine  we  languifhen  in  penauncgj 
And  have  wel  ofte  many  an  harde  mifchaunce, 
Al  the  revers  of  any  gladde  feling. 

But^ertis,  Love,  I  faye  not  in  foche  wife 
That  for  to  fcape  out  of  your  lace  I  ment, 
For  I  fo  longe  have  ben  in  your  fervice 
That  for  to  lete  of  wil  I  ner  affent, 
No  force  though  jeloufye  me  doe  tourment ; 
Suffifith  me  to  fe  him  whan  I  may, 
And  therfore  certis  to  mine  ending  day 
To  love  him  beft  fhal  me  nevir  repent. 

And  certis,  Love,  whan  I  me  wel  advife 
Of  any'  eftate  that  man  may  reprefent 
Than  have  ye  made  me  thorough  your  franchife 
Chefin  the  beft  that  evir  in  erthe  went ; 
Nowe  love  well,  hert,  and  loke  thou  nevir  ftent, 
And  lette  the  jelous  putte  it  in  aflaye 
That  for  no  pame  ne  wol  I  not  fay  naye ; 
To  love  him  beft  fliall  I  nevir  repent. 

O  hcrte  !  to  the  it  ought  ynoughe  fuffice 
That  Love  fo  highe  a  grace  hath  to  you  fent 
To  chofe  the  worthyift  in  alle  wife, 
And  moft  agreable  to  mine  entent ; 
Sekith  no  ferthir  ncithir  way  ne  went, 
Sith  ye  have  fuffifaunce  unto  my  paye  : 
Thus  wol  I  ende  this  Complaint  or  this  lay ; 
To  Jove  him  beft  fhal  1  nevir  repent. 


L  EN VOTE. 


Princes,  receveth  this  complaininge  in  gre, 
Unto  your  excellent  benignite 
Direcfte  aftir  my  litil  fuffifaunce, 
For  elde,  that  in  my  fpirite  dullith  roc, 
Hath  of  enditing  al  the  fubtilte 
Welnigh  bcrafte  out  of  my  remembraunce} 
And  eke  to  me  it  is  a  grete  penaunce, 
Sith.  rime  in  Englifhe  hath  foche  fcarcite, 
To'  folowe  worde  by  worde  the  curiofite 
Of  Granfon,  flour  of  'hem  that  make  in  Fr 
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This  treatife  it  taken  out  of  St.  Origen,   wherein  Mary  Magdalen  lamenteth  the  crltett 
death  of  her  Saviour  Cbrift* 


PLONGID  in  the  wawe  of  mortall  diftrcffe, 
Alas  for  wo  !  to  whom  fhal  I  complein  ? 
Or  who  mail  devoide  this  grete  hevinefle 
Fro  me',  woful  Marie,  wofull  Magalein  ! 
My  Lord  is  gon  ;  alas  !  who  wrought  this  tein  ? 
This  fodain  chaunce  periith  my  herte  fo  depe 
That  nothing  can  I  do  but  waile  and  wepe. 

My  Lorde  is  gone  that  here  in  grave  was  laied 
Aftir  his  grete  paflion  and  deth  cruell; 
Alas  '.  who  hath  hym  thus  again  betraied  ? 
Or  what  man  here  aboutin  can  me  tell 
Where  he'  is  become  the  Prince  of  Ifraell, 
Jefus  of  Naz'areth,  my  ghoftly  fuccour, 
My  parfite  love,  and  hope  of  all  honour  I 

What  creture  hath  hym  hennis  caryid, 
Or  how  might  this  fo  fodainly  befall  ? 
1  would  I  had  here  with  him  taryid, 
And  fo  fhould  I  have  had  my  purpofe  all : 
I  bought  ointmentes  ful  precious  and  roial, 
Where  with  I  hoped  his  corps  to  have  anointed, 
But  he  thus  gone  my  minde  is  difapoincled. 

While  I  therefore  advertife  andbeholde 
This  pitous  chaunce  here  in  my  prefence 
Full  little  marvaile  though  my  hert  be  colde, 
Coniidiryng,  lo  !  my  Lord'is  abfence  : 
Alas  that  I  fo  full  of  negligence 
Should  be  fouudin  '  becaufe  I  come  fo  late 
All  men  maie  faie  I  am  infortunate. 

Caufe  of  my  forowe  you  maie  undirftonde, 
Quia  tuler  unt  Dominum  meum, 
An  othir  is  that  I  ne  maie  him  fon.de, 
1  WOte  nere  ubi  fofuerunt  eum  f 


Thus  I  mufte  bewaile  Jolorem  meum 

With  hertie  wepying  I  can  no  bet  deferve 

Till  Deth  approche  my  hert£  for  to  kerve. 

My  herte  oppreft  with  fodain  avinture 
By  fervent  anguifhe  is  bewrappid  fo 
That  long  this  life  I  ne  maie  not  endure^ 
Soche  is  my  pain,  foch  is  my  mortall  wo;  ' 
Nevirthelefle  to  what  parte  Ihall  I  go 
In  hope  to  findin  myne  owne  turtill  true, 
My  liv'is  joye,  my  foverain  Lorde  Jefu  1 

Sith  all  my  joye,  that  I  call  his  prefence, 
Is  thus  removed,  now  I  am  full  of  mone  ; 
Alas  the  while  I  made  no  providence 
For  this  mifhap  !  wherefore  I  Cgh  and  grone  : 
Succour  to  finde  to  what  place  might  I  gone! 
Fain  I  would  to  fome  man  my  herte  breke  ; 
I  n'ot  to  whom  I  maie  complain  or  fpeke. 

Alone  I  ftande  full  forie  and  full  fad, 
Which  hopid  to  have  feen  my  Lorde  and  Kyng  ; 
Small  caufe-have  I  to  be  merie  or  glad 
Remembryng  this  bittirful  departyng  : 
In  this  worlde  ne  is  no  creture  livyng 
That  was  to  me  fo  gode  and  gracious, 
His  love  alfo  then  golde  more  precious. 

Full  fore  I  figh  without  comfort  again, 
There  is  no  cure  to  my  falvacion, 
Jiis  brenning  love  my  hert  fo  doth  conftrain, 
Alas,  here  is  a  wofull  permutacion ! 
Wherof  I  finde  no  joye  nor  confolacion, 
Therefore  my  pain  all  onely  to  confefle 
With  deth  I  iere  well  ende  my  hevicefle. 
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This  wo  and  anguifh  is  intolerable; 
If  I  bide  here,  life  can  I  not  fuftain, 
If  I  go  hence  my  paines  be  uncurable  ; 
Where  him  to  finde  1  knowe  no  place  certain , 
And  thus  I  ne  wote  of  thefe  thingis  twain     • 
Whiche  I  maie  take  and  which  I  maie  refufe  : 
My  hert  is  wounded  heron  to  thinke  or  mufe, 

A  while  I  fhall  ftande  in  this  morowning 
In  hope  if  any  vifion  would  appere 
That  of  my  love  might  tell  fome  gode  tyding, 
Whiche  into  joy  might  chaunge  my  wepyng  cher ; 
I  truft  in  his  grace  and  his  mercy  dere; 
But  at  the  left,  though  I  therewith  me  kill, 
I  fhall  not  fpare  to  Avuile  and  wepe  my  fill. 

And  if  that  I  die  in  foche  avinture 
I  can  no  more  but  welcome  as  my  chaunce ; 
My  bones  fhal  reft  here  in  this  fepulture ; 
My  life,  my  deth,  is  at  his  ordinaunce ; 
It  fhal  be  tolde  in  lafting  remembraunce  : 
Thus  to  dep-artin  is  to  me  no  fhame, 
And  alfo  thereof  I  'am  nothing  to  blame. 

Hope  againft  me  fo  hath  her  courfe  itake 
That  there  is  no  more,  but  thus  fhall  I  die  : 
I  fe  right  well  my  Lorde  hath  me  forfake, 
But  in  my  conccipt  c~aufe  know  I  none  why  : 
Although  he  be  farce  hence  and  nothing  nyo 
Yet  my  wofull  herte  after  hym  doeth  feke, 
And  caufeth  teres  to  ren  doun  by  my  cheke. 

Thinking,  alas  !  1  have  loft  his  prefence, 
Which  in  this  worlde  was  all  my  fuftinaunce  j 
I  crie  and  call  with  hertie  diligence, 
But  there  is  no  wight  givith  attendaunce, 
Me  to  certifie  of  myne  enquiraunce, 
Wherefore  I  will  to  all  this  world  bewraie 
How  that  my  Lorde  is  flain  and  born  awaie. 

Though  that  I  mourne  it  ne  is  no  grete  wonder, 
Sithe  he  is  all  my  joye  in  fpeciall ; 
And  nowe  I  thinke  we  be  fo  farre  afonder 
That  hym  to  fe  I  fere  nevir  I  fhall ; 
It  helpith  no  more  aftir  hym  to  call, 
Ne  after  hym  to'  enquire  in  any  cofte  : 
Alas !  how  is  he  thus  ygone  and  loft  ? 

The  JewisI  thinke  full  of  miferie,  ;.  .' 

Yfet  in  malice  by  ther  bufy  cure 
With  force  and  might  of  gilefull  trechcrie 
Hath  entermined  my  Lord'is  fepulture, 
And  borne  awaie  that  precious  figure, 
Levyng  of  it  nothyng ;  if  thei'  have  doen  fo 
Marrid  I  am;  alas,  what  fhall  1  do  ! 

With  ther  vengeaunce  infaciable 
Now  have  thei  hym  giltlefs  entretid  fo 
That  to  reporte  it  is  to  lamentable, 
Thei  bete  his  bodie  from  toppe  to  the  toe, 
Nevir  man  was  yborne  that  felte  foche  woe ; 
Thei  woundid  hym,  alas !  with  all  grevaunce, 
The  blode  doun  reilid  in  moft  habundaunce  ; 

The  blodie  rowis  ftremed  doun  ovir  all, 
Thei  him  affailid  fo  maliciouflie 
With  ther  fcourgis  and  ftrokis  beftiall ; 
Thei  fparid  not,  but  fniote  inceffauntlie  ; 
To  fatisfie  ther  malice  thei  were  bufie  : 
Thei  fpit  in  his  face,  thei  fmote  here  and  there  ; 
He  groned  full  fore,  and  fwete  many  a  tere. 


Thei  crounid  hym  with  thornis  fharpe  and! 
The  vainis  rent,  the  blode  ran  doun  apace, 
With  blode  ovircome  were  bothe  his  eyen, 
And  bolne  with  ftrokis  was  his  bleffidface; 
Thei  hym  entretid  as  men  without  grace, 
Thei  knelid  to  hym,  and  made  many  a  fcorne ; 
Like  helhoundis  they  have  hym  all  to  torne  : 
Upon  a  mightie  crofle  in  kngth  and  brede 
(Thefe  turmentours  fhewid  ther  curfidneffe) 
Thei  nailid  hym  without  pitie  or  drede, 
His  precious  blcde  braft  out  in  largenefle, 
Thei  ftrained  hym  along  as  men  mercileffe  J 
The  verie  jointes  all  to  myne  apparence 
Rived  afondir  for  ther  grete  violence. 

All  this  I  beholding  with  mine  eyen  twain 
Stode  there  befide  with  rufull  attendaunce, 
And  er  me  thought  he  beyng  in  that  pain 
Lokid  on  me  with  dedly  countinaunce, 
As  he'  had  faid  in  his  fpeciall  remembraunce 
Farwell  AlagdalenJ  depart  muft  I  ncdes  hens, 
My  herte  is  tanqitam  cent  liqutfccns. 

Whiche  rufull  fight  when  that  I  gan  beholde 
Out  of  my  witte  I  almofte  tho  diftraught, 
I  tare  my  here,  my  handis  wrang  and  folde, 
And  of  the  fight  my  hert  dranke  foche  a  draught 
That  many  a  fall  fwounyng  there  I  caught ; 
I  brufed  my  bodie  fallyng  on  the  grounde, 
Whereof  I  fele  many  a  grevous  wounde. 

Then  thefe  wretchis,  full  of  all  frowardneffe, 
Gave  hym  to  drinke  eifelltemprid  with  gall ; 
Alas !  that  poifon  full  of  bittirneffe 
My  lov'is  chere  caufid  them  to  appall, 
And  vet  thereof  might  he  not  drinke  at  all, 
But  fpake  thefe  wordis,  as  him  thought  it  boft, 
Fathir  of  hevin  !  confummatum  eft. 

Then  knelid  I  doune  in  pain'is  outrage, 
Clipping  the  croffe  within  myne  armis  twain, 
His  blode  diftillid  doune  on  my  vifage^ 
My  clothis  eke  the  droppis  did  diftain  ; 
To  have  dyid  for  hym  I  would  full  fain, 
But  what  fhoulde  it  availe  if  I  did  fo 
Sith  he'  is  fufpenfus  in  patibulo? 

And  thus  my  Lorde  full  dere  was  all  difgifed 
With  blode,  and  pain,  and  woundis  many  one, 
His  veinis  braft,  his  jointis  all  to  rived, 
Partyng  afondir  the  fleilie  fro  the  bone  ; 
But  I  fawe  that  he  hing  not  there  alone, 
For  cum  iniquis  depiitaius  eft, 
Not  like  a  man  but  like  a  leprous  beft, 
A  blinde  knight  men  ycallid  Longias 
With  a  fpcre  aproched  to  my  Soverain, 
Lannfyng  his  fide  full  pitouflie,  alas! 
That  his  precious  herte  he  clave  in  twain, 
The  purple  blode  elte  fro  the  hertis  vain 
Doune  railid  right  faft  in  mofte  rufull  wife, 
With  chriftal  water  brought  fro  Paradife. 

When  I  behelde  this  wofull  pafilon, 
I  wote  not  how,  by  fodain  avinture 
My  hert  was  perfcd  with  very  companion, 
That  in  me  remained  no  life  of  nature, 
Strokis  of  dethe  I  felt  without  mefure, 
My  deth'is  wounde  I  caught  with  woe  oppreit, 
And  brought  to  point  as  my  hert  fhuld  ybreft. 
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The  wounde,  the  hert,  and  blode,  of  my  darling 
Shal  never  fiide  fro  my  memorial, 
The  byttir  paines  alfo  of  tourmenting 
Within  my  foule  be  gravin  principal ; 
The  fpere,  alas !  that  was  fo  fharpe  withall 
So  thrillid  my  herte,  as  to  my  feling, 
That  body  and  foule  were  at  departing. 

Sonc  as  I  might  I  releved  up  againe, 
My  brethe  I  coude  not  very  wel  reftore, 
Feling  my  felt"  drownid  in  fo  grete  paine, 
Both  body'  and  foule  me  thought  wer  al  to  tore, 
Violent  fallis  grevid  me  right  fore ; 
I  wept,  I  bledde,  and  with  my  felfe  I  fared 
As  one  that  for  his  life  nothing  had  cared. 

I  Joking  up  unto  that  rufull  rode 
Sawe  firfl  the  vifage  pale  of  that  figure, 
But  fo  piteus  a  fight  fpottid  with  blodc 
Sawe  nevir  yet  no  living  creature ; 
So  it  excedid  the  boundes  of  mefure, 
That  mann'is  minde  with  al  his  wittis  five 
Is  nothing  able  that  paine  to  dii'crive. 

Than  gan  I  there  min  armis  to  unbrace, 
Up  lifting  my  handis  ful  mourningly 
1  fighid  and  fore  fobbid  in  that  place, 
Both  hevin  and  erthe  might  have  herde  me  crie 
Weping,  and  faid  Alas !  inceffauntly, 
Ah,  my  fwete  herte, my  goftly  paramour! 
Alas,  1  may  nat  thy  body  focour  ! 

0  bleffid  Lorde  !  how  fierfe  and  how  cruel 
Thefe  curfid  wightis  nowe  hath  the  yflaine, 
Kerving,  alas !  thy  body  eviridel 

Wounde  within  wounde,  full  byttir  is  thy  pain  ; 
Nowe  wolde  God  that  I  might  to  the  attaine 
To  naile  my  body  faft  unto  thy  tre, 
So  that  of  this  paine  thou  mightifl  go  fre  ! 

1  can  nat  reporte  ne  make  reherfaile 
Of  my  demening  with  the  circumftaunce, 
But  wel  I  wote  the  fpere  with  every  naile 
Thirlid  my  foule  by  inwarde  refemblaunce, 
Which  nevir  fhall  out  of  my  remembraunee ; 
During  my  life  it  woll  caufe  me  to  waile 

As  otto  as  I  remembre  that  bataile. 

Ah,  ye  Jewes  !  worfe  than  doggis  rabiate, 
What  moved  you  thus  cruilly  him  to'  aray  ? 
He  nevir  difplefed  you,  nor  caufed  debate, 
Your  love  and  true  hertes  he  conveytidaye; 
He  preched,  he  teched,  he  fhewid  the  right  way, 
Wherfore  ye  lyke  tyrantes  wode  and  way-warde, 
Nowe  have  him  thus  yflaine  for  his  rewarde, 

Ye  ought  to'  have  remembrid  one  thing  fpecial, 
His  favour,  grace,  and  his  magnificence ; 
He  was  your  prince  borne,  and  lorde  ovir  all, 
Howe  be  it  -ye  toke  him  in  fmal  reverence ; 
He  was  ful  meke  in  fuffring  your  offence, 
Nerthelels  ye  devoured  him  with  one  affent, 
As  hungry  wolves  doth  the  lambe  innocent. 

Where  was  your  pite,  'o  peple  mercileffe  !^ 
Arming  your  felfe  with  falfhed  and  trefon, 
On  my  Lorde  ye  have  fhewid  your  woderreffe, 
Like  no  men  but  beflis  without  refon  j 
Your  malyce  he  fuffrid  for  the  fefon  : 
Your  puine  wol  come,  ne  thinke  it  nat  to  flacke  ; 
jbfa,i  ivithout  mfr:y  of  mercy  Jital  lacke. 


0  traitours  and  maintainirs  of  madnefie  \ 
Unto  your  foly'  I  afcribe  al  my  paine, 

Ye  have  me  deprived  of  joye  and  gladneffe 
So  deling  with  my  Lorde  and  fovcraine ; 
Nothing  ne  fhulde  I  nede  thus  to  complaine 
If  he'  had  lived  in  pece  and  tranquillite 
Whom  ye  have  flaine  through  your  iniquite. 

Farewcl,your  noblerieffe  that  fomtime  did  raine? 
Farewel  your  worfhip,  your  glory,  and  fame ! 
Hereaftir  to  lyve  in  hate  and  difdaine 
Marvaile  ye  not;  for  your  trefpace  and  blame 
Unto  fhame  is  tournid  al  your  gode  name  : 
Upon  you  now  wol  wondir  every  nation 
As  peple  of  a  moft  vile  reputation. 

Thefe  wickid  wretchis,  thefe  houndes  of  hel, 
As  I  have  tolde  plaine  here  in  this  fentence, 
Were  not  content  my  dere  love  thus  to  quel, 
But  yet  they  muft  embefile  his  prefence, 
As  I  perceive ;  by  covert  violence 
They  have  him  conveied  to  my  difplefure, 
For  here  is  lafte  but  nalcid  fepulture  : 

Wherfore  of  trouth  and  rightfull  judgement, 
That  ther  malice  againe  mayc  be  acquired, 
Aftir  my  verdite  and  avifement, 
Of  falfe  murdre  they  fhullin  be  endited, 
Of  theft  alfo,  which  fhal  not  be  refpited, 
And  in  al  hafte  they  fhal  be  hanged  and  draws; 
I  wol  my  felfe  plede  this  caufe  in  the  lawe. 

Alas  !  yf  I  with  a  trewe  attendaunce 
Had  ftyl  abiddin  with  -my  Lord'is  corfe, 
And  kept  it  ftil  with  trswe  perfeverauuce, 
Than  had  nat  befal  this  woful  devorfe ; 
But  as  for  my  paine  welcome,  and  no  force  : 
This  fhal  be  my  fonge  where  fo  er  I  go, 
Departing  is  the  grounde  of  al  my  wo. 

1  fe  right  wel  now  in  my  painis  fmerte 
There  is  no  wounde  of  fo  grevous  dolour 
As  is  the  wounde  of  my  careful  herte ; 
Sithin  I  have  lode  thus  my  paramour 

Al  my  fwetneffe  is  tournid  into  four ; 
Mirthe  to  my  herte  nothing  ne  maie  convey 
But  he  that  bereth  therof  bothe  locke  and  key. 

The  joye  excellent  of  Miffed  Paradife 
Maye  me,  alas  !  in  no  wife  re-comforte, 
Songe  of  angel  nothing  may  me  fuffife, 
As  in  min  herte  nowe  to  make  difporte ; 
Al  I  refufe  but  that  I  might  reforte 
Unto  my  love,  the  wel  of  godelihede, 
Fof  whofe  longing  I  trowe  I  fhal  be  ded. 

Of  painful  labour  and  tourment  corpo'ral 
I  ne  make  therof  none  excepcion, 
Painis  of  hel  I  wol  paffe  ovir  al 
My  love  to  finde  in  myne  affeccion ; 
So  grete  to  him  is  my  deledtacion, 
A  thoufande  timis  martrid  wolde  I  be 
His  bleffid  body  ones  if  I  might  fe. 

About  this  worlde,  fo  large  in  all  compact, 
I  fhal  not  fpare  to  renne  my  life  during, 
My  fete  alfo  fhall  not  reft  in  one  place 
Tyl  of  my  love  I  may  here  fome  tiding, 
For  whofe  abfence  my  handis  nowe  I  wring  ; 
To  thinke  on  him  cefe  fhal  nevir  my  mlnde  : 
O  gentill  Jefu  !  where  fhal  I  the  finde  ? 
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Jerufalem  I  wol  ferche  place  fro  place, 
Sion,  the  Vale  of  Jofaphath  alfo, 
And  if  I  finde  him  not  in  al  this  fpace 
By  Mount  Olivet  to  Beth'any  woll  I  go ; 
Thefe  waies  wol  I  wandir  and  many  mo, 
Nazareth,  Bethleem,  Mountana  Jude  ; 
No  travaile  fhai  me  paine  him  for  to  fe. 

His  bliflid  face  if  I  might  fe  and  finde 
Serche  I  wolde  every  cofte  and  countrey, 
The  fardift  parte  of  Egypt  or  hote  Inde 
Shulde  be  to  me  but  a  litil  journey. 
Howe  is  he  thus  gone  or  takin  away  ! 
If  I  knewe  the  ful  trouth  and  certente 
Yet  from  this  care  relefid  might  I  be. 

Into  wildirneffe  I  thinke  beft  to  go, 
Sithe  I  can  no  more  tidinges  of  him  here, 
There  may  I  my  lyfe  ledin  to  and  fro, 
There  may  I  dwel  and  to  no  man  apere  ; 
To  towne  ne  village  woil  I  not  come  nere ; 
Alone  in  wodes,  in  rockes,  and  in  caves  depe, 
I  may  at  mine  owne  will  both  waile  and  wepe. 

Myn  eyin  twaine  withotitin  variaunce 
Shal  nevir  cefe,  I  pramife  faithfully, 
There  for  to  wepin  with  gret  abonndaunce 
Byttir  teris  renning  inceffauntly, 
The  whiche  teris  medlid  ful  petoufly 
With  the  very  blodc  er  ihall  renne  al'fo, 
Expreffing  in  mine  hert  the  grevous  wo. 

Worldely  fode  and  fuftenaunce  I  defire 
Soche  living  as  I  finde  foch  wol  I  take, 
Rotis  that  growin  on  the  craggy  ftone 
Shal  me  fuffife,  with  watir  of  the  lake  ; 
Than  thus  may  I  fay  for  my  Lord'is  fake, 
f  iterant  mibi  lacryma  mete 
In  defirto  panfs,die  ac  no?le, 

My  body  to  clothe  it  makith  no  force, 
A  mourning  mantil  fhal  be  fufficient, 
The  grevous  woundis  of  his  pitous  corfe 
Shal  be  to  me  a  ful  royal  garnement, 
He  departid  thus  I  am  beft  content ; 
His  croffe  with  nailis  and  fcourgis  withal 
Shal  be  my  thought  and  paine  efpecial. 

Thus  wol  I  live,  as  I  have  here  ytolde, 
If  I  may  any  longe  time  endure, 
But  I  fere  Deth  is  ovir  me  fo  bolde 
That  of  my  purpofe  I  can  not  be  fure  ; 
Aly  paiuis  encrefin  without  mefurc, 
For  of  longe  lyfe  who  can  lay  any  refon  ? 
Al  thing  is  mortal,  and  hath  but  a  feibn. 

I  figh  ful  fore,  and  it  is  ferre  yfet ; 
Myne  hert  1  fele  now  bledith  inwardly, 
The  blody  teres  I  may  in  no  wife  let ; 
Sithe  of  my  paine  I  fiude  HO  rem'iv'ye 
I  thank  God  of  al  if  that  I  no  we  dye  ; 
His  will  perfourmid  I  holde  me  content ; 
My  foule  let  him  have  that  hath  it  me  leer, 

For  lengir  to'  endure  it  'is  intolerable, 
My  woful  herte  is  inflamid  fo  huge, 
That  no  forow  to  myne  is  comparable., 
Sithe  of  my  minde  I  ne  finde  no  refuge, 
Yet  \  him  require  as  a  rightful  juge 
To  devoidc  fro  me  the  inwarde  fo:  owe, 
Left  that  I  live  not  to  the  ncxte  u:orowe. 


Within  mine  hert  is  impreflid  ful  fore 
His  royal  forme,  his  fhappe,  his  femelines, 
His  porte,  his  chere,  his  godenes  evirmore, 
His  noble  perfone,  with  al  gentilnes ; 
He  is  the  welle  of  alle  parfitnes, 
The  very  Redemir  of  al  mankinde, 
Him  love  I  beft  with  herte,  and  foule,  and  tninde* 

In  his  abfence  my  painesful  bittir  be, 
Right  wel  I  may  it  fele  nowe  inwardely, 
No  wondir  is  though  they  hurte  or  fle  me, 
They  caufm  me  to  crie  fo  rufully ; 
Myne  herte  oppreffed  is  fo  wondirfully 
Onely  for  him,  which  fo  is  bright  of  ble, 
Alas,  I  trowe  I  fhal  him  nevir  fe  1 

My  joye  is  tranflate  full  farre  in  exile, 
My  myrthe  is  chaungid  into  paynis  colde  ; 
My  lyfe  I  think  endurith  but  a  while  ; 
Anguifhe  and  paine  is  that  that  I  beholde, 
Wherfore  my  handis  thus  I  wringe  and  folde; 
Into  this  grave  I  loke,  I  cal,  I  pray, 
Deth  remainkh  and  life  is  borne  away. 

Now  muft  I  walk  and  wandir  here  and  there, 
God  wot  to  what  partis  I  fhal  me  dreffe, 
With  quaking  hert  wepinge  many  a  tere, 
To  feke  out  my  love  and  all  my  fwetnes ; 
I  wolde  he  wyft  what  mortal  hevines 
About  min  herte  renewith  more  and  more, 
Than  wolde  he  nat  kepe  pite  long  in  ftore. 

Withoutin  him  I  may  not  longe  endure, 
His  love  fo  fore  workith  within  my  breft, 
And  er  I  wepe  before  this  fepulturc 
Sighing  ful  fore,  as  mine  herte  fhulde  ybreft  ; 
During  my  lyfe  I  fhal  obtaine  no  reft, 
But  mourne  and  wepe  where  that  evir  I  go, 
Making  complaint  of  al  my  mortal  wo. 

Faft  I  crie,  but  there  is  no  audience, 
My  comming  hidir  was  him  for  to  plefe, 
My  foule  oppreft  is  here  with  his  abfence  ; 
Alas,  he  lift  not  fet  mine  htrte  in  efe  ! 
Wherfore  to  paine  my  felfc  with  al  difefe 
I  fhal  not  fpare  tyl  he  take  me  to  grace, 
Or  ellis  I  fhal  fterve  here  in  this  place. 

But  onis  if  that  I  might  with  him  fpeke 
It  were  al  my  joy,  with  parfite  plefaunce  ; 
So  that  I  might  to  him  myne  herte  breke 
1  fhulde  anone  devoide  al  my  grevaunce, 
For  he'  is  the  bliffe  of  very  recreaunce; 
But  now,  alas  !  I  can  nothing  do  fo, 
For  in  ftede  of  joy  naught  have  I  but  wo. 

His  noble  corfe  within  min  hert'is  rote 
Depe  is  ygravid,  whiche  fhal  nevir  flake  ; 
No\ve  is  he  gone,  to  what  place  I  ne  wote, 
1  mourne,  I  wepe,  and  al  is  for  his  fakje  : 
Sithin  he  is  pafte  here  a  vowe  I  make 
With  hertely  promiie,  and  therto  me  binde, 
Nevir  to  cefe  til  that  I  may  him  finde. 
Un.to  his  mothir  I  thinke  for  to  go, 
Of  her  haply  fome  comfort e  may  I  take; 
But  one-thinge  yet  me  ferith  and  no  mo, 
Yf  that  I  any  mencion  of  him  make 
Of  my  wordis  fhe  wolde  trimble  and  quake  ;. 
And  who  coude  her  blame,  (he  having  but  one  ? 
The  foime  borne  away  the  mothir  wol  moiie. 
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Sorowcs  many  hath  fhe  fuffrid  trewly 
Sith  that  fhe  firft  conceivid  him  and  bare, 
And  levin  thinges  there  be  moft  fpecially 
That  drownith  her  hert  in  forowe  and  care, 
Yet  lo  !  in  no  wife  maye  they  not  com  pure 
With  this  one  now,  the  whiche  if  that  fhe  knew 
3he  wolde  her  painis  everichone  renewe, 

Gret  was  her  forowe  by  mennis  faiyng 
Whan  in  the  temple  Simeon  Juflus 
hewid  to  her  thefe  wordis,  proph'efiyng, 
Tuam  animam  pirtranjibit  gladlns  ; 
Alfo  whan  Herode,  that  tyraunt  furious, 
Her  childe  purfuid  in  every  place ; 
For  his  life  went  neithir  mercy  ne  grace. 

She  mournid  fore  whan  that  fhe  knevve  him  gone ; 
Full  longe  Ihe  fought  or  fhe  him  founde  ayen  ; 
Whan  he  went  to  deth  his  croffc  him  upon 
t  was  to  her  fight  a  full  rewful  paine  ; 
Whan  he  hong  theron  betwene  the  vis  twaine, 
And  the  fpere  unto  his  herte  thruft  was  right, 
She  fvvounid,  and  to  the  grounde  there  ypight  : 

Whan  ded  and  blody  in  her  lappe  lay 
His  bliffed  body,  bothe  handes  and  fete  al  tore, 
|She  cryid  out  and  faid,  Now,  welaway ! 
Thus  arayid  was  nevir  man  before  : 
(Whan  haft  was  made  his  body  to  be  bore 
Unto  fepulture  here  for  to  remaine 
Unnethis  for  wo1  fhe  coude  her  fuftaine. 
I    The  forowes  fevin  like  fwerdes  every  one 
His  mothir's  herte  woundid  fro  fyde  to  fyde, 
put  if  flie  knewe  her  fonne1  thus  ygone 
but  of  this  worlde  fhe  fhukl  with  deth  yride, 
(For  care  fh£  coude  no  lengir  here  abide, 
Having  no  more  joy  nor  confolacioun 
(Than  I  here  {landing  in  this  ftacioun  : 
T   Wherfore  her  to  fe  I  dare  nar,  prefume ; 
(Fro  her  prefence  I  wol  my  felfe  refraine ; 
[Yet  had  I  levir  to  dye  and  confume 
Than  hi»  mothir  fhulde  have  any  more  paine, 
Methelesher  fonne  I  Wolde  fe  ful  faine; 
His  prefence  was  very  joye  and  fwetnes, 
His  abfence  is  but  forowe'  andhevineffe. 

There  is  no  more,fith  I  may  him  nat  mete 
Whom  1  defire  above  al  othir  thing ; 
Nede  1  muft  take  the  fouirwith  the  fwete, 
(For  of  'his  noble  corfe  I  here  no  tiding  ; 
Ful  oftin  I  crie,  and  my  handis  wring. 
jMyne  herte,  alas  !  relentith  al  in  paine, 
Whiche  wol  ybraftin  both  fincwe  and  vaine. 
I     Alas,  howe'  unhappy  Was  this  woful  hour 
FWherin  is  thus  mifpendid  my  fcrvice! 
[For  min  entent  and  eke  my  true  labour 
ITo  none  effecle  may  come  in  any  wife ; 
LAlas !  I  thinke  if  he  do  me  difpife, 
L\nd  lift  not  take  my  fimple  obfervaunce, 
There  is  no  more,  but  deth  is  my  finaunce. 
I    '  I  have  him  called,  fed  non  refpondet  mill, 
jwherfore  my  mirth  is  tournid  to  mourning  ; 
O,  my  de.re  Lord  !  quid  malifcci  tibi, 
That  me  to  comforte  I  finde  no'  erthly  thing  ? 
Alas!  have  compaffion  of  my  criyng; 
Yf  fro  me  faclem  tuam  akfcondis 
There  is  no  more  but  ionfumcre  me  vis, 
VOL.  I. 


Within  myne  hert  is  groundid  thy  figure, 
That  al  this  world'is  horrible  tourment 
VTay'  it  not  afwage,  it'  is  fo  without  mefure, 
t  is  fo  brenning,  it  is  fo  fervent : 
iemembir,  Lorde,  I  have  ben  diligent 
Svir  the  to  plefe  onely  and  no  mo ; 
Vlyne  herte  is  with  the  where  fo  er  I  go. 

Therfore,  my  dere-  darling  !  trabe  me  pofl  te, 
And  lette  me  not  llundin  thus  defolate  ; 

•ia  non  eft  gut  confuletur  Ktf, 
Myne  herte  for  the  is  fo  difconfolate, 
My  paines  alfo  nothing  me  moderate ; 
Nowe  if  it  lift  the  to  fpeke  with  me'  alyve 
Come  in  haft  ;  my  herte  afondir  will  rive. 

To  the  I  profir,  lo  !  my  pore  fervice, 
The  for  to  plefe  aftir  mine  owne  entent ; 
I  offre'  here,  as  in  devout  facrifice, 
My  boxe  replete  with  precious  oyntment, 
Myne  eyin  twaine  weping  fufficient, 
Myne  herte  with  anguifhe  fulfilled  is,  alas ! 
My  foule  eke  redy  for  love  out  to  pas. 

Naught  ellis  have  I  the  to  plefe  or  pay, 
For  if  min  herte  were  golde  or  precious  ftone 
It  fhulde  be  thine  without  any  delay, 
With  hertely  chere  thou  fhulde  have  it  anone, 
Why  fuffrift  thou  me  than  to  ftande  alone  ? 
Thou  haft  1  trowe  my  weping  in  difdaine, 
Or  els  thou  knowift  nat  what  is  my  paine. 

If  thou  withdrawe  thy  noble  daliaunce 
For  ought  that  evir  I  difplefid  the, 
Thou  knoweft  right  wel  it  is  but  ignoraunce, 
And  of  no  knowlege  for  a  certainte  ; 
If  I'  have  ofFendid,  Lorde,  forgive  it  me; 
Gladde  I  am  for  to  make  ful  repentaunce 
Of  all  thing  that  hath  ben  to  thy  grevaunce. 

Myne  herte,  alas  !  fwellith  within  my  breft, 
So  fore  oppreft  with  anguifhe  and  with  payne, 
That  al  to  pecis  forfothe  it  wol  breft 
But  if  I  fe  thy  blyffid  corfe  againe ; 
For  lyfe  ne  deth  I  can  nat  me  refraine  : 
If  that  thou  make  delay  thou  maift  be  fure 
Myne  hert  wol  lepe  into  this  fepulture. 

Alas,  my  Lorde,  why  fareft  thou  thus  with  me  ! 
My  tribulacion  yet  have  in  minde ; 
Where  is  thy  mercy  ?  where  is  thy  plte  ?  ^ 
Whiche  evir  I  truftid  in  the  to  finde  : 
Sometime  thou  were  to  me  both  gode  and  kinde; 
Lette  it  plefe-the  my  prayir  to  accept, 
Whiche  with  my  teris  I  have  here  bewept. 

On  metfeou  oughtift  fo  have  very  routh, 
Sith  for  the  onely  is  al  this  mourning, 
For  fith  I  to  the  plightid  firfte  my  trouthe, 
I  nevir  varyid  with  difcording, 
And  that  knowift  thou  beft  my  ownc  darling  ! 
Why  conftrainift  thou  me  thus  for  to  wayle  ? 
My  wo  forfothe  can  the  nothing  availe. 

I  have  endurid  without  variaunce, 
Right  as  thou  knowft,  thy  lovir  juft  and  trew, 
With  hert  and  thought  aye  at  thyn  ordinauncc, 
Lyke  to  the  faphire,  alwaye  in  one  hewe ; 
I  nevir  woulde  chaungin  the  for  no  newe  : 
Why  withdrawift  thou  the  fro  my  prefence, 
Sithins  al  my  thought  is  for  thine  abfence  J 
\L  i 
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With  hert  intier,  fwete  Lorde  !  I  crie  to  the, 
Encline  thine  cres  to  my  peticioun, 
And  come  velociter  cxaudi  me; 
Remembre  mine  hert'is  difpoficioun, 
It  may  not  endure  in  this  condicioun, 
Therfore  out  of  thefe  paines  liters  me, 
And  where  thon  arte  pone  me  juxta  te. 

Let  me  beholde,  o  Jefu  !  thy  Miffed  face, 
Thy  fatre  thy  glorious  angelike  vifage  ; 
Bowe  thine  eris  to  my  complaint,  alas  ! 
For  to  convey  me  out  of  this  wode  rage  : 
Alas,  my  Lorde !  take  fro  me  this  dommage  ; 
To  my  defire  for  mercy  condifcende, 
For  non  but  thou  may  my  grevaunce  amende. 

Now  yet,  gode  Lorde  !  I  the  befech  and  pray, 
As  thou  raifid  my  brothir  Lazarous 
From  deth  to  life,  that  upon  the  fourth  day 
Came  ayen  in  body  and  foule  precious, 
As  gret  a  thing  maid  thou  fhewe  unto  us 
Of  thy  felf  by  powir  of  thy  godhed 
As  thou  dyd  of  him  lyinge  in,  grave  ded. 

Myne  hert  is  woundid  with  thy  charite, 
ft  brenaith,  it  flamith.  ineeffauntly  ; 
Come,  my  dere  Lorde  \  ad  adjuvandum  me  ; 
Nowe  be  not  louge,  my  paine  to  mukiplie^ 
Left  in  the  mene  time  1  departe  and  die  : 
In  thy  grace  I  put  hope  and  confidence 
To  do  as  plefith  thy  magnificence. 

Flodis  of  dethe  and  tribulacioun 
Into  my  foule  I  fele  entrid  ful  depe, 
Alas,  that  here*  is  no  confolacioun  ! 
Evir  f  waile,  evir  I  mourne  and  wepc, 
And  forow  hath  woundid  myn  hert  ful  depe  : 

0  dere  love  1  no  marvaile  though  that  I  die, 
Sa^ittte  tu<z  infixtefunt  mibi, 

Wandringe  in  this  place,  as  in  wildifnefle,, 
Jvfe  comforte  have  I  ne  yet  affuraunce, 
Defolate  <jf  joys,  replete  with  faintneffe, 
No'  anfwere  receving  of  mine  enquiraunce, 
Ivlyne  herte  alfo  grevid  with  difplefaunce, 
"VVherfore  I  may  faye,  0  Deus,  Deus  ! 
JVo«  ejl-  dolor  Jicut  ctblor  metis. 

Myne  hert  expreffith  quod  dilexi.  multum, 

1  may  nat  endure  although  I  wold  faine, 
For  now Jotu*r fupereji l.  fepuichrum> 

I  know  it  right  wel  by  my  huge  paine, 
And  thus  for  love  I  may  not  life  faftaine  ; 
But,  o  my  God  :  I  mufe  what  aylith  the, 
Quad  jlc  repente  preecipitai  me. 

Alas  1  I  fe*  it  wil  none  orhirwife  be, 
Nowe  mull  I  take  my  leve  for  evirmore, 
This  fore  paine  hath  almoft  difcomfite  me, 
My  love's  corfe  F  can  in  no  wife  reftore  ; 
Alas  to  this  wo  that  er  I  was  bore  ! 
Here  at  this  tombe  nowe  muft  I  die  and  ftarve, 
J)eth  is  aboutin  my  hert  for  to  carve. 

My  teftament  I  wol  begin  to  make ; 
To  God  the  Fathir  my  foule  I  commende, 
To  Jefu  my  love,  that  died  for  my  fake, 
My  herte  and  al  both  I  gyve  and  yfende, 
In  whofe  dere  love  my  lyfe  ymakith  ende, 
My  body  alfo  to  this  monument 
I  here  be^ueth,  bothc  boxc  and  oyntiment, 


Of  al  my  willes,  lo !  nowe  I  make  the  laft ;. 
Right  in  this  place  within  this  fepulture 
I  woll  be  buried  whan  I'm  ded  and  paft, 
And  on  my  grave  I  wol  have  this  fcripturc, 
Here  •within  rejittb  a  goflly  creture~t 
Chriftis  true  lovir^  Mary  Magdalaine, 
Wbefe&erte  for  love  ybracke  in  peels  twain  f, 

Ye  vertuous  women,  tendir  of  nature, 
Ful  of  pite  and  of  compaffion, 
Reforte  I  pray  you  to  my  fepulture 
To  finge  my  dirge  with  grete  devocion, 
Shewe  your  charite'  in  this  condicion  ; 
Sing  with  pite  and  let  your  hertis  wepe, 
Remembring  I  am  ded,  and  layd  to  flepe  : 

Than  whan  that  ye  begin  to  parte  me  fro, 
And  endid  have  your  mourning  obfervaunce, 
Remembre  where  fo  evir  that  ye  go 
Alway  to  ferche  and  make  due  enquiraunxe 
Aftir  my  love,  mine  hert'is  fuftinaunce, 
In  every  towne  and  in  every  village, 
If  ye  may  here  of  his  noble  ymage ; 

And  if  it  happe  by  any  grace  at  lafte 
That  ye  my  trew  love  finde  in  any  coft, 
Say  that  his  Magdaleine  is  ded  and  pafte, 
For  his  pure  love  hath  yeldid  up  the  goft ; 
Say  that  of  al  thing  I  lovid  him  moft, 
And  that  I  ne  might  not  this  deth  efchewe, 
My  painis  fo  fore  dyd  evir  renewe. 

And  in  tokin  of  love  perpetual, 
Whan  I  am  buried  in  this  place  prefent, 
Take  out  myne  hert,  the  very  rote  and  al, 
And  clofe  it  within  this  boxe  of  oyntment, 
To  my  dere  love  make  therof  a  prefent, 
Kneling  downe  with  wordis  lamentable 
Do  your  meffage,  fpeke  faire  and  tretable  : 

Say  that  to  him  my  felfin  I  commende 
A  thoufand  timis,  and  with  herte  fo  fre 
This  povir  tokin  fay  to  him  I  fende, 
Plefith  his  godeneffe  to  take  it  in  gre, 
It  is  his  owne  of  right,  it  is  his  fe, 
Whiche  he  aikid  whan  he  faid  longe  before 
Gyve  me  thy  hert  and  1  defire  no  more. 

Adue,  my  Lorde  !  my  love  fo  faire  of  face 
Adue,  my  turtle  dove  fo  freflie  of  hue  ! 
Adue,  my  mirthe  !  adue,  al  my  folace  ! 
Adue,  alas!   my  Saviour  Lorde  Jefu  I 
Adue,  the  gentillift  that  er  I  knewe ! 
Adue,  my  moft  excellent  paramour  ! 
Fairir  than  rofe,  fwetir  than  lylly  flour ! 

Adue,  my  hope  of  plefure  eternal ! 
My  lyfe,  my  welth,  and  my  profperite ! 
Mine  herte  of  golde,  my  perle  oriental  t 
Myne  adamant  of  parfite  charite  I 
My  chcfe  xefuge  and  my  felycite  ! 
My  comforte  and  my  recreacioun  I 
Farewel,  my  perpetual  falvacioun  ! 

Farewel,  mine  emperour  celeftial! 
And  moft  beautiful  prince  of  al  mankinde  J 
Adue,  my  Lord  !  of  hert  mofte  lyberal ! 
Farewel,  my  fwetift  bothe  foule  and  minde  I 
So  loving  a  fpoufe  fhal  I  nevir  finde ! 
Adue,  my  foveraine,  very  gentilman  ! 
Farewel,  dere  herte  !  as  hertely  as  I  can* 
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Thy  wordes  eloquente  flowinge  in  fwetnefle 
iShal  no  more,  alas  !  my  minde  recomforte, 
Wherfore  my  life  muft  ende  in  bittirncffej 
For  in  this  worlde  fhal  I  nevir  reforte 
To  the,  whiche  was  mine  hevinly  difporte; 
I  fe,  alas  !  it  wol  none  othir  be  : 
Nowe  farewel,  the  grounde  of  al  dignite  ! 

Adue,  the  fairift  that  evir  was  bore  ! 
Alas,  I  may  nat  fe  your  blelfid  face  ! 
Nowe  welaway  that  I  fhal  fe  no  more 
Thy  bleffid  vifage,  fo  replete  with  grace, 
Wherin  is  printid  my  parfitc  folace  i 
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Adue,  mine  hert'is  rote  and  al  for  ever ! 
Nowe  farith  wel,  I  muft  from  the  difcever ! 

My  foule  for  anguiftie  is  no  we  ful  thrufty; 
I  faint,  I  faint,  right  fore  for  hevines ; 
My  Lorde,  my  fpoufe  1  cur  me  dereliquifli  ? 
Sith  I  for  the  fuffre  al  this  diftrefle 
What  caufith  the  to  feme  thus  mercilefle  ? 
Sith  it  the  plefeth  of  me  to  make  an  ende 
In  maws  tuas  my  fpirite  I  commende. 
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WRITTEN  BY  GEOFFERY  CHAUCER, 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

A  gentlewoman  oiit  of  an  arbour  in  a  grove  feeth  a  great  company  of  knights  and  ladiei  in  a  dar 
upon  the  green  grafs,  the  which  being  ended,  they  all  kneel  down  and  do  honour  to  the  daifie,  fo 
to  the  Flower,  and  fome  to  the  Leaf :  afterward  this  gentlewoman  learneth  by  one  of  thefe 
the  meaning  hereof,  which  is  this ;  they  which  honour  the  Flower,  a  thing  fading  with  evei 
blaft,  are  fuch  as  look  after  beauty  and  wordly  pleafure,  but  they  that  honour  the  Leaf,  whic 
abideth  with  the  root  notwithftanding  the  frofts  and  winter  florins,  are  they  which  follow  virtue 
and  during  qualities,  without  regard  of  worldly  refpe&s. 


Phoebus  his  chair  of  gold  fo  hie 
Had  whirlid  up  the  fterrie  fey  aloft, 
And  in  the  Bole  was  entrid  certainly, 
"When  fliouris  fote  of  rain  defcendid  foft, 
Caufing  the  ground  fele  timis  and  oft 
Up  for  to  give  many  an  wholefome  air, 
And  every  plain  was  yclothid  faire 

With  newe  grenfc,  and  makith  fmals  flours 
To  fpringin  here  and  there  in  field  and  mede, 
So  very  gode 'and  wholefome  be  the  fhours, 
That  they  renewin  that  was  old  and  dede 
In  wintir  time,  and  out  of  every  fede 
Springith  the  herbe,  fo  that  every  wight 
Of  this  fefon  wexith  richt  glade  and  licht ; 

And  I  fo  glad-  of  the  fefon  fwete, 
"Was  happid  thus ;  upon  a  certain  night 
As  I  lay  in  my  bed-flepe  full  unmete 
Was  unto  me,  but  why  that  I  ne  might 
Reft  I  ne  wift,  for  there  n'as  erthly  wight 
[As  I  fuppofe]  had  more  of  hertis  efe 
Than  1,  for  I  n'ad  fickneffe  nor  difefe; 


Wherefore  I  mervaile  gretly  of  my  felf 
That  I  fo  long  withoutin  flepe  lay, 
And  up  I  rofe  thre  houris  aftir  tvvelfe, 
About  the  fpringing  of  the  gladfome  day, 
And  on  I  put  my  gear  and  mine  aray, 
And  to  a  plefaunt  grove  I  gan  to  pas 
Long  or  the  bright  fonne  uj.rifm  was, 

In  which  were  okis  grete,  ftreight  as  a  linr, 
Undir  the  which  the  grafs  fo  frefhe  of  hew 
Was  newly  fprong,  and  an  eight  fote  or  nine 
Every  tre  well  fro  his  fellow  grew, 
With  braunchis  brode  ladin  with  levis  new, 
That  fprongin  out  agen  the  fonne  fhene, 
Some  very  rede,  and  fome  a  glad  light  grene, 

Which  [as  me  thought]  was  a  right  plefaunt 
And  eke  the  bird  is  fongis  for  to  here 
Would  have  rejoifid  any  erchly  wight, 
And  I,  that  couth  not  yet  in  no  manere 
Herin  the  nightingale  of  all  the  yere, 
Full  bufily  herk'nid  with  hert  and  ere 
If  I  her  voice  perceve  could  any  \vhers  : 
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And  at  the  Lift  a  path  of  litil  bredc 
I  found,  that  gretly  had  not  ufid  be, 
For  it  forgrowin  was  with  grafs  and  wede, 
That  well  unnethis  a  wight  might  itfe; 
Thought  I,  this  path  fome  whidir  doth  parde ; 
And  fo  I  foliowid  till  it  me  brought 
To  a  right  plefaunt  hcrbir  wel  ywrought, 

Which  that  benchid  was,  and  with  turn's  new 
Frefhly  turvid,  whereof  the  gren,:  grafs 
So  fmali,  fo  thick,  fo  fhort,  fo  frefh  of  hew, 
That  moft  like  to  grene  woll  wot  lit  was; 
-The  hegge  alfo,  thatyedin  in  compas, 
And  clofid  in  alle  the  grene  herbere, 
With  fycamor  was  fet  and  eglatere 

Within,  in  fere  fo  well  and  cunningly, 
That  every  braunch  and  lefe  grew  by  mefure 
Plain  as  a  bord,  of  an  height  by  and  by; 
I  fe  nevir  a  thing  [I  you  enfure]  -;** 
So  well  ydone,  for  he  that  toke  the  cure 
It  for  to  makt-  [I  trowe]  did  all  his  peine 
To  make  it  pas  all  tho  that  men  hare  feine. 

And  fhapin  was  this  herber  rofe  and  all 
As  is  a  pretty  parlour,  and  alfo 
The  hegge  as  thick  as  is  a  caftil  wall, 
That  who  that  lift  without  to  ftond  or  go, 
Thogh  he  wold  all  day  pryin  to  and  fro 
He  fhould  not  fe  if  there  were  any  wight 
Within  or  no,  but  one  within  well  might 

Perceve  all  tho  that  y  Gin  there  without 
Into  the  field,  that  was  on  every  fide 
Cover 'd  with  corn  and  grafs,  that  out  of  doubt 
Tho  one  would  fekin  all  the  worlde  wide 
So  rich  a  felde  could  not  be  efpyde 
Upon  no  coft,  as  of  the  quantity, 
For  of  alle  gode  thing  there  was  plenty. 

And  1,  that  all  thefe  plefaunt  fightis  fe, 
Thought  fuddainly  I  felt  fo  fwete  an  air  * 
Of  the  eglentere,  that  certainly 
There  is  no  hert  [I  deme]  in  fuch  difpair, 
Ne  yet  with  thoughtis  froward  and  contraire 
So  overlaid,  but  it  fhould  fone  have  bote 
If  it  had  onis  felt  this  favour  fote. 

And  as  I  ftode  and  caft  afide  mine  eye 
I  was  ware  of  the  fairift  medler  tre 
That  evir  yet  in  all  my  life  I  fe, 
As  full  of  bloiTomi*  as  it  might  be, 
Therein  a  goldfinch  leping  pretily 
From  bough  to  bo«gh,  and  as  him  lift  he  etc 
Here  and  there  of  buddis  and  flour  is  fwete. 

And  to  the  herbir  fide  was  adjoyning 
This  fairift  tre  of  which  I  have  you  told, 
And  at  the  laft  the  bird  began  to  /ing 
[Whan  he  had  etin  what  he  etin  would] 
So  paffing  fwetely  that  by  many  fold 
It  was  more  plefaunt  than  I  couth  devife  ; 
And  whan  his  fong  was  endid  in  this  wife 

The  nightingale  with  fo  mery  a  note 
Anfwerid  him,  that  alle  the  wode  yrong 
£>o  fodainly,  that  as  it  were  a  fote 
I  ftode  aftoni^d,  and  was  with  the  fong 
Thorow  ravifhid,  that  till  late  and  long 
I  ne  wift  in  what  place  I  was  ne  where, 
.A yen  nicthought  fce  fong  e'en  by  mice  ere  : 


Wherefore  I  waited  about  bufily 
On  every  fide  if  I  her  might  fe, 
And  at  the  laft  I  gan  full  well  efpy 
Where  (he  fate  in  a  frefh  grene  laury  tre, 
On  the  furthir  fide  evin  right  by  me, 
That  gave  fo  pafllng  a  delicious  fmell, 
According  to  the  eglantere  full  well; 

Whereof  I  had  io  inly  grete  plefure, 
As  methought  I  furely  ravifhid  was 
Into  Paradife,  wherein  my  defire 
Was  for  to  be,  and  no  ferthir  to  pas 
As  for  that  day,  and  on  the  fot  j  grafs 
I  fat  me  down,  for  as  for  mine  entent 
The  birdis  fong  was  more  convenient 

And  more  plefaunt  to  me  by  many  fold 
Than  mete  or  drink,  or  any  othir  thing, 
Thereto  the  herbir  was  fo  frefh  and  cold, 
The  wholfome  favours  eke  fo  comforting, 
That  [as  I  demid]  fith  the  beginning 
Of  the  worlde  was  nevir  feen  er  than 
So  plefaunt  a  ground  of  none  erthly  man. 

And  as  I  fat  the  birdis  herkening  thus, 
Methought  that  I  herd  voicis  fuddainly, 
The  moft  fwetift  and  moft  delicious 
That  evir  any  wight  I  trow  trewly 
Herdin  in  ther  life,  for  the  armony 
And  fwete  accord  was  in  fo  gode  mufike 
That  the  voicis  to  angels  moft  were  like. 

At  the  laft  out  of  a  grove  evin  by 
[That  was  right  godely  and  plefaunt  to  fight] 
I  fe  where  there  came  finging  luftily 
A  world  of  ladies,  but  to  tell  aright 
Thcr  beauty  grete  lyith  not  in  my  might, 
Ne  ther  array  ;  nevirthelefs  I  mall 
Tell  you  a  part,  tho'  I  fpeke  not  of  all : 

The  furcots  white  of  velvet  well  fitting 
Theyxwerin  clad,  and  the  femis  eche  one, 
As  it  werin  a  mannir  garnifhing, 
Was  fet  with  emeraudis  one  and  one 
By  and  by,  but  many  a  richi  ftone 
Was  fet  on  the  purfilis  out  of  dout 
Of  collours,  fleves,  and  trainis,  round  about ; 

As  of  grete  perlis  round  and  orient, 
And  diamond  is  fine  and  rubys  red, 
And  many  othir  ftone  of  which  I  went 
The  namis  now ;  and  everich  on  her  hede 
A  rich  fret  of  gold,  which  withoutin  dredc 
Was  full  of  ftatcly  rich  ftonys  fet, 
And  every  lady  had  a  chapelet 

On  ther  hedis  of  braunchis  frefh  and  grene, 
So  wele  ywrought,  and  fo  marveloufly, 
That  it  was  a  right  noble  fight  to  fene, 
Some  of  laurir,  and  fome  full  plefauntly 
Had  chap  Jlets  of  wodebind,  and  fadly 
Some  of  agnus  caftus  werin  alfo., 
Chaplets  frefh  ;  but  there  were  many  of  tho 

That  dauncid  and  eke  fong  full  fobirly, 
But  all  they  yede  in  maner  of  compace  ; 
But  one  there  yede  in  mid  the  company 
Sole  by  herfelf ;  but  all  follow'd  the  pace 
That  fhekept.whofe  hevinly  figured  face 
So  plefaunt  was,  and  her  wele  fhape  perfon, 
That  of  beauty  ihc  paft  them  everichone, 
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And  more  richly  befeen  by  manyfold 
1  he  was  alfo  in  every  manir  thing ; 
Upon  her  hede  full  plefaunt  to  behold 
A  cor  on  .of  gold  rich  for  any  king, 
A  braunch  of  agnus  caftus  eke  bering 
In  her  hand,  and  to  my  fight  trewily 
She  lady  was  of  all  the  company  ; 

And  fhe  began  a  roundel!  luftily 
That  Sus  lefoyk  de  vert  moy  men  call 
Sins  £5*  monjoly  caur  ejl  cndormy, 
And  than  the  company  anfwerid  all, 
With  voicis  iwete  entunid  and  fo  fmall, 
That  methought  it  the  fvvetcft  melody 
That  evir  I  herd  in  my  life  fothly. 

And  thus  they  all  came  dauncing  and  finging 
Into  the  middis  of  the  mede  echone 
Before  the  herbir  where  I  was  fitting, 
And  Gpd  wot  I  thought  I  was  well  bigone, 
For  than  I  might  avife  them  one  by  one 
Who  fairift  was,  who  beft  could  dance  or  fing, 
Or  who  moft  womanly  was  in  all  thing. 

They  had  not  dauncid  but  a  little  throw 
When  that  \  herd  not  fer  of  fodainly 
80  grete  a  noife  of  thundering  trumpis  blow 
As  though  it  fhould  have  departid  the  flcie, 
And  aftir  that  within  a  while  I  fie 
From  the  fame  grove  where  the  ladies  came  out 
Of  men  of  armis  coming  fuch  a  rout 

As  all  men  on  erth  had  ben  alTemblid, 
On  that  place  well  horfid  for  the  nor  is, 
Stering  fo  faft  that  all  the  erth  trembiid ; 
But  for  to  fpeke  of  richis  and  ftonis, 
And  men  and  horfe,  I  trow  the  large  wonis 
Of  Pretir  John,  ne  all  his  trefory, 
Might  not  unneth  have  bought  the  tenth  party, 

Of  their  array  whofo  lift  to  here  more, 
I  (hall  reherfe  fo  as  I  can  a  lite, 
Out  of  the  grove  that  I  fpeke  of  before 
I  fe  come  foil,  all  in  their  clokis  white, 
A  company  that  wore  for  ther  delite 
Chapelets  frefti  of  okis  ferial 
But  newly  fprong,  and  trumpets  were  they  all  | 

On  every  trump  hanging  a  brode  bannere 
Of  fine  tartarium,  full  richly  bete, 
Jivery  trumpet  his  lord'is  armis  here 
About 'ther  neckis,  with  grete  perlis  fete, 
Collaris  brode,  for  coil  they  wou'd  not  lete, 
As  it  would  feerh,for  ther  fcochons  echone 
Were  fet  about  with  many  a  precious  {lone  ; 

Ther  horfis  harneis  was  all  white  alfo ; 
And  aftir  them  next  in  one  company 
Camin  kingis  at  armis  and  no  mo, 
In  clokis  of  white  cloth  with  gold  richly, 
Chaplets  of  grene  on  ther  beds  on  hye, 
The  crownis  that  they  on  ther  fcotchons  here 
Were  fet  with  perl,  and  ruby,  and  faphere, 

And  eke  grete  diamondis  many  one  ; 
But  all  ther  horfis  harneis  and  other  gere 
Was  in  a  fute  according  everichone, 
As  ye  have  herd  the  forefaid  trumpets  were, 
And  by  feming  they  were  nothing  to  lere, 
And,  ther  guiding  they  did  fo  manirly ; 
Afld  aft^r  them  came  a  gret  company 


Of  heraudeis  and  purfevauntis  eke, 
Arrayid  in  clothis  of  white  velvet, 
And  hardily  they  were  nothing  to  feke 
How  they  on  them  ftiouldin  the  harneis  fet, 
And  every  man  had  on  a  chapelet, 
Scotchonis  and  eke  horfe  harneis  in  dede 
They  had  in  fute  of  them  that  'fore  them  yede. 

.  Next  after  thefe  appere  in  armour  bright, 
All  fave  ther  hedis,  femely  knightis  nine, 
And  every  clafp  and  nail,  as  to  my  fight, 
Of  ther  harneis  were  of  red  gold  fo  fine, 
With  cloth  of  gold,  and  furrid  with  ermine, 
Were  the  tappouris  of  their  ftedis  ftrong, 
Both  wide  and  large,  that  to  the  ground  did  hong; 

And  every  bofs  of  bridle  and  paitrel 
That  they  had  on  was  worth,  as  I  would  wene, 
A  thoufand  pound ;  and  on  ther  hedis  well 
Drefiid  were  crounis  of  the  laurir  grene, 
The  beft  ymade  that  evir  I  had  fene; 
And  every  knight  had  aftir  him  riding 
Thre  henchmen,  ftill  upon  him  awaiting ; 

Of  which  every  (firft)  on  a  fliort  trunchon 
His  lord'is  helmet  bore  fo  richly  dight 
That  the  worft  of  them  was  worth  the  ranfouna 
Of  any  king ;  the  fecond  a  ftiield  bright 
Bare  at  his  back  ;  the  thred  barin  upright 
A  mighty  fpere,  full  {harp  yground  and  keae, 
And  ev^ry  child  ware  of  levis  grene 

A  frefti  chap'let  upon  his  hairis  bright ; 
And  clokis  white  of  fine  velvet  they  were, 
Ther  ftedis  trappid  and  arayid  right, 
Without  difference  as  ther  lordis  were ; 
And  aftir  them  on  many'  a  frefli  courfere 
There  came  of  armid  knightis  fuch  a  rout 
That  they  befprad  the  large  field  about ; 

And  all  they  werin,  aftir  ther  degrees, 
Chappelets  new,  or  made  of  laurir  grene, 
Or  fome  of  oke,  or  fome  of  othir  trees, 
Some  in  ther  hondis  barin  boughis  fliene, 
Some  of  laurir,  and  fome  of  okis  bene, 
Some  of  hawthorne,  and  fome  of  the  wodebind, 
And  many  mo  which  I  have  not  in  mind. 

And  fo  they  came  ther  horfe  freftily  ftirring 
With  bloudy  fownis  of  ther  trompis  loud  ; 
There  fe  I  many'  an  uncouth  difguifing 
In  the  array  of  thilke  knightis  proud  ; 
And  at  the  laft  as  evenly  as  they  coud 
They  toke  ther  place  in  middis  of  the  mede, 
And  every  knight  tumid  his  horfis  hede 
To  his  felow,  and  lightly  laid  a  fpere 
Into  the  reft,  and  fo  juftis  began 
On  ev'ery  part  aboutin  here  and  there ;        [man, 
Some  brake  his  fpere,  fome  threw  down  horfe  and 
About  the  felde  aftray  the  ftedis  ran  ; 
And  to  behold  their  rule  and  govirnaunce 
I  you  enfure  it  was  a  grete  plefaunce. 

And  fo  the  juftis  laft  an  hour  and  more, 
But  tho  that  crownid  were  in  laurir  grene 
Did  win  the  prife  ;  their  dintis  were  fo  fore 
That  there  was  none  agenft  them  might  fuftentj 
And  the  jufting  alle  was  left  off  clene  ; 
And  fro  ther  horfe  the  nine  alight  anon, 
And  ip  did  all  the  remnaujit  everichune, 
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And  forth  they  yede  togidir  twain  and  twain, 
That  to  behold  it  was  a  worthy  fight, 
Toward  the  ladies  on  the^rend  plain, 
That  fong  and  dauncid,  as  I  faid  now  right ; 
The  ladies  as  fone  as  they  godely  might 
They  brakin  off  both  the  fong  and  the  daunce, 
And  yede  to  mete  them  with  full  glad  femblaunce : 

'  And  every  lady  toke  full  womanly 
By  the  hond  a  knight,  and  fo  forth  they  yede 
Unto  a  faire  laurir  that  ftode  faft  by, 
With  levis  laid,  the  boughis  of  grete  brede, 
And  to  my  dome  ther  nevir  was  indede 
A  man  that  had  fene  half  fo  faire  a  tre, 
For  undirneth  it  there  might  well  have  be 

An  hundrid  perfons  at  ther  own  plefauncc 
Shadowid  fro  the  hete  Of  Phoebus  bright, 
So  that  they  (houldin  have  felt  no  grevaunce 
Neithir  for  rain,  ne  haile,that  them  hurt  might ; 
The  favour  eke  rejoice  would  any  wight 
That  hed  be  fick  or  melancholious, 
It  was  fo  very  gode  and  vertuous. 

And  with  grete  rev'rence  they  enclinid  low 
Unto  the  tre  fo  fote  and  fair  of  hew, 
And  aftir  that  within  a  litil  throw 
They  all  began  to  fing  and  daunce  of  new ; 
Some  fong  of  love,  fome  plaining  of  untrew, 
Environing  the  tre  that  ftode  upright, 
And  evir  yede  a  lady  and  a  knight. 

And  at  the  laft  I  caft  mine  eie  afide, 
And  was  ware  of  a  lufty  company 
That  came  roming  out  of  the  feide  wide, 
And  hond  in  hond  a  knight  and  a  lady, 
The  ladies  all  in  furcotes,  that  richly 
Purfilid  were  with  many  a  rich  ftone, 
And  every  knight  of  grene  ware  mantlis  on, 

Embroulid  wele,  fo  as  the  furcots  were, 
And  everich  had  a  chapelet  on  her  hed, 
[Which  did  right  wele  upon  the  fhining  here] 
Makid  of  g@dely  flwuris  white  and  red, 
The  knightis  eke  that  they  in  honde  led 
In  fute  of  them  ware  chaplets  everichone, 
And  before  them  went  minftrels  many  one, 

As  harpis,  pipis,  lutis,  and  fautry, 
Alle  in  grene,  and  on  ther  hedis  bare 
Of  diverfe  flouris  made  full  craftily, 
All  in  a  fute,  godely  chaplets  they  ware, 
And  fo  dauncing  into  the  mede  they  fare, 
In  mid  the  which  they  found  a  tuft  that  was 
All  ovirfprad  with  flouris  in  compas, 

Whereto  they  enclined  everichone 
With  grete  reverence,  and  that  full  humbly ; 
And  at  the  laft  there  tho  began  anon 
A  lady  for  to  fing  right  womanly 
A  bargaret  in  praifing  the  daifie, 
For  (as  methought)  among  her  notis  fwete 
She  faid  Si  douce  a/1  la  Margarete  ! 

Then  they  allj  anfwerid  her  in  fere 
So  pailingly  well  and  fo  plefauntly, 
That  it  was  a  moft  blisfull  noife  to  here  ; 
But  I  'not  how  it  happid,  fodainly 
As  about  none  the  fonn  fo  fervently 
Waxe  hote  that  the  pretty  tendir  floures 
Had  loft  the  beauty  of  their  frefh  collours. 


For  flironke  with  hete  the  ladies  eke  to  brent, 
That  they  ne  wift  where  they  them  might  beftow, 
The  knightis  fwelt,for  lack  of  fhade  nie  flient, 
And  aftir  that  within  a  litil  throw 
The  wind  began  fo  fturdily  to  blow 
That  down  goth  all  the  flowris  everichone, 
So  that  in  all  the  mede  there  laft  not  one, 

Save  fuch  as  fuccoured  were  among  the  levcj 
Fro  every  ftorme  that  mighte  them  aflaile, 
Growing  undir  the  heggis  and  thick  greves; 
And  aftir  that  there  came  a  ftorme  of  haiie 
And  rain  in  fere,  fo  that  withoutin  faile 
The  ladies  ne  the  knightis  n'ade  o'  thred 
Dry  on  them,  fo  drooping  wet  was  ther  wede. 
And  when  the  ftorme  was  clene  paflid  away 
Tho  in  the  white,  that  ftode  undir  the  tre, 
They  felt  nothing  of  all  the  grete  affray 
That  they  in  grene  without  had  inybe; 

o  them  they  yede  for  routh  and.for  pite, 
Them  to  comfort  aftir  their  grete  difefe, 
So  fain  they  were  the  helplefie  for  t©  efe. 

Than  I  was  ware  how  one  of  them  in  grene 
Had  on  a  coron  rich  and  well-fitting, 
Wherefore  I  demid  well  flic  was  a  quene, 
And  tho  in  grene  on  her  were  awaiting ; 
The  ladies  then  in  jwhite  that  were  coming 
Towardis  them ,  and  the  knightis  in  fere, 
Began  to  comfort  them  and  make  them  chere. 

The  quene  in  white,  that  was  of  grete  beauty, 
Toke  by  the  honde  the  quene  that  was  in  grene, 
And  feide,  Suftir,  I  have  grete  pity 
Of  your  annoy  and  of  your  troublous  tene 
Wherein  ye  and  your  compa«y  have  benc 
So  long,  alas  ;   and  if  that  it  you  plefe 
To  go  with  me  I  mail  do  you  the  efe 

In  al  the  plefure  that  I  'can  or  may ; 
Whereof  that  othir,  humbly  as  fhe  might, 
Thankid  her,  for  in  right  evil  array 
She  was  with  ftorme  and  hete  I  you  behight; 
And  every  lady  then  anon  right 
That  were  in  white  one  of  them  toke  in  grene 
By  the  hond,  which  when  the  knightis  had  fens 

In  like  manir  eche  of  them  toke  a  knight 
Clad  in  the  grene,  and  forth  with  them  they  far$ 
To  an  hegge,  where  that  they  anon  right 
To  makin  thefe  juftis  they  would  not  fpare 
Boughis  to  hew  down,  and  eke  trees  to  fquare, 
Wherewith  they  made  them  ftately  firis  grete 
To  dry  ther  clothis,  that  were  wringing  wete  : 

And  aftir  that  of  herbis  that  there  grew 
They  made  for  bliftirs  of  the  fonne  brenning 
Ointment  is  very  gode,  wholfome  and  new, 
Where  that  they  yede  the  fick  faft  anointing; 
And  aftir  that  they  yede  about  gadring 
Plefant  faladis,  which  they  made  them  etc 
For  to  refreftie  ther  grete  unkindely  hete. 
The  lady  of  the  Lefe  then  gan  to  pray 
Her  of  the  Flpure  [for  fo  to  my  feming 
They  fhould  be  callid  as  by  ther  array  | 
To  foupe  with  her,  and  eke  for  any  thing 
That  ftie  ihould  with  her  all  her  pepill  bringe, 
And  flie  ayen  in  right  godely  manere 
Thankith  her  faft  of  her  moft  frendly  chcret 
^  1  iiij 
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Saying  plainly  that  fhe  would  obay 
With  all  her  hert  all  her  commandernent ; 
And  then  anon  without  lengir  delay 
The  lady  of  the  Lefe  hath  one  yfeut 
To  bring  a  palfray  aftir  her  intent, 
Arrayidwele  in  fair  harneis  of  gold, 
For  nothing  lackid  that  to  him  long  fhold  : 

And  aftir  that  to  all  her  company 
She  made  to  purvey  horfe  and  every  thing 
That  they  nedid,  and  then  full  haflily 
Even  by  the  herbir  where  I  was  fitting 
They  paflid  all,  fo  merrily  finging 
That  it  would  have  comfortid  any  wight : 
But  then  I  fe  a  pafling  wondir  fight, 

For  then  the  nightingale,  that  ail  the  day 
Had  in  the  laurir  fete,  -and  did  her  might 
The  whole  fervice  to  fing  longing  to  May, 
All  fodainly  began  to  take  her  flight, 
And  to  the  lady  of  the  Lefe  forthright 
She  flew,  and  fet  her  on  her  hand  foftly, 
Which  was  a  thing  I  mervail'd  at  gretly. 

The  goldfinch  eke,  that  fro  the  medlar  tre 
Was  fled  for  hete  unto  the  bufhis  cold, 
Unto  the  lady  of  the  Flowre  gan  fie, 
And  on  her  hond  he  fet  him  as  he  wold, 
And  plefauntly  his  wingisgan  to  fold, 
And  for  to  fing  they  peine  them  both  as  fore 
As  they  had  do  of  all  the  day  before. 

And  fo  thefe  ladies  rode  forth  a  grete  pace, 
And  all  the  rout  of  knightis  eke  in  fere  ; 
And  I  that  had  fene  all  this  wondir  cafe 
Thought  that  I  would  affay  in  feme  manere 
To  know  fully  the  trouth  of  this  mattere, 
And  what  they  were  that  rode  fo  plefauntly  : 
And  when  they  were  the  herbir  pafTid  by 

I  dreft  me  forth,  and  happid  mete  anon 
A  right  fair  lady,  I  do  you  enfure, 
And  fhe  came  riding  by  her  lelf  alone, 
Al!e  in  white,  with  femblaunce  full  demur,e  ; 
I  her  falued,  had  her  gode  avinture 
Mote  her  befall,  as  I  coud  mofl  humbly, 
And  fhe  anfwered,  My  doughtir,  gramercy  ! 

Madame,  quoth  J,  if  tha.t  I  durft  enquere 
Of  you,  I  wold  fain  of  that  company 
Wit  what  they  be  that  paffcd  by  this  harbere. 
And  fhe  ayen  anfwerid  right  frendly, 
My  doughtir,  all  tho  that  paflid  hereby 
In  white  clothing  be  fervants  everichone 
Unto  the  Lefe,  and  I  my  felf  am  one. 

Se  ye  not  her  that  crownid  is  (quod  fhe) 
Alie.in  white?  Madame,  then  quod  I, Yes. 
That  is  Dian,  goddefs  of  Chaftity, 
And  for  bicaufe  that  fhe  a  maidin  is. 
Into  her  hond  the  branch  fhe  berith  this 
That  agnus  caflus  men  call  propirly  ; 
And  all  the  ladies  in  her  company 

Which  ye  fe  of  that  herbi  chaplets  were 
Be  fuch  as  han  alwey  kept  maidinhede, 
And  ail  they  that  of  laurir  chaplets  here 
Be  fuch  as  hardy  were  in  manly  dede, 
Vi&oi  ious,  name  which  nevir  may  be  dede 
And  all  they  were  fo  worthy  of  their  honde 
In  their  time  that  no  one  might  them  withftonde ; 
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And  tho  that  were  chapelets  on  ther  hedc 
Of  frelh  wodebind  be  luch  as  nevir  were* 
To  Love  untrue  in  wo^rd,  in  thought,  ne 
But  ay  ftedfaft,  ne  for  plefance  ne  fere, 
Tho  that  they  fhulde  ther  hcrtis  all  to  terC| 
Woud  never  flit,  but  evir  were  ftedfaft 
Till  that  ther  livis  there  affundir  braft. 

Now,  fair  Madam  !  quod  1,  yet  woud  I  pray 
Your  ladifhip  [if  that  it  mightin  be] 
That  I  might  knowe  by  fome  manir  of  wey, 
Sithin  that  it  hath  likid  your  beaute 
The  trouth  of  thefe  ladies  for  to  tell  me, 
What  that  thefe  knightis  be  in  rich  armour, 
And  what  tho  be  in  grene  and  were  the  Flour, 

And  why  that  fome  did  rev'rence  to  the  tre, 
And  fome  unto  the  plot^f  flouris  fair  ? 
With  right  gode  wil,  my  doughtir  fair  !  quod  (he, 
Sith  your  defire  is  gode  and  debonaire  : 
Tho  nine  crounid  be  v^ry  exemplaire 
Of  all  honour  longing  to  chivalry, 
And  thofe  certain  be  clept  The  Nine  Worthy 

Which  that  ye  may  fe  tiding  all  before, 
That  in  tlier  time  did  many*  a  noble  dede, 
And  for  ther  worthinelsfull  oft  have  bore 
The  crown  of  laurir  levis  on  ther  hede, 
As  ye  may  in  your  olde  bokis  rede, 
And  how  that  he  that  was  a  conqueror 
Had  by  laurir  alwey  his  moft  honour  : 

And  tho  that  barin  bowes  in  ther  hond 
Of  the  precious  laurir  fo  notable 
Be  fuch  as  were  [I  woll  ye  undirftond] 
Moft  noble  Knightis  of  The  Round  Table, 
And  eke  the  Doufeperis  honourable, 
Which  they  bere  in  the  fign  of  vidory, 
As  witnefs  of  ther  dedis  mightily  : 

Eke  ther  be  Knightis  old  of  the  Gartir, 
That  in  ther  timis  did  right  worthily, 
And  the  honour  they  did  to  the  laurir 
Is  for  by  it  they  have  ther  laud  wholly, 
Ther  triumph  eke  and  martial  glory, 
Which  unto  them  is  more  perfite  riches 
Than  any  wight  imagin  can  or  geffe  ; 

For  one  Lefe  givin  of  that  noble  tre 
To  any  wight  that  hath  done  worthily 
[An  it  be  done  fo  as  it  ought  to  be] 
Is  more  honour  than  any  thing  erthly, 
Witnefs  of  Rome,  that  foundir  was  truly 
Of  all  knighthode  and  dedis  marvelous, 
Record  I  take  of  Titus  Livius. 

And  as  for  her  that  crounid  is  in  grene, 
It  is  Flora,  of  thefe  flouris  goddefle, 
And  all  that  here  on  her  awaiting  bene 
It  are  fuch  folk  that  lovid  idienefle, 
And  not  delite  in  no  kind  befinefle 
But  for  to  hunt,  and  hawke,  and  pley  in  medes, 
And  many  othir  fuch  like  idle  dedes. 

And  for  the  grete  delite  and  the  plefauncc 
They  have  to  the  Flour,  and  fo  reverently 
They  unto  it  doin  fuch  obeifaunce, 
As  ye  may  fe.  Now,  fair  Madame  !  quod  I, 
[If  I  durft  afk]  what  is  the  caufe  and  why 
That  knightis  have  the  enfigne  of  honour 
Rathir  by  the  Lefe  than  by  the  Flour  ? 
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Sothly,  doughtir,  quod  fhe,  this  is  the  trouth, 
For  knightes  evir  fhould  be  perievering 
To  feke  honour  without  feintife  or  flouth, 
Fro  wele  to  bettir  in  all  manir  thing, 
Jn  fign  of  which  with  levis  ay  lading 
They  be  rewardid  aftir  ther  degre, 
Whofe  lufty  grene  may  not  appairid  be, 

But  ay  keping  ther  beauty  frefh  and  grene, 
For  ther  n'is  no  ftorme  that  may  them  deface, 
Ne  hail  nor  fnowe,  ne  wind  nor  froftis  kene, 
Wherfore  they  have  this  propirty  and  grace  ; 
And  for  the  Flour  within  a  litil  fpace 
Wollin  be  loft,  fo  fimple  of  nature 
They  be  that  they  DO  grevaunce  may  endure  : 

And  every  ftorme  woll  blowe  them  fone  away, 
Ne  they  lafte  not  but  for  a  fefon, 
That  is  the  caufe  [the  very  trouth  to  fay] 
That  they  may  not  by  no  way  of  refon 
Be  put  to  no  fuch  occupacion. 
Madame,  quod  I,  with  all  mine  whole  fervifc 
I  thank  you  now  in  my  moil  humble  wife ; 

For  now  I  am  afcertain'd  thoroughly 
Of  every  thing  I  defirid  to  knowe. 
I  am  right  glad  that  I  have  faid,  fothly, 

to  your  plefure,  (if  ye  will  me  trow.) 


Quod  {he  ayen.  But  to  whom  do  ye  owe 
"Your  fervice,  and  which  wollin  ye  honour 
[Pray  tell  me]  this  year, the  JLefe  or  the  Flour  ? 

Madam,  quod  I,  although  I  left  worthy, 
Unto  the  Lefe  I  ow  mine  obfervaunce. 
That  is,  quod  fhe,  right  well  done  certainly, 
And  I  pray  God  to  honour  you  advaunce, 
And  kepe  you  fro  the  wickid  remembraunce 
Of  Malebouch  and  all  his  cruiltie, 
And  all  that  gode  and  well-condition'd  be  ; 

For  here  I  may  no  lengir  now  abide, 
But  I  muft  follow  the  grete  company 
That  ye  may  fe  yondir  before  you  ride  ; 
And  forthwith  as  I  couth  moft  humily 
I  toke  my  le*e  of  her,  and  fhe  gan  hie 
Aftir  them  as  faft  as  evir  fhe  might, 
And  I  drow  homeward,  for  it  was  nigh  night, 

And  put  all  that  1  had  fene  in  writing, 
Undir  fupport  of  them  that  luft  it  rede. 
€)  little  boke  !  thou  art  fo  unconning, 
How  darft  thou  put  thy  felf  in  prees  for  drede  ? 
ft  is  wondir  that  thou  wexift  not  rede, 
Sith  that  thou  woft  full  lite  who  fhall  behold 
Thy  rude  Jangage  full  boyftoufly  unfold, 
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WITH  timerous  herteand  tremblinghandof  drede, 

Of  cunning  nakid,  bare  of  eloquence, 

Unto  the  flour  of  port  in  womanhede 

I  write,  as  he  that  none  intelligence 

Of  metris  hath  ne  flouris  of  fentence, 

Saufe  that  me  lift  my  writing  to  convey 

In  that  I  can  to  plefe  her  high  nobley. 

The  blofomes  fr efh  of  Tulius  gardein  fote 
Prefent  thei  not,  my  mattir  for  to  borne, 
Poemes  of  Virgile  takin  here  no  rote, 
Ne  crafte  of  Galfride  may  not  here  fojourne  ; 
Why  n'am  I  cunning  ?  'o  well  maie  I  mornc 
For  lacke  of  fcience,  that  I  can  nat  write 
Unto  the  princes  of  my  lyfe  aright ! 

No  termes  are  digne  unto  her  excellence, 
So  is,  fhe  fpronge  of  noble  ftripe  and  high ; 
A  world  of  honour  and  of  reverence 
There  is  in  her,  this  will  I  teftifie  : 
Caliope,  thou  fiftir  wife  and  fly, 
And  thou  Minerva !  guide  me  with  thy  grace, 
That  langage  rude  my  mattir  not  deface. 

Thy  fugir  dropis  fwete  of  Helicon 
Diftil  in  me,  thou  gentle  Mufe !  I  praye, 
And  the  Melpomene  I  cal  anone 
Of  ignoraunce  ihe  mifte  to  chace  awaye, 
And  geve  me  grace  fo  for  to  write  and  fale 
That  Ihe  my  lady  of  her  worthinefle 
Accept  in  gre  this  litil  fhort  tretefle, 

That  is  entitled  thus,  The  Courts  of  Love  ; 
And  ye  that  ben  metriciens  me  excufe, 
I  you  befeche,  for  Venus  fake  above, 
For  what  I  mene  in  this  ye  nede  not  mufe; 
And  if  fo  be  my  lady  it  refufe 
For  lake  of  ornate  fpeche,  I  wolde  be  wo 
That  I  prefume  to  her  to  writin  fo. 


*  This  book  is  an  imitation  of  The  Romaunt  of  the 
Rofe,  (hewing  that  all  arc  fubjett  to  love,  what  impecti , 
ments  foever  to  the  contrary,  containing  alfo  thofe  20 
rtamtes  that  are  to  be  ebfcrved  in  The  Ccur:  of  Love. 
Vrry. 


But  rny  entente  and  all  my  bnfy  cure 
Is  for  to  write  this  tretefle  as  I  can, 
Unto  my  lady  ftable,  true,  and  fure, 
Faithful  and  kind,  fith  firfte  that  fhe  bega» 
Me  to  accept  in  fervice  as  her  man ; 
To  her  be  al  the  plefure  of  this  boke, 
That  when  her  like  Ihe  may  it  rede  and  lokc. 

When  I  was  yong,  at  xviii  yere  of  age,. 
Lufty  and  light,  defirous  of  plefaunce, 
Approching  on  full  fade  and  ripe  corage, 
Love  artid  me  to  do  my  obfervaunce 
To  his  eftate,  and  done  him  obeifaunce, 
Commaundinge  me  The  Court  of  we  to  fe, 
A  lite  befide  the  Mounte  of  Cithere  ; 

There  Citherea  goddefle  was  and  quene^ 
Honourid  highly  for  her  majefte, 
And  eke  her  fonne,  the  mighty  god  I  wene, 
Cupid  the  blind,  that  for  his  dignite 
A  M.  lovirs  worfhipp  on  ther  kne  ; 
There  was  I  bid  in  paine  of.  deth  to  pere 
By  Mercury  the  wingid  mefiingejre  : 

So  than  I  went  by  ftrange  and  ferre  countrees, 
Enquiringe  aye  what  coafte  had  to  it  drewe 
The  Court  of  Love,  and  thidirward  as  bees 
At  laft  I  fe  the  peple  gan  purfue ; 
Anon  me  thought  fome  wight  was  ther  that  kne 
Where  that  the  Court  was  holdin  ferre  or  nie. 
And  aftir  than  ful  fafte  I  ganne  me  hie. 

Anon  as  I  them  ovirtoke  I  faid, 
Heile,  frendis  !  whethir  purpofe  ye  to  wend  ? 
For  foth,  (quod  one)  that  anfwered  lyche  a  maic 
To  Lo-ots  Coiirte  now  go  we,  gentil  frend  ! 
Where  is  that  place,  (qnod  I)  my  felowe  hend? 
At  Citheron,  Sir,  faide  he,  without  doute, 
The  kinge  of  Love,  and  al  his  noble  route, 

Dwelling  within  a  caftil  rially. 
So  than  apace  I  joumid  forth  amonge  ; 
And  as  he  faide  fo  fond  I  there  truly, 
For  I  behejdc.  the  touris  high 
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£nd  high  pinaclis  large  of  hight  and  longe, 

"With  plate  of  gold  befpred  on  every  fide, 

And  precious  ftones,  the  ftone  werke  for  to  hide. 

No  faphire  of  Inde,  no  rubie  riche  of  price, 
There  lackid  then,  nor  emeraude  fo  grene, 
Balis  Turkis,  ne  thing  to  my  devife 
That  may  the  caftil  makin  for  to  fhene, 
All  was  as  bright  as  fterres  in  wintir  bene, 
And  Phoebus  fhone  to  make  his  pece  ageine 
For  trefpas  done  to  high  eftatis  tweine  : 

Venus  and  Mars,  the  god  and  goddeffe  clere, 
When  he  them  founde  in  armis  cheinid  fafte, 
Venus  was  than  ful  fad  of  herte  and  chere, 
But  Phoebus  bemis,  ftreight  as  is  the  mafte, 
Upon  the  caftil  ginnith  he  to  caft 
To  plefe  the  lady,  princes  of  that  place, 
I  In  figne  he  lokith  aftir  Lov'is  grace  : 

For  ther  n'is  god  in  heven  or  hel  iwys 
But  he  hath  ben  right  foget  unto  Love, 
Jove,  Pluto,  or  what  fo  ever  he  is, 
Ne  creature  in  erth  or  yet  above, 
Of  this  the  revers  may  no  wight  approve; 
But  furthermore  the  caftill  to  defcrie 
Yet  fawe  I  nevir  none  fo  large  and  hie, 

For  unto  heven  it  ftretchith  Tfuppofe, 
Within  and  out  depeintid  wondirly, 
With  many'  a  thoufand  daify  rede  as  rofe, 
And  white  alfo,  this  fawe  I  verily, 
But  what  tho  deifis  might  do  fignifie 
Can  I  not  tel,  faufe  that  the  quen'is  floure 
Alcefte  it  was,  that  kept  ther  her  fojoure 

Which  undir  Venus  lady  was  and  quene, 
And  Admete  kyng  and  foverain  of  that  place, 
To  whom  obeied  the  ladies  gode  xix, 
With  many'  a  thoufand  othir  bright  of  face, 
And  young  men  fele  came  forth  with  lufti  pace, 
And  agid  eke,  ther  homage  to  difpofe, 
But  what  they  were  I  could  not  well  difclofe. 

Yet  nere  and  nere  forth  in  I  gan  me  drefle 
Into  an  halle  of  noble  apparaile, 
With  arras  fpred  and  cloth  of  gold  I  gefle, 
And  othir  filke  of  efyir  availe ; 
Undir  the  cloth  of  ther  eftate,  fauns  faile, 
The  king  and  quene  there  fat,  as  I  beheld  ; 
It  paflid  joye  of  Helife  the  feld. 

There  faintis  have  ther  cominge  and  reforte 
To  feen  the  kinge  fo  rially  befene 
In  purple  clad,  and  eke  the  quene  in  forte, 
And  on  ther  hsddis  fawe  I  crounis  tweine 
With  ftonis  fret,  fo  that  it  was  no  paine 
Withoutin  mete  and  drinke  to  ftand  and  fe 
The  king'is  honor  and  the  rialte. 

And  for  to  trete  of  ftatis  with  the  king, 
That  ben  of  counfell  chefe,  and  with  the  quene  ; 
The  king  had  Daungir  nere  to  him  {landing, 
The  quene  of  Love  Difdain,  and  that  was  fene, 
For  by  the  faith  1  fhal  to  God  I  wene 
Was  nevir  ftraungir  none  in  her  degre 
Than  was  the  quene  in  caftinge  of  her  eye. 

And  as  I  ftode  pcrceving  her  aparte, 
And  eke  the  bemis  {hininge  of  her  eyen, 
Me  thought  they  werein  fhapin  lyche  a  darte, 
Sharpe  and  perlinge,  fmale  and  ftreight  as  a  line, 
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And  al  her  here  it  fhone  as  golde  fo  fine, 
Disfhivil,  crifpe,  doune  hanging  at  her  backe 
A  yard  in  length,  and  fouthely  than  I  fpake : 
O  bright  Regina  !  who  made  the  fo  faire  ? 
Who  made  thy  colour  vermelet  and  white  ? 
Wher  wonneth  the  god,  how  far  above  the  eyre  ? 
Grete  was  his  crafte,  and  grete  was  his  delite; 
Now  marvil  I  nothing  that  ye  do  hight 
The  quene  of  Love,  and  occupie  the  place 
Of  Cithare  :  now,  fwete  lady  !  thy  grace. 
In  mewit  fpake  I,  fo  that  nought  afterte 
By  no  condicion  word  that  might  be  hard, 
But  in  my  inward  thought '  gan  adverte, 
And  oft  1  fatd  My  wit  is  dul  and  hard, 
For  with  her  bcautie  thus  God  wot  I  ferde 
As  doeth  the  man  yravifhid  with  fight, 
When  I  beheld  her  criftal  eyen  fo  bright, 

No  refpedle  havyng  what  was  befte  to  done. 
Till  right  anone  beholding  here  and  there 
I  fpied  a  frend  of  myne,  and  that  ful  fone, 
A  gentil  woman,  was  the  chambirere 
Unto  the  quene,  that  hote  as  ye  fhali  here, 
Philobone,  that  lovid  al  her  life ; 
Whan  fhe  me  fey  fhe  led  me  forth  as  Wife,  1 

And  me  demaundid  how  and  in  what  wife 
I  thithir  come,  and  what  my  erand  was  ? 
To  fene  the  Courte  (quod  1)  and  althe  guife, 
And  eke  to  fue  for  pardon  and  for  grace, 
And  mercy  alke  for  al  my  grete  rrefpafle; 
That  I  none  erfte  come  to  The  Court  of  Love 
Foryeve  me  this,  ye  goddis  al  above. 

That  is  well  faid  (quod  Philobone')  in  dede; 
But  were  ye  not  affomoned  to  appere 
By  Mercurius,  for  that  is  al  my  drede? 
Yes,  gentill  feire!  (quod  I)  now  am  1  here. 
Ye,  yet  what  tho  though  that  be  true,  my  dere  ? 
Of  your  fre  wil  ye  fhuld  have  come  unfente, 
For  ye  did  not  I  deme  ye  will  be  Ihente  : 

For  ye  that  reigne  in  youth  and  luftines, 
Pampired  with  efe,  and  jalous  in  your  age, 
Your  dutie  is,  as  far  as  I  can  geffe, 
To  Lov'is  Courte  to  dreffin  your  viage 
Affune  as  Nature  makitb  yov  fo  fage 
'That  ye  may  know  a  -woman  from  afivan. 
Or  ivhan  yourfote  is  gro-win  halfe  a  fpan. 

But  fithe  that  ye  by  wilful  negligence 
This  xviii  yere  hath  kept  your  felfe  at  large 
The  gretir  is  your  trefpas  and  offence, 
And  in  your  neck  you  mote  bere  all  the  charge; 
For  bettir  were  ye  ben  withoutin  barge 
Amidde  the  fe  in  tempeft  and  in  rayne 
Then  bidin  here  receving  wo  and  pain 

That  ordeined  is  for  foche  as  them  abfente 
Fro  Lov'is  Courtf  by  yerrs  long  and  fele ; 
I  ley  my  life  ye  fhal  ful  fone  repente, 
For  Love  wil  reive  youre  coloure,  luft,  and  hele, 
Eke  ye  muft  baite  on  many'  an  hevy  mele  : 
No  force  iwis,  I  ftired  you  longe  agon 
To  drawe  to  Courte,  quod  litil  Philobon ; 

Ye  (hal  wel  fe  how  rough  and  angry  face 

The  king  of  Love  will  fhewe  when  ye  him  fe  ; 

By  myn  advife  knele  down  and  afke  him  grace, 

Eichewing  peril  and  advorfite, 

ft 
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For  wel  I  wot  it  wolle  none  otlnr  be  : 
Comforte  is  none  ne  council  to  your  efe, 
Why  wil  ye  then  the  king  of  Love  difplefe  ? 

O  mercie,  God  '.   (quod  iche)  I  me  repent, 
Caitife  and  wretche,  in  hert.  in  wil,  and  thought, 
And  aftir  this  fhal  be  mine  whole  entent 
To  ferve  and  plefe,  how  dere  that  love  be  bought ;  j 
Yet  f:th  I  have  mine  owne  penaunce  ifought 
Wirh  humble  fpirite  fhal  I  it  receve, 
Though  that  the  king  of  Love  my  life  bereve  ; 

And  though  that  fervent  Lov'is  qualitc 
In  me  did  nevir  worche  truly,  yet  I 
With  al  obeifaunce  and  humilite, 
And  benigne  herte,  fhal  ferve  him  til  I  die  ; 
And  he  that  lord  of  might  is  grete  and  hie 
Right  as  him  lift  me  chaftice  and  corre&e, 
And  punifhe  me,  with  trefpace  thus  enfecte. 

Thefe  wordis  faid,  Ihe  caught  me  by  the  lap, 
And  led  me  furth  in  til  a  temple  round, 
Bothe  large  and  wide,  and  as  my  bleflid  hap 
And  gode  avinture  was  right  fone  I  foundc 
A  tabernacle  reifid  from  the  grou.ide 
Where  Venus  fat  and  Cupid  by  her  fide, 
Yet  half  for  drede  I  can  my  vifage  hidej 

And  eft  againe  I  lokid  and  behelde, 
Seing  ful  fundry  peple  in  the  place 
And  miftir  folke,  and  fome  that  might  not  welde 
Ther  limmis  wele  me  thought  a  woundir  cafe, 
The  temple  fhone  with  windowes  al  of  glafie 
Bright  as  the  day,  with  manie'  a  faire  ymage, 
And  there  I  fe  the  frelhe  Quene  of  Carthage, 

Dido,  that  brent  her  beaute  for  the  love 
Of  fals  JEneas,  and  the  weimenting 
Of  her  Anelida,  true  as  turtil  dove 
To  Arcite  fals ;  and  there  was  in  peinting 
Of  many*  a  prince  and  many'  a  doughty  king 
Whofe  martirdom  was  {hewed  about  the  walles, 
And  how  that  fele  for  love  had  fuffrid  falles. 

But  fore  I  was  abafhid  and  aftonied 
Of  al  tho  folke  that  there  were  in  that  tide, 
And  than  I  afkid  where  they  haddin  woned  ? 
In  divers  couitis,  (quod  fhe)  here  befide  : 
In  fondrie  clothing  mantilwi{e  full  wide 
They  were  arraied,  and  did  ther  factifice 
Unto  the  god  and  goddeffe  in  ther  guife. 

Lo,  yondir  folke  (quod  file)  that  knele  in  blewe, 
They  were  the  colour  ay  and  evir  fhal, 
In  figne  they  were  and  evir  wil  be  true, 
Withoutin  chaunge,  and  fouthely  yondir  all 
That  ben  in  blak,  with  mourning  crie  and  call 
Unto  the  goddes,  for  ther  lovis  bene 
Some  fer-re,  fom  dede,fom  al  to  fherpe  and  kene. 

Yea,  than,  (quod  I)  what  done  thefe  prcftis  here, 
Nonnis,  and  herniites,  freris,  and  all  tho 
That  fit  in  white,  in  ruffet,  and  in  grene  ? 
Forfoth'e  (quod  fne)  they  wailin  of  ther  wo. 
O  mercie,  Lord !  may  they  fo  come  and  go 
Frely  to  Court,  and  have  ibche  libertie  ? 
Yea,  men  of  eche  condicion  and  degre. 

And  women  eke,  for  truly  there  is  none 
Exception  hiade,  ne  nevir  was  ne  may  j 
This  Courte  is  ope  and  fre  for  everichone; 
The  king  of  Love  he  wil  not  fay  them  nay ; 


He  takith  al  in  pore  or  riche  array 
That  mekely  fcwe  unto  his  excellence 
With  al  ther  herte  and  al  ther  reverence. 

And  walking  thus  uboute  with  Philobone 
I  fe  vhere  come  a  meffengere  in  hie  [anode 

Streight  from  the  king,  vvhiche  let  commaunde 
Throughout  the  Courte  to  make  an  ho  and  crie, 
All  new  come  folke  abide  ;  and  wote  ye  why  ? 
The  king'is  luft  is  for  to  feen  you  fone  : 
Come  nere  ;  let  fe  ;  his  wil  mote  nedc  be  done. 

Than  gan  I  me  prefent  tofore  the  king 
Trembling  for  fere,  wirh  vifage  pale  of  hewe, 
And  many'  a  lovir  with  me  was  kneling, 
Abalhed  fore,  til  unto  the  time  they  knewe 
The  fentence  yeve  of  his  entent  full  trew  ; 
And  at  the  laft  the  king  hath  me  behold 
With  fterne  vifage,  and  feid,  What  doth  this  olde, 

'I  hus  ferre  yftope  in  yeris,  com  fo  late 
Unto  the  Courte  ?  For  fothe,  my  liege,  (quod  I) 
An  hundrid  tyme  I  have  ben  at  the  gate 
Afore  this  tyme,  yet  coude  I  ner  efpie 
Of  myne  acqueintaunce  eny  in  mine  eye, 
And  Sbamefajlnes  away  me  ganne  to  chace, 
But  now  I  me  fubmitte  unto  your  grace. 

Wel,  al  is  pardoned,  with  condicion 
That  thou  be  trew  from  hensforth  to  thy  might, 
And  fervin  Love  in  thine  entencion  ; 
Swere  this,  and  than  as  ferre  as  it  is  right 
Thou  fhalte  have  grace  here  in  my  quen'is  fight. 
Yes,  by  the  faith  I  owe  your  crown  I  fwere, 
Though  Deth  therfore  me  thirlith  with  his  Ipere, 

And  whan  the  kinge  hadfene  us  everychone 
He  let  commaunde  an  officir  in  hie 
To  take  our  faith,  and  {hew  us  one  by  one 
The  ftatutesof  the  Courte  full  befily  : 
Anon  the  boke  was  leide  before  ther  eye, 
To  rede  and  fe  what  thing  we  muft  obferve 
In  Lov'is  Courte  till  that  we  dye  and  iterve. 

And  for  that  I  was  lettrid  there  I  red 

The  ftatutes  whole  of  Lov'is  Courttznd  hall. 

The  firfte  flatute  that  on  the  boke  was  fpred 

Was  to  be  true  in  thought  and  dedis  al 

Unto  the  king  of  Love,  the  lorde  ryall, 

And  to  the  quene  as  faithful  and  as  kinde 

A«  I  coude  thinke  with  herte,  and  will,  and  minde. 

The  feconde  ftatute  fecretly  to  kepe 
Council  of  Love,  not  blowing  every  where 
Al  that  I  knowe,  and  let  it  finke  and  fiete  j 
It  may  not  fowne  in  every  wight'is  ere, 
Exiling  fiaundir  ay  for  dred  and  fere, 
And  to  my  lady  whiche  I  love  and  ferve 
Be  true  and  kinde,  her  grace  for  to  deferve. 

The  thirde  ftatute  was  clerely  writ  alfo, 
Withoutin  chaunge  to  live  and  die  the  fame, 
None  othir  love  to  take  for  wele  ne  wo, 
For  blinde  delite,  for  erneft  nor  for  game, 
Without  repent,  for  laughing  or  for  grame, 
To  bidin  flil  in  ful  perfeveraunce ; 
Al  this  was  whole  the  king'is  ordinaunce. 

The  fourth  ftatute  to  purchace  er  to  hy« 
And  ftirin  folke  to  love,  and  betin  fire 
On  Venus  auter  here  aboute  and  there, 
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nd  prcche  to  them  of  Love  and  hote  dcfire, 

.nd  tel  how  Love  \vil  quitin  wel  ther  hire  ; 

his  muft  be  kept ;  and  loth  me  to  difplefc 

Love  be  wroth  pafie,  for  therby  is  efc. 

The  V.  ftatute  not  to  be  daungirous 

that  a  thought  would  reve  me  of  my  flepe, 

'or  of  a  fight  to  be  ovir  fquemous, 

fo  verely  this  ftatute  was  to  kepe, 
i  |*o  turne  and  wallowe  in  my  bed  and  wepe 
Vhen  that  my  lady  of  her  cruiltie 
i  jVould  from  her  herte  exilm  al  pite. 
1 1  The  VI  ftatute  it  was  for  me  to  ufe 
:  Uone  to  wandir  voide  of  company, 
ind  on  rny  lad'is  beautie  for  to  mufe, 
Lnd  to  thinkin  no  force  to  live  or  die, 
\sid  eft  again  to  thinlce  tire  remedy 
kow  to  her  grace  I  might  anon  attain, 
knd  tel  my  wo  unto  my  foveraine. 
'    The  VII.  ftatute  was  to  be  pacient 
|Krhethir  my  lady  joyful  were  or  wroth, 
{For  wordis  glad  or  hevy  diligent, 
[KThedir  that  me  me  heldin  lefe  or  loth, 
iftjid  hereupon  I  put  was  to  mine  othe 
fier  for  to  ferve  and  lowely  to  obey, 
I  j\nd  fhewe  my  chere  ye  xx  fith  aday. 
I   The  VIII.  ftatute,  to  my  rememberaunce, 
I  Was  for  to  fpeke  and  pray  my  lady  dere 
(With  hourely  labour  and  gret  entendaunce 
Me  for  to  love  with  al  her  herte  entere, 
&nd  me  defire  and  make  me  joyful  chere, 
Right  as  fhe  is  furmouning  every  faire, 
Df  beautie  wel,  and  gentil,  debonaire. 
i    The  IX.  ftatute,  with  lettris  writ  of  golde, 
This  was  the  fentence,  how  that  I  and  al 
phulde  evir  dred  to  be  to  ovirbolde         , 
Her  to  difplefe,  and  truly  fo  I  flial, 
^ut  ben  content  for  al  thing  that  may  fal, 
jAnd  mekely  take  her  chaftifement  and  yerde, 
And  to  offende  her  evir  ben  aferde 
I    The  X.  ftatute  was  egally  to*  difcerne 
Betwene  the  lady'  and  thine  abilite, 
And  thinke  thy  felfe  arte  nevir  like  to  yernc 
By  right  her  mercy  nor  of  equite, 
But  of  her  grace  and  womanly  pite, 
For  though  thy  felfe  be  noble  in  thy  ftrene 
A  thoufande  folde  more  nobil  is  thy  quene. 

Thy  liv'is  lady  and  thy  foveraine, 
That  hath  thin  herte  all  whole  in  govirnaunce, 
Thou  maieft  no  wife  it  takin  to  difdaine 
To  put  the  humble  at  her  ordinaunce, 
And  give  her  fre  the  reine  of  her  plefaunce, 
For  Libirtie  is  thing  that  ivomen  loke, 
And  truely  els  the  mattir  is  acroke. 

The  XI.  ftatute  thy  fignis  for  to  knowe 
With  eye  and  fingir,  and  with  fmilis  fofte, 
And  lowe  to  couche,  and  alwaie  for  to  ihowe 
For  drede  of  fpyis  for  to  winkin  ofte, 
But  fecretly  to  bryng  a  figh  alofte, 
And  eke  beware  of  ovir  moche  reforte, 
For  that  par  a*  venture  fpillith  all  thy  fport. 

The  XII.  ftatute  remembir  to  obfeive, 
For  all  the  paine  thou  haft  for  love  and  wo 
All  is  to  lite  her  mcrcie  to  defetve  ; 


Thou  muften  then  thinke  wher  er  thou  ride  or  go, 
And  mortall  woundis  fuffre  thou  alfo, 
All  for  her  fake,  and  thinke  it  well  befettc 
Upon  thy  love,  for  it  maie  not  be  bette. 

The  XIII.  ftatute  whilome  is  to  thinke 
What  thing  maie  beft  thy  ladie  like  and  plefe, 
And  in  thine  hert'is  botome  let  it  finkej 
Some  thing  devife,  and  take  for  it  thine  efe, 
And  fende  it  her,  that  maie  her  herre  appefc, 
Some  herte  or  ryng,  or  lettir  or  devife 
Or  precious  ftone  ;  but  fpare  not  for  no  price. 

The  XIV.  ftatute  eke  thou  fhalt  aflaie 
Firmely  to  kepe  the  mofte  parte  of  thy  life  ; 
Wifhc  that  thy  ladie  in  thine  armis  laie, 
And  nightly  dreme  thou  haft  thy  nighte's  herte's 
Swetly  in  armis,  ftrainyng  her  as  blife,         [wife. 
And  when  thou  feeft  it  is  but  fantafie 
Se  that  thou  ling  not  ovir  merily  ; 

For  To  mocbejoye  bath  ofte  a  ivofull  endt ; 
It  longith  eke,  this  ftatute  for  to  holde, 
To  deme  thy  ladie  evirmore  thy  frende,. 
And  thinke  thy  felf  in  no  wife  a  cocolde ; 
In  every  thyng  ihe  doeth  but  as  fhe  mould  : 
Conftrue  the  beft,  beleve  no  talis  ncwe, 
For  Many*  a  lye  it  tolde  that  finietb  full  true  ; 

But  thinke  that  (he,fo  bounteous  and  faire, 
Coud  not  be  falfe ;  imagine  this  algate ; 
And  think  that  tonges  wickid  would  her  appaire, 
Slanderyng  her  name  and  worlhipfull  eftatc, 
And  lov-rs  true  to  fettin  at  debate; 
And  though  thou  feeft  a  faute  right  at  thine  eye 
Excufe  it  biive,  and  glofe  it  pretilie. 

The  XV.  ftatute  ufe  to  fwere  and  ftare, 
And  counterfeite  a  lefyng  hardily 
To  fave  thy  hdie's  honour  every  wharc, 
And  put  thy  felf  to  fightin  boldily ; 
Saie  Ihe  is  gode,  vertuous,  and  ghoftly, 
Clere  of  entent,  and  herte,  and  thought,  and  will? 
And  argue  not  for  refon  ne  for  {kill 

Againe  thy  ladie's  plefure  ne  entent, 
For  Love  will  not  be  counterpleted  in  dede  ; 
Saie  as  fhe  faieth,  then  fhalt  thou  not  be  fhent, 
The  cra-wt  is  tabite.  Ye,  truly  fo  I  rede. 
And  aye  what  thing  that  fhe  the  will  forbedtf 
Efchue  al  that,  and  give  her  foverainte  ; 
Her  appetite  folowe  in  all  degre. 

The  XVI.  ftatute  kepe  it  if  thou  maie, 
Seven  fith  at  night,  thy  ladie  for  to  plefe, 
And  feven  at  midnight,  fe'ven  at  morow  dale, 
And  drinke  a  caudill  erely  for  thine  efe  : 
Doe  this,  and  kepe  thine  hedde  from  all  difefe, 
And  winne  the  gariande  here  of  lovirs  all 
That  evir  came  in  Court  or  evir  fhall. 

Full  fewe  think  I  this  ftatute  hold  and  kepe, 
But  truely  this  my  refon  giveth  me  fele 
That  fome  lovirs  mould  rather  fall  aflepe 
Then  take  on  hand  to  plefe  fo  oft  and  wele: 
There  laie  none  othe  to  this  ftatute  adele, 
But  kepe  who  might  as  gave  him  his  corage  1' 
Now  get  this  gariande  luftie  folke  of  age, 

Now  win  who  maie  ye  luftie  folke  of  youth, 
This  gariande  frefh,  of  flouris  red  and  white, 
Purple  andbkwe,  and  colours  fell  uncouth, 
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And  I  (Hall  crounc  him  kyng  of  all  delite. 
In  all  the  Courte  there  was-  not  to  my  fight 
A  lovir  true  that  he  ne  was  adrede 
When  he  expreffe  hath  herd  the  ftatute  rede. 

The  XVII.  ftatute,  when  age  approcheth  on, 
And  luft  is  laied,  and  all  the  fire  is  queint, 
As  frefhly  then  thou  (halt  begin  to  fonne 
And  dote  in  love,  and  all  her  image  paint 
In  thy  femembraunce  till  thou  gin  to  faint, 
As  in  the  firft  fefon  thyne  herte  began, 
And  her  defire,  though  thou  ne  maie  ne  can 

Performe  thy  livyng  a6luell  and"  luft. 
Regiftir  this  in  thyne  rememberaunce 
Eke,  when  thou  maift  not  kepe  thy  thing  from  ruft 
Yet  fpeke  and  talke  of  plefaunt  daliaunce, 
For  that  fhall  make  thyne  hert  rejoyce  and  daunce; 
And  when  thou  maieft  no  more  the  game  aflaie 
The  ftatute  bidde  the  praie  for  them  that  maie. 

The  XVIII.  ftatute  wholy  to  commende 
To  plefe  thy  ladie  is,  that  fliou  efchewe 
With  fluttifhnefle  thy  felf  for  to  offende  ; 
Be  joilife,  frefh,  and  fete  with  thingis  newe, 
Cour tlic  with  manir,  this  is  all  thy  due, 
Gentill  of  porte,  and  lovyng  clenlineffe ; 
This  is  the  thing  that  likith  thy  maiftrefle ; 

And  not  to  wandir  liehe  a  dullid  afie, 
Raggid  and  torne,  difguifid  in  araie, 
Ribaude  in  fpeche,  or  out  of  mefure  pafle, 
Thy  bounde  excedyng ;  thinke  on  this  alwaiej 
For  Women  ben  oftendir  berth  aye, 
JLnd  lightly  fet  tber  plefure  in  a  place, 
When  tbel  miflbinke  they  lightly  let  it  poffe. 

The  XIX.  ftatute  mete  and  drinke  forgete* 
Bche  othir  daie  fe  that  thou  faft  for  love, 
For  in  the  Gourte  thei  live  withoutin  mete, 
Save  foche  as  cometh  from  Venus  al  above  ; 
Thei  take  none  hede  in  pain  of  grete  reprove 
Of  mete  and  drinke,  for  that  is  all  in  vaine, 
Onely  thei  live  by  fight  of  ther  foveraine. 

The  XX.  ftatute.  laft  of  everichone, 
Enrolle  it  in  thyne  hert'is  privite, 
To  wring  and  waile,  to  turne,  and  figh,  and  grone, 
When  that  thy  ladie  abfent  is  from  the, 
And  eke  renewe  the  wordis  all  that  flie 
Betwene  you  twain  had  faid,  and  all  the  chere 
That  the  hath  made  thy  liv'is  lady  dere. 

And  fe  thyne  herte  in  quiete  ne  in  reft 
Sojourne  to  tyme  thou  feen  thy  ladie  efte, 
But  where  Ihe  won,  by  fouth,  or  eft,  or  weft, 
With  all  thy  force  now  fe  it  be  not.lefte ; 
Be  diligent  till  tyme  thy  life  be  refte 
In  that  thou  maieft  thy  ladie  for  to  fe  ; 
This  ftatute  was  of  old  antiquite. 

An/officir  of  high  auclhorite, 
Yclepid  Rigour,  made  us  fwere  an  one; 
He  n'as  corrupt  with  parcialite, 
Favour,  prayir,  ne  gold  that  clerely  {hone. 
Ye  fhall  (quod  he)  now  fwerin  her  echone, 
Both  young  and  old,  to  kepe  in  that  thei  maie 
The  ftatutes  truely  aftir  this  daie. 

O  God !  thought  I,  hard  is  to  make  this  othe, 
But  to  my  powir  fhall  I  them  obferve  . 
In  all  this  worlde  n'as  mattir  halfe  fo  lothe 


To  fwere  for  all,  for  though  my  body  fterve 
I  have  no  might  them  wholy  to  obferve. 
But  herkin  now  the  cace  how  it  befell ; 
Aftir  my  othe  was  made,  the  trouthe  to  tellj. 

I  tournid  levis,  lokyng  on  this  boke, 
Where  othir  ftatutes  were  of  women  fhene, 
And  right  forthwith  Rigour  on  me  gan  loke 
Full  angirl  •,  and  faied  unto  the  quene 
I  traitour  was,  and  chargid  me  let  ben ; 
There  maie  no  man  (quod  he)  the  ftatute 
That  long  to  woman,  hie  degre  ne  lowe. 

In  fecrete  wife  thei  kepin  ben  full  clofe, 
Thei  foune  echone  to  liberte,  my  frende  ; 
Plefaunt  thei  be,  and  to  ther  own  purpofe ; 
There  wote  no  wight  of  them  but  God  and  fen 
Ne  naught  fhall  wit  unto  the  world'is  ende  ; 
The  quene  hath  ycve  me  charge,  in  pain  to  dic 
Nevir  to  rede  ne  feen  them  with  myne  eye  : 

For  men  fhall  not  fo  nere  of  counfaill  ben. 
With  womanhode,  ne  knowin  of  ther  guife, 
Ne  what  thei  think,  ne  of  ther  wit  th'  engine  5 
I  me  report  to  Salomon  the  wife, 
And  migh  tie  Sampfon  which  begilid  thrife 
With  Dalia  was,  he  wot  that  in  a  throwe 
There  maie  no  man  ftatute  of  women  knowe ; 

For  it  pera' venture  maie  right  fo  befall 
That  thei  be  bounde  by  Nature  to  difceve, 
And  fpinne  and  wepe,  and  fugre  ftrew  on  gal, 
The  herte  of  man  to  ravifhe  and  to  reve, 
And  what  ther  tonge  as  fharpe  as  fwerde  or  gl 
It  maie  betide  this  is  ther  ordinaunce, 
So  muft  thei  low  lie  doen  ther  obfervaunce, 

And  kepe  the  ftatute  yevin  them  of  Kinde, 
Of  foche  as  Love  hath  yeve  'hem  in  ther  life  ; 
Men  male  not  ivete  why  turnith  every  -wind, 
Nor  waxin  wife,  nor  ben  inquifitife 
To  knowe  fecrete  of  maide,  widowe,  or  wife, 
For  thei  ther  ftatutes  have  to  them  referved, 
And  nevir  man  to  knowe  them  hath  deferved. 

Now  drefieyou  forth,  the  god  of  Love  yougui 
Quod  Rigour  then,  andfeke  the  temple  bright 
Of  Citherea,  goddes  here  befide  ; 
Befeche  her  by  the  influence  and  might 
Of  all  her  vertue  you  to  teche  aright 
How  for  to  ferve  your  ladies  and  to  plefe, 
Ye  that  ben  fped,  and  fet  your  herte  in  efe  ; 

And  ye  that  ben  unpurveied,  pray  her  eke 
Comforte  you  fone  with  grace  and  deftinie, 
That  ye  may  fet  your  hert  there  ye  maie  like, 
In  foche  a  place  that  it  to  Love  niaie  be 
Honour,  and  worfhip,  and  felicitie, 
To  you  for  aie.  Now  goeth  by  one  aflent. 
Graunt  mercie,Sir  (quod  we)  and  forth  we  went 
Devoutly,  foft  and  efie  pace,  to  fe 
Venns  the  goddes  image  all  of  golde, 
And  there  we  found  a  thoufand  on  ther  kne, 
Some  frefhe  and  faire,  fome  dedly  to  beholde, 
In  fondrie  mantils  new,  and  fome  wer  olde, 
Some  paintid  were  with  flamis  red  as  fire, 
Outward,  to  fliewe  ther  inward  hote  defire* 

With  doiefull  chere,  full  fele  in  ther  complaint, 
Cried,  "  Ladie  Venus!  re  we  upon  our  fore ; 
"  Receive  par  bilies,  with  teris  all  bedreint, 
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We  maie  not  wepe,  there  is  no  more  in  ftore, 
But  wo  and  pain  us  frettith  more  and  more  ; 

*  Thou  bliffefull  planet !  lovirs  fterre  fo  fhene, 
Have  routh  on  us  that  figh,  and  careful  ben  ; 
"  And  punifhe,  ladie,  grevoufly,  we  praie, 

'  The  falfe  untrue  with  counterfeite  plefaunce 
«  That  made  ther  othe  be  true  to  live  or  deie; 
«  With  chere  affurid  and  with  countinaunce, 
«  And  falfly  now  thei  fotin  Lov'is  daunce 

Barain  of  routh,  untrue  of  that  thei  faied, 
'  Now  that  ther  luft  and  plefure  is  alaid. 
"  Yet  efte  againe  a  thoufande  milion, 
Rejoycing  love,  ledyng  ther  life  in  blifle, 
Thei  faid,  Venus,  redrefle  of  all  divifion, 
Goddes  eternell,  thy  name  heryed  is, 
By  lovirs  bonde  is  knit  all  thing  iwis, 
Beft  unto  beft,  the  yerth  to  watir  wanne, 

*  Birde  unto  birde,  and  woman  unto  man. 
"  1'his  is  the  life  of  joye  that  we  ben  in, 
Refemblyng  life  of  hevenly  paradife  'r 
Love  is  elixir  aie  of  vice  and  finne, 
Love  makith  hert'is  luftie  to  devife  ; 
Honour  and  grace  have  thei  in  every  wife 
That  ben  to  Lov'is  lawe  obedient ; 
Love  makith  folke  benigne  and  diligent, 

"  Aie  fteryng  them  to  dredin  vice  and  fhame  ; 
In  ther  degre  it  maketh  them  honourable, 
And  fwete  it  is  of  Love  to  here  the  name, 
So  that  his  love  be  faithfull,  true,  and  ftable  ; 
Love  prunith  hym  to  femin  amiable, 
u  Love  hath  no  fattte  there  it  is  exercifed, 

*  But  fqle  with  them  that  hare  all  love  difpifed. 
"  Honour  to  the,  celeftiall  and  clt-re 
Goddes  of  Love,  and  to  thy  celfitude, 

That  yeveft  us  light  foferre  douneftom  thyfpere, 
Perfying  our  hertis  with  thy  pulchritude ; 
Comparifon  none  of  fimilitude 
Maie  to  thy  grace  be  made  in  no  degre, 
That  haft  us  fet  with  Love  in  unitie. 
"  Crete caufe  have  we  topraifethyname  and  the, 
For  thorough  the  we  live  in  joye  and^blifle  ; 
Bleflid  be  thou,  mofte  foveraine  to  fe  ! 
w  Thy  holy  Courte  of  gladnefle  maie  not  miffe ; 
"  A  thoufand  fith  we  may  rejoyce  in  this, 
"  That  we  ben  thine  with  herte  and  all  yfere, 
"  Enflamid  with  thy  grace  and  hevenly  fere." 

Mufyng  of  tho  that  fpakin  in  this  wife 
I  me  bethought  in  my  rememberaunce 
Myne  orifon  right  godely  to  devife, 
And  plefauntly  with  hert'is  obeifaunce 
Befeche  the  goddes  voidin  my  grevaunce, 
For  I  loved  eke,  faufe  that  I  wift  no  where, 
Yet  doun  I  fet,  and  faied  as  ye  fhallhere  : 

Fairift  of  all  that  evir  were  or  be, 
Licour  and  light  to  penfife  creature, 
Myne  whole  affiaunce  and  my  ladie  fre, 
My  goddes  bright,  my  fortune,  and  my  ure  ! 
I  yeve  and  ye:de  my  herte  to  the  full  fure, 
Humbly  befechyng,  ladie,  of  thy  grace 
Me  to    eftow  in  fome  bleffid  place, 

And  here  I  vowe  me  faithfull,  true,  and  kind, 
Without  offence  of  mutabilitie, 
Humbly  to.  ferve  while  I  have  wit  and  mind, 


Myne  whole  affiaunce  and  my  ladie  frey 
[n  thilke  place  there  ye  me  figne  to  be  ; 
And  fith  this  thing  of  newe  is  yeve  me,  aie 
To  love  and  ferve  nedely  muft  I  obeie. 
Be  merciable  with  thy  fire  of  grace, 
And  fixe  mine  herte  there  beautie  is  and  routfi> 
For  hote  I  love  ;  determine  in  no  place, 
Saufe  only  this,  by  God  and  by  my  trouth 
Troublid  I  was  with  flombir,  flepe,  and  flouth, 
This  othir  night,  and  in  a  vifioun 
I  fe  a  woman  romin  up  and  doune 

Of  mene  ftature,  and  femely  to  beholde, 
Luftie  and  freih,  demure  of  countinaunce, 
Yong  and  well  fhap,  with  here  that  fhone  as  goldft, 
With  eyen  as  criftall,fercid  with  plefaunce, 
And  (he  gan  ftirre  mine  herte  a  lite  to  daunce, 
But  fodainlie  fhe  vanifhe  gan  right  there  ; 
Thus  I  maie  faie  I  love  and  wote  not  where. 

For  what  fhe  is  ne  her  dwellyng  1  n'ot, 
And  yet  I  fele  that  love  diftreinith  me, 
Might  iche  her  knowe,that  would  I  faine  God w«t, 
Serve  and  obeye  with  all  benignitie, 
And  if  that  othir  be  my  deftinie, 
So  that  no  wife  I  fhall  her  nevir  fe, 
Then  graunt  me  her  that  beft  maie  likin  me, 

With  glad  rejoyce  to  live  in  perfite  hele, 
Devoide  of  wrathe,  repent,  or  variaunce, 
And  able  me  to  doe  that  maie  be  wele 
Unto  my  ladie  with  herte's  hie  plefaunce  ; 
And,  nightie  goddes  1  through  thy  purviauncft 
My  wit,  my  thought,  my  luft,  and  love,  fo  guide 
That  to  thine  honour  I  maie  me  provide 

To  fet  mine  hert  in  place  there  I  maie  like, 
And  gladly  ferve  with  all  afieccion  ; 
Grete  is  the  pain  which  at  mine  hert  doth  fticke 
Till  I  be  fped  by  thyne  eleccion ; 
Helpe,  ladie  goddes  !  that  poffeffion 
I  might  of  her  have  that  in  all  my  life 
I  clepin  fhal  my  quene  and"  hert'is  wife  ; 

And  in  the  Courte  of  Lave  to  dwell  for  aie 
My  will  is,  and  doin  the  facrifice, 
Daily  with  Diane  eke  to  fight  and  fraie, 
And  holdin  werre,  as  might  will  me  fuffice  ; 
That  goddes  chafte  I  kepin  in  no  wife 
To  ferve ;  a  figge  for  all  her  chaftite  ! . 
Her  lawe  is  for  religioufite. 

And  thus  gan  finifh  prayir,  laude,and  preke, 
Whiche  that  I  yove  to  Venus  on  my  kne, 
And  in  myne  herte  to  pondir  and  to  peice 
I  gan  anone  her  image  freihe  beautie ; 
Heile  to  that  figure  fwete,  and  heile  to  the, 
Cupide !  (quod  I)  and  rofe  and  yede  my  weie; 
A^nd  in  the  temple  as  I  yede  I  feie 

A  fhrine  furmountyng  all  in  ftonis  riche, 
Of  whiche  the  force  was  plefaunce  to  mine  eyev 
With  diamonds  or  faphire  nevir  liche 
I  have  none  feen,ne  wrought  fo  wondirlie; 
So  when  I  met  with  Philobone  in  hie 
I  gan  demaunde  whofe  is  this  fepulture  ? 
Forfothe,  (quod  fhe)  a  tendir  creature 

Is  fhriniJ  there,  and  Pitie  is  her  name; 
She  fawe  an  e  jle  wreke  hym  on  a  flic, 
And  plucke  liis  wing,  and  eke  him,  in  his  gamea 
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And  tcndir  hcrte  of  that  hath  made  her  die  ; 
Eke  fhe  would  wepe  and  mourne  right  pkoufly 
To  fecn  a  lovir  fuffre  grete  diftrefle ; 
In  all  the  Courte  n'is  none,  as  I  do  gefle 

That  coud  a  lovir  half  fo  well  availe, 
Ne,  of  his  wo  the  torment  or  the  rage 
Afkin,  for  he  was  fure  withoutin  faile 
That  of  his  grief  (he  coud  the  hcte  afwage  ; 
In  flede  of  Pitie  fpedith  hote  Corage 
The  mattirs  all  of  Courte ;  now  {he  is'dedde 
I  me  reporte  in  this  to  womanhedde;  [pray 

Forweile,  and  wepe,  and  crie,  and  fpeke,  arid 
Women  would  not  have  pitie  on  thy  plaint, 
Ne  hy  that  mene  to  efe  thine  herte  convaie, 
But  the  recevin  for  ther  owne  talent, 
And  faie  that  Pitie  caufith  them  confent 
Of  reuth  to  take  thy  fervice  and  thy  paine, 
In  that  thou  maieft,to  plefe  thy  foveraine. 

But  this  is  counfaill,  kepe  it  fecretly, 
(Quod  fhe  ;)  I  n'olde  for  all  the  worlde  about 
The  quene  of  Love  it  wift,  and  witte  ye  why  ? 
For  if  by  me  this  mattir  fpringin  out 
In  Courte  no  lengir  fhould  I  out  of  doubt 
Dwellin,  but  fhame  in  all  my  life  endry  : 
Now  kepe  it  clofe  (quod  fhe)  this  hardily. 

Well,  all  is  well :  now  (hall  ye  feen,fh'e  faied, 
The  fairift  ladie  undir  fonne  that  is  : 
Come  on  with  me  ;  demene  you  lich  a  maide 
With  fhamefaft  drede,  for  ye  fhall  fpeke  yv.ns 
With  her  that  is  the  mirrour,  joie,  a'nd  blifle, 
But  fomwhat  ftraunge  and  fad  of  her  demene 
She  is  :  beware  your  countinaunce  be  fene, 

Not  ovirlight,  ne  rechelefle,  ne  to  holde, 
Ne  malaperte,  ne  rennyng  with  your  tong, 
For  fhe  will  you  obeifin  and  beholde, 
And  you  demaunde  why  ye  wer  hens  fo  long 
Out  of  this  Courte,  without  refort  emong; 
'  And  Rofiall  her  name  is  hote  aright, 
Whofe  herte  is  yet  yyevin  to  no  wight. 

And  ye  alfo  ben,  as  I  undirftonde, 
With  Love  but  light  avauncid  by  your  worde  ; 
Might  ye  by  hap  your  fredom  makin  bond, 
And  fall  in  grace  with  her,  and  wele  accorde, 
Well  might  ye  thanke  the  god  of  Love  and  lord, 
For  fhe  that  ye  fawe  in  your  dreme  appere 
To  love  foche  one  what  are  thei  then  the  nere  ? 

Yet  wote  ye  what  ?  as  my  rememberaunce 
iVle  yevith  nowe,  ye  faine  where  that  ye  faie 
That  ye  with  Love  han  nevir  acquaintaunce 
Save  in  your  dreme  right  late  this  othir  daie^; 
Why,  yes  parde,  my  life  that  durft  I  laie 
That  ye  were  caught  upon  an  heth  when  I 
Sawe  you  complain,  and  figh  full  pitoufly; 

Within  an  herbir  and  gardein  faire, 
Where  flowirs  growe  and  herbis  vertuous, 
Of  whiche  the  favour  fwete  was  and  the  eire, 
There,  were  your  felf  full  hote  and  amorous ; 
Ywis  ye  ben  to  nice  and  daun'girous  ; 
I  would  ye  now  repent  and  love  fome  newe. 
Naie,  by  my  trothe,!  fared,  I  nevir  knewe  . 

The  godely  wight  whofe  I  fhal  be  for  aye, 
Guide  me  the  Lorde,  that  love  hatDmade  and  me: 
But  for  the  we.  went  into  a  chambre  gaic 


There  was  Rofiall,  womanly  to  fe, 
Whofe  ftremis,  fotill  perfyng  of  her  eye, 
Mine  hert  gan  thrill  for  beatie  in  the  ftounde; 
Alas  (quod  I)  who  hath  me  yeve  thiswounde! 

And  then  I  dredc  to  fpeke  till  at  the  lafte 
I  grete  the  ladie  reverently  and  wele, 
When  that  my  figh  was  gone  and  ovirpafte, 
And  doune  on  knees  full  humbly  gan  I  knele, 
Befechyng  her  my  fervent  wo  to  hele, 
For  there  I  toke  full  puipofe  in  my  mynde 
Unto  her  grace  my  painfull  herte  to  bynde. 

For  if  I  {hall  all  fully  her  diicrive 
Her  hed  was  rounde  by  compaffe  of  Nature, 
Her  eero  as  gold,  Ihe  paffid  all  on  live, 
And  lillie  forehed  had  this  creature, 
With  liveliflie  browis,  flawe  of  colour  pure, 
Betwene  the  which  was  mene  diflcveraunce, 
From  every  browe  to  fhewin  a  diftaunce  ; 

Her  nofe  directed  ftreght,  and  even  as  line, 
With  forme  and  fhape  thereto  convenient, 
In  which  the  godis  mi  Ike  white  path  doth  fhine, 
And  eke  her  eyen  ben  bright  and  orient 
As  is  the  fmaragde,  unto  my  judgement, 
Or  yet  thefe  fcerris  hevenly  fmall  and  bright, 
Her  vifage  is  of  lovely  rede  and  white  ; 

Her  mouthe  is  fhort,  and  fhitte  in  litil  fpace, 
Flamyng  fomdele,  not  ovif  rcdde  I  mene. 
With  pregnaunt  lips,  and  thicke  to  kifie  percacc, 
For  lippis  thinne,  not  fat,  but  evir  lene, 
They  ferve  of  naught,  they  be  not  worth  a  bene, 
For  if  the  bafle  ben  full  there  is  delite  ; 
Maximian  truely  thus  doeth  he  write. 

But  to  my  purpofe  ;  I  faie  white  as  fnowe 
Ben  all  her  tethe,  audin  ordir  thei  ftonde 
Of  one  ftature,  and  eke  her  breth  I  troxve 
Surmountith  all  odours  that  er  I  founde, 
In  fwetencfle,  and  her  body,  face,  and  honde, 
Ben  fharply  flendir  fo  that  from  the  heddc 
Unto  the  fote  all  is  but  womanhedde. 
1  holde  my  pece  of  othir  thingis  hidde  ; 
Here  {hal  my  foule  and  not  my  tong  bewrie  ; 
But  how  fh.e  was  arraied,  if  ye  me  bidde, 
That  {hall  I  well  difcovir  you  and  faie  ; 
A  bende  of  gold  and  filkfull  frefhe  and  gaic, 
With  her  intrefle  ybroudirid  full  wele, 
Right  fmcthly  kept, and  fhinyng  every  dele; 

About  her  necke  a  flower  of  frefh  devife, 
With  rubies  fet  that  luftie  were  to  fene, 
And  {he  in  goxme  was  light  and  fommir  wife, 
Shapin  full  wele,  the  colour  was  of  grene, 
With  aureat  fent  aboute  her  fidis  clene, 
With  divers  ftonis  precious  and  riche  ;          '* 
Thus  was  flic  raied,  yet  fawe  I  ner  her  liche  ; 

For  if  that  Jove  had  this  ladie  yfeine, 
Tho  the  faire  Califto  ne  Alcmena 
Thei  nevir  haddin  in  his  armis  leine, 
Ne  he  had  lovid  the  faire  Europa, 
Ye,  ne  yet  Danae  ne  Antiopa. 
For  all  ther  beautie  ftode  in  Rofiail; 
'  She  femid  lich  a  thyng  celeftiall, 

In  bountie,  favour,  porte,  and  fimilmefic, 
Plefaunt  of  figure,  mirrour  of  delite, 
Gracious  to  feea,  rote  of  all  gentiinefTe, 
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With  angell  vifage,  luftlc,  redde,  and  white  ; 
There  was  not  lack,  faufe  Daungir  had  alite" 
This  gddely  freihe  in  rule  and  govirnaunce, 
And  fomdele  ftraunge  fhe  was  for  her  plelaunce. 

And  truly  fone  I  tdke  my  leve  and  went 
When  fhe -had  me  enquirid  what. I  was, 
For  more  and  more  impreffin  gan  the  dent 
3f  Lov'is  darte  while  I  behelde  her  face, 
And  cfte  againe  I  come  to  fekin  grace, 
And  up  I  put  my  bill  with  fentarice  clere 
That  foloweth  aftir ;  rede,  and  ye  {hall  here : 

;  ye  frefhe  lovelie  !  of  beautie  the  rote, 
That  Nature  hath  formldfd  wele,  and  made. 
?rinccs  and  quene,  and  ye  that  niaie  do  bote 
Of  all  rny  langoure  with  your  wordis  glad, 
Ye  woundid  me,  ye  made  nie  wo  beftad ; 
3f  grace  redreffe  my  mortal!  grefe,  as  ye 
Of  ail  my  harme  the  very  caucir  be. 

Now  am  I  caught,  and  unware  fddainly, 
With  perfaunt  ftremis  of  your eyin  clere, 
Subjects  toJaen  and  fervin  you  mekety, 
And  all  your  man,  ywis,  my  ladie  dere! 
Abrdyng  grace,  of  wKiche  I  you  requere, 
That  mercileffe  ye  caufe  me  not  to  fterve, 
But  guerdon  me  liche  as  I  maie  deferve ; 

Fof  by  my  trothe  the  dayis  of  my  breth 
am  and  will  be  your  in  will  and  herte, 
Pacient  and  rrieke  for  you  to  fuffir  deth 
If  it  require  ;  now  rue  upon  my  fmerte 
And  this  I  fwere,  1  nevir  fhall  out  fterte 
from  .Lov'is  Courte  for  ndrie  adverfite, 
So  ye  Would  rue  on  niy  diflreffe  and  me. 

My  delbinie,  my  fate,  and.  houre,  I  bliffe, 
That  have  me  fet  to  ben  obedient 
Onely  to  you,  the  fioure  of  all  ywis ; 

trull  to  Venus  nevir  to  repent, 
For  evir  redy,  glad,  and  diligent, 
Ye  fhall  me  finde  in  fervice  to  your  grace 
Fill  deth  my  life  out  of  my  body  rafe. 

Humble  unto  your  excellence  fo  digne 
Enforcing  aye  my  wittis  and  delite 
fo  fcrve  and  plefe  with  glad  herte  and  benigne, 
And  ben  asTroilus,  Troie's  worthie  knight, 
Or  Antonie  for  Cleopatra  bright, 
And  nevir  you  me  thinkis  to  renay  ; 
This  fhall  I  kepe  unto  myne  endyng  day. 

Enprint  my  fpeche  in  your  rrlemoriall 
Badly,  my  princes,  falve  of  all  my  fare 
And  thinke  that  for  I  would  becomin  thrall,      . 
And  ben  your  owne,  as  I  have  faied  before, 
Ye  muft  of  pitiacherifhe  more  and  more 
Your  man,  and  tendir  aftir  his  deferte, 
And  give  hym  corage  for  to  ben  experte  : 

For  where  that  one  hath  let  his  berte  on  fire, 
And  findith  neirfiir  refute  ne^lefaunce, 
Ne  worde  of  comforte,  Deth  will  quite  his  hite ; 
Alas  that  there  ne  is  none  allegaunce 
Of  all  ther  wo  !  alas  thegrete  grevaunce 
To  love  unloved  !  but  ye,  my  ladie  derc  ! 
[n  other  wife  maie  governe  this  matere. 

Truly  gramercie,  frende  !  of  your  gode  will, 
And  of  your  profir  in  your  humble  wife, 
But  for  your  fervice  take  and  kepe  it  ftilj : 
Voi.  I. 


And  wher  ye  faie  I  ougftt  you  well  to'  cherifhe, 
And  of  your  grefe  the  remedie  devife, 
I  knowe  not  why  ;  I  n'am  acquaintid  well 
With  'you,  ne  wote  not  fothly  where  ye  dwell. 

In  art  of  love  I  write  arid  fongis  make, 
That  male  be  fong  in  honour  of  the  kyng 
And  queue  of  Love,  and  then  I  undirtake 
He  that  is  fadde  fhall  then  full  rriery  fyng, 
And  dangirous  not  ben  in  every  thyng : 
Befeche  I  you  but  feen  my  will  and  rede, 
And  let  your  anfwere  put  me  out  of  drede. 

What  is  your  name  ?  reherfe  it  here,  I  praic} 
Of  whens  and/where,  of  what  coridicion, 
That  ye  ben  of  t  let  fe  ;  come  of  and  faie  } 
Faine  would  I  knowe  your  difyoficion  : 
Ye  Have  put  on  your  old  entenci'on, 
But  wltute  ye  merte  to  ferve  me  I  ne  wdte, 
Saufe  that  ye  faie  ye  love  me  woundir  ho'te. 

My  name,alas  my  herte!  why  makes  thouftraunge? 
Philogenet  1  caPd  am  ferre  and  nere, 
Of  Cambrige  cierke,  that  rievir  thinke  to  chaungc 
Fro  you;  that  with  your  hevenly  ftremis  clere 
Ravifhe  myne  herte  and  ghoft,  and  all  in  fere  : 
Since  at  the  firft  I  write  my  bill  for  grace 
Me  thinke  I  fe  fome  rriercie  in  your  face. 

And  what  I  niene,by  God  that  al  hath  wrought,' 
My  bille  now  makith  final  mencion, 
That  ye  hen  ladie  in  myne  inward  thought 
Of  all  myne  herte  withoutin  offenciori, 
That  I  belle  love,  and  have  fith  I  begon 
To  drawe  to  Courte ;  lo  then  what  might,  t  faie  it 
1  yelde  me  here  unto  your  high  ndbleye; 

And  if  that  I  offehde,  or  wilfully 
By  pompe  of  hejte  ydur  precept  difobaie, 
Or  doen  againe  y-our  wille  unikilfully, 
Or  grevin  you  for  erneft  or  for  plaie, 
Correfte  ye  me  right  fharply  then  1  praie^ 
As  it  is  feen  unto  your  womanhede, 
And  rewe  on  me,  or  els  t  n'am  but  dede. 

Naie,  God  forbede  to  feffe  you  fo  with  grace, 
And  fo'r  a  word  of  fugrid  eloquence 
To  have  compalTion info  lityl  fpace  • 
Then  were  it  tyme  that  fome  of  us  wer  hens  ; 
Ye  fhall  not  finde  in  me  fochc  infolence  : 
Aye,  what  is  this  !  maie  ye  not  furlre  light  ? 
How  maie  ye  loke  upon  the  candill- light, 

That  clere  is  and  hottir  then  is  myne  eye  ? 
And  yet  ye' faied  the  bemis  perfe  and  iVete, 
Hj^w  lhall  ye  then  tho  candill  light  ertdrie? 
For  well  wotte  ye  that  hath  the  iharpir  hete  : 
And  there  ye  bidde  me  you  correct  and  bete 
If  ye  offende  ;  naie,  that  maie  not  be  doen  ; 
There  come  but  few  that  fpedin  here  fo  fone, 

Witlidrawe  your  eye,  withdrawe  from  preferis 
Hurte  not  your  ftlf through  foly  with  a  loke,  [eke; 
I  would  be  fory  fo  to  make  you  ficke ; 
A  woman  ,fhould  beware  eke  whom  (he  toke  : 
Ye  beth  z.  cierke,  go  ferchin  wel  lliy  boke 
If  any  women  ben-  fo  light  to  wiune  : 
Naie';  abide  a  while  tho  ye  were  all  mykinne; 

So  fone- ye  maie  not  win  myne  hert  in  truth; 
The  guife  of  Court  will  feen  your  ftedfaftneffej 
And  as  you  doen  to  have  upon  you  reuth ; 
M  m 
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Your  owne  deferte  and  lowly  gemilneffe 
That  will  reward  you jove  for  hevineffe, 
And  tho  ye  waxin  pale,  and  grene,  and  dede, 
Ye  mufte  it  ufe  a  while  withoutin  drede, 

And  it  accept,  and  grutchin  in  no  wife  : 
But  wheras  •»  e  me  haftily  defire 
To  bene  to  love,  me  thinke  ye  be  not  wife  ; 
Cefe  of  your  language,  cefe  I  you  requere, 
J"or  he  that  hath  this  xx  yere  ber.e  here 
May  nut  optaine  ;  than  marvaile  I  that  ye 
Be  .now  fo  bold  of  love  to  trete  with  me. 

A,  mercy,  hert !  my  lady  and  my  love, 
!My  rightwife  princeffe  and  my  lyv'is  guide ! 
Now*  may  I  plein  to  Venus  al  above 
That  routhles  ye  me  gave  this  wourjde  fo  wide  : 
"What  have  I  done  ?  why  may  i;  not  betide 
That  for  my  trouthe  I  may  recevid  be  ? 
Alas  than  your  daungir  and  cruiltie  ! 

In  woful  houre  I  gcte  was,  welawey ! 
In  woful  hour  foftirid  and  yfedde, 
In  woful  hour  yborne,  that  I  he  may 
Ivly  fuplicacion  fwetely  have  yfpedde ; 
The  frofty  grave  and  cold  mufle  be  my  bedde 
"Withoute  ye  lift  your  grace  and  mercy  fhewe, 
Death  with  his  axe  fo  iafte  on  me  doth  hewe. 

So  grete  difefe  and  in  fo  litil  while, 
Solitil  joy  that  felte  1  nevir  yet, 
And  at  my  wo  Fortune  ginnith  to  fmyle, 
That  nevir  erft  I  felte  fo  harde  a  fitte  ; 
Confoundid  ben  my  fpirites  and  my  witte 
Til  that  ray  lady  take  me  to  her  cure 
Whiche  Ilovebefte  oferthcly  creature. 

But  that  I  like  that  may  I  not  come  by, 
Of  that  1  plain  that  have  I  habondaunce ; 
Sorowe  and  thought  they  fit  me  wondir  nye ; 
JWe  is  withhold  that  might  be  my  plefaunce  ;. 
Yet  turne  again  my  worldly  fuffifaur.ce, 

0  lady  bright !  and  faufe  your  faithful  true, 
And  or  I  die  yet  ones  upon  me  rewe. 

With  that  I  fell  in  founde  and  dede  as  ftone, 
With  coloure  flaine  and  wanne  as  afhe  pale, 
And  hy  the  hande  fhe  caught  me  up  anon  ; 
-Arife  !  (quod  fhe)  what,  have  ye  dronkin  dwale  ? 
Why  flepin  ye  ?  it  is  no  nitirtale. 
Now  mercy,  fwete  !  (quod  I)  iwis  affraied. 
What  thing  (quod  fhe)  hath  made  you  fo  difmaied  ? 

Now  wote  I  wel  that  ye  a  lovir  be, 
Your  hew  is  witneffe  in  this  thing,  fhe  faid ; 
Yfye  werefecret  ye  might  knowe  (quod  fhe) 
Curteife  and  kinde  all  this  fhuld  be  aleide  ; 
And  now,myneherte  !  al  that  I  have  miffeid 

1  fhal  amend,  and  fetjcur  hcrte  in  efe. 
That  worde  it  is  (quod  I)  that  doth  me  plefe. 

But  this  I  charge,  that  ye  the  ftentiskepe, 
And  breke  them  not  for  floth  nor  ignoraunce; 
"With  that  fhe  gan  to  fmile  and  laughin  depe. 
Ywis  (quod  I)  1  will  do  your  plefaunce  ; 
The  xvi  ftatute  doth  me  grete  grevaunce, 
But  ye  muft  thatrekffc  or  modifie. 
I  graunte,  (quod  ftie)  and  !<•  I  wil  truly. 

And  foftely  than  her  cclcure  gan  appeire 
As  rofe  fo  red  throughc  ut  Lei  v'.ii^i  L! 
Wherfore  me  thinke  that  it  'is  according  here 


That  fhe  of  right  be  clcpid  Rofial. 
Thus  have  I  wonne  with  wordis  gret  and  fmal 
Some  godely  worde  of  her  that  I  love  beft, 
And  truft  fhe  fhall  yet  fette  mine  herte  in  reft. 

Goth  on,  fhe  faid  to  Philobone,  and  take 

I  his  man  with  you,  and  ledt  him  al  aboute 

Within  the  Courte,  and  fhewe  him  for  my  fake 

What  lovirs  dwel  within,  and  al  the  route 

Of  officirs,  for  he  is  oute  of  doute 

A  ftraungir  yet.    Come  on,  (quod  Philobone  )- 

Philogenet,  with  me  nowe  muft  ye  gon. 

And  {talking  fofte  with  efy  pace  i  fawe 
Aboute  the  king  y'ftondin  environ 
Attendaunce,  Diligence,  and  ther  felow 
Forthirir  Afperaunce,  and  many  one, 
Dred  to  offende  there  ftode,  and  not  aloner. 
For  there  was  eke  the  cruil  adverfarye, 
The  loviTs  fo.  that  cleped  ib Difplefure, 

Whiche  unto  me  fpake  angrily  and  felle, 
And  faid,  My  lady  me  diffevin  fhall ; 
Troweft  thou  (quod  fhe)  that  al  that  fhe  did  tc 
Is  true  ?  nay,  nay,  but  undir  hony  gall 
Thy  birth  and  hers  thei  be  nothing  egal ; 
Cafte  of  thine  herte  for  all  her  wordis  white, 
For  gode  faith  fhe  lovith  the  but  alite  ; 

And  eke  remembre  thine  habilite 
May  not  compare  with  her,  this  wel  thou  wot. 
Ye,  than  come  Hope,  and  faid,  My  frende,  le:  be,. 
Beleve  him  not ;  Difpaire  he  ginnith  dote. 
Alas,  (quod  I)  here  is  both  cold  and  hole  ! 
The  tone  me  biddith  love,  the  todir  nay, 
Thus  wote  1  not  what  me  is  beft  to  lay  ; 

But  wel  wote  I  my  lady  grauntid  me 
Truly  to  be  my  wound'is  remedy  ; 
Her  gentilneffe  may  not  infeetid  be 
With  doubleneffe,  thus  truft  I  til  I  die  ; 
So  caft  I  voidc  Difpaim  company, 
And  takin  Hope  to  council  and  to  frende. 
Yea,kepe  that  wel  (qurd  Philabone)  in  minde, 

And  there  befide,  within  a  bay  windowe,       »-S 
Stod  one  in  grene  ful  large  of  bred  and  length, 
His  berd  as  black  asfethirs  rf  the  crow, 
His  name  wa^Luft, of  woundir might  andftrength), 
And  with  Dclite  to  argue  there  he  thinkth, 
For  this  was  alway  his  opinion 
That  love  was  fmne,  and  fo  he  hath  begonne. 

To  refon  fafte,  and  ledge  au6torite. 
Nay,  (quod  Delitt)  Love  is  a  vertue  clere 
And  from  the  foule  his  progrefle  holdith  he ; 
Biinde  appetite  of  Luft  doth  oftin  ft  ere, 
And  that  is  fmne,  for  refon  lackith  there, 
For  thou  doeft  think  thyneighbour'swife  towinne^ 
Yet  thinke  it  wel  that  love  may  not  be  fmne  ! 

For  God  and  feiut  they  love  right  verily, 
Voide  of  al  fynne  and  vifc,  this  know  J  Weil; 
Affeccion  of  fiefhe  is  fmne  truly, 
But  verray  love  is  vertue,  as  I  fele, 
For  verray  love  may  freile  difir-j  ackcle, 
For  love  is  love  withoutin  any  fmne. 
Now.e  fiint,  (quod  Lufte)  thou  fpekeft  not  worth  a 

And  there  I  left  them  in  ther  arguing,     [pinne, 
Rcming  ferthir  into  the  caftilwide, 
And  in  a  ccrnir  Lier  ftcde  talking 
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Of  lefmgs  faft  with  Flatery  there  befide ; 
He  faid  that  women  were  attire  of  pride, 
And  men  were  foundc  of  nature  variaunte, 
And  coulde  be  falfe  and  fhewin  beau  femblaunt. 

Than  Flatiry  befpake,  and  faid,  Iwis, 
Se,  fo  fhe  goth  on  patins  faire  and  fete, 
It  doth  right  well ;  what  pretty  man  is  this 
That  romith  here  ?  now  truly  drink  ne  mete 
Nede  I  riot  have,  mine  herte  for  joye  doth  bete 
Him  to  beholde,  fo  is  he  godely  frefhe, 
t  femeth  for  love  his  herte  is  tendre'  and  nesfhe. 

This  is  the  Courte  of  lufty  folke  and  glad, 
&.nd  wel  becbmeth  ther  abite  and  arraye ; 

!  why  be  fom  fo  fory  and  fo  fadde, 
Complaining  thus  in  blak,  and  white,  and  gray  ? 
reris  they  ben  and  monkis  in  gode  fay  : 
\las  for  routh  !  gret  dole  it  is  to  fene 
To  fe  them  thus  bewaile  and  fory  bene. 

Se  how  they  crie  and  wrirjg  ther  handis  whit 
-or  they  fo  Cone  went  to  religion, 
\nd  eke  the  nonnes  with  vail  and  wimple  plight 

r  thought  that  they  ben  in  confufion : 
Mas !  they  fain  we  fain  perfeccion 
n  clothis  wide  and  lacke  our  libertie, 
iut  al  the  fume  mote  on  our  frendis  be  : 

For  Venus  wote  we  wold  as  faine  as  ye, 
"hat  bene  attirid  here  and  wel  befene, 
5efyn'n  man,  and  love  in  our  degre 
"erme  and  faithful,  right  as  ywold  the  quene  : 
3ur  frendis  wicke,  in  tendir  youth  and  grene, 
.yenft  our  \vill  made  us  religious, 
That  is  the  caufe  we  mourne  and  wailin  thus. 

Then  faide  the  monke  and  freris  in  the  tide, 

el  may  we  curfe  our  abbis  and  our  place, 
3ur  ftatutes  fharpe  to  fing  in  copis  wide, 
Dhaftely  to  kepe  us  oute  of  Lov'is  grace, 
\nd  nevir  to  tele  comfortfe  ne  folacej 
fet  fuffre  we  the  hete  of  JLovis  fire, 
\nd  aftir  othir  happly  we  defire, 

O  Fortune  courfid !  why  nowe  and  wherfore 
Htaft  thou,  they  faid,  berafte  us  libertie, 
ithe  Nature  yave  us  inftrument  in  ftore, 
^nd  appetite  to  love  and  lovirs  be  ? 
mot  we  fuffer  foche  adverfite 
)iane  to  ferve  and  Venus  to  refufe  ? 
ul  oftin  fythe  this  matier  doth  us  mufe. 

We  ferve  and  honour  fore  ayenfte  our  will 
3f  Chaftite  the  goddts  and  the  quene ; 
Js  lefir  were  with  Venus  bidin  ftil, 
\nd  have  reward  for  Love,  and  foget  bene 
Jnto  thefe  women  courtely,  freftie  and  fhene. 
7ortune  !  we  curfe  thy  whele  of  variaunce, 
^her  we  were  wel  thou  revift  our  plefaunce. 

Thus  leve  I  them  with  voice  of  plaint  and  care 
n  raging  wo  criyng  fulpitoufly; 
\nd  as  1  yede  ful  nakid  and  ful  bare 
ome  I  beholde  loking  difpiteoufly, 
3n  Povirte  that  dedly  caft  ther  eye, 
\nd  Wclaway  they  cried,  and  were  not  faine, 
•ror  they  ne  might  ther  glad  defire  attaine, 

For  lacke  of  richetfe  worldly  and  of  gode 
I'hey  banne,  and  curfe,  and  wepe,  and  fain  Alas ! 
That  poverte'  hath  us  hent  that  whilom  ftode 


OF  LOVE. 


547 


At  hert'is  efe,  and  fre,  and  in  gode  cafe, 
But  now  we  dare  not  file  .v  our  felfc  in  place, 
Ne  as  embolde  to  dwel  in  company 
There  as  our  hert  wold  love  right  faithfully. 

And  yet  againewarde  fhrikid  every  nonne, 
The  pange  of  love  fo  fbainith  them  to  crie  ; 
Nowe  wo  the  time   quod  they)  that  we  be  boun  ! 
This  hateful  ordre  nife  wil  doen  us  die, 
We  figh  and  fobbe,  and  bleding  inwardly, 
Freting  our  felfe  with  thought  and  hard  complaint, 
That  nye  for  love  we  waxin  wode  and  fain:. 

Artd  as  I  ftode  beholding  here  and  there 
I  was  ware  of  a  forte  ful  languifhing, 
Savage  and  wilde  of  loking  and  of  chere, 
Ther  manteilles  and  ther  clothis  ey  tering, 
And  ofte  they  were  of  Nature  complaining, 
For  they  ther  membirs  lackid  fote  and  hand, 
With  vifage  wry,  and  blinde  I  undirftand. 

They  lackid  lhap  and  beautie  to  preferre 
Them  felf  in  love,  and  faid  that  God  and  Kind 
Hath  forgid  them  to  worfhippin  the  fterre 
Venus  the  bright,  and  leftin  al  behinde 
His  othir  werkis  clene  and  oute  of  mincle, 
For  othir  have  ther  full  fhappe  and  beautie, 
And  we  (quod  they)  ben  in  deformite. 

And  nye  to  them  there  was  a  company 
That  have  the  Suftirs  waried  and  miffaide, 
I  mene  the  thre  of  fatail  Deftine, 
That  be  our  werdis  ;  fodenly  abraide 
Oute  gan  they  crie  as  they  had  ben  affraied, 
We  curfe  (quod  they)  that  evir  hath  Nature 
Yformid  us  this  wofull  life  to'  endure. 

And  there  he  was  contrite  and  gan  repent, 
Confeffing  whole  the  wounde  that  Cithere 
Hath  with  the  darte  of  hote  defire  him  lent, 
And  howe  that  he  to  Love  mufte  fubjecl  be, 
Than  held  he  al  his  flccrnis  vanite, 
And  faid  hat  lovirs  lede  a  bliflid  life, 
Yorig  men  and  olde,  and  widowe,  maid,  and  wife, 

Bcreve  me,  goddeffe,  (quod  he)  of  thy  might 
My  Ikornis  al  and  fkcffis  that  I  have, 
No  powir  for  to  mockin  any  wight 
That  in  thy  ferviee  dwel,  for  F  did  rave, 
This  knowe  I  wel  right  now,  fo  God  me  fave. 
And  I  fhal  be  the  chief  poft  of  thy  faith, 
And  love  uphold,  the  revers  who  fo  faith. 

Dijfiinbli  ftode  not  ferre  from  him  in  trouth, 
With  pirty  mantil,  party  hode  and  hofe, 
And  laid  he  had  upon  his  lady  routh, 
And  thtis  he  wound  him  in  and  gan  to  glofe, 
Of  his  entent  full  double  I  fuppofe, 
And  al  the  worlde  he  faid  he  loved  it  wele, 
But  ay  me  thought  he  loved  her  nere  adele. 

Eke  ShamefaftneJJ'c  was  there,  as  I  tokc  he<ie, 
That  blulhid  rede,  anddaift  nat  ben  aknowe 
She  lovir  was,  for  therof  had  fhe  drede; 
She  ftocfe  arid  hing  her  vifage  downe  alowe, 
But  foche  a  fight  it  was  to  fcne  I  trowe 
As  of  thefe  rofis  rody  on  ther  fta'ke, 
Ther  coud  no  wight  her  fpy  to  fpeke  or  talke. 

In  Lov'is  arte  fo  gan  flic  to  abaQie, 
Ne  durft  not  uttir  al  her  privite, 
Many  a  flripe  arid"  many-'  a  grevotife  hfiis 
M  m  ij 
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She  gave  to  them  that  woldin  lovirs  be, 
And  hindered  fore  the  fimple  comi'naltie, 
That  in  no  wife  durft  grace  and  mercie  crave, 
For  were  not  {he  they  nede  but  a{ke  and  have  ; 

Where  yf  they  now  aprochin  for  to  fpeke, 
Than  Sbamefafinejjt  returnith  them  again, 
'T'hey  thinke  if  we  our  fecret  counfel  breke 
Our  tadies  wil  have  fcorne  on  us  certein, 
And  peravinture  thinkin  grete  difdain  ; 
Thus  Sbamefaftnejfa  may  bringin  in  Difpeire  ; 
When  {he  is  dede  the  todir  will  be  heire. 

Ccrr.e  forth  Avauntir,  now  I  ring  thy  bel ; 
1  fpied  him  fone  to  God  I  make  a  vowe; 
He  lokid  black  as  fciidis  doth  in  hell. 
The  firile  (quod  he)  that  evir  did  I  wowe 
Within  a  worde  {he  come,  1  wotte  not  how, 
fio  that  in  armis  was  my  lady  fre, 
And  fo  hath  ben  a  thoufande  mo  than  fhe 

In  England,  Britain,  Spain,  and  Picardie, 
Artois,  and  Fraunce,  and  tip  in  Hie  Holander 
In  Burgoine,  Naples,  and  in  Italye, 
Navarre,  and  Grece,  and  up  in  Hethin  lond  j 
Was  nevir  woman  yet  that  wolde  witi.ftond 
To  hen  at  corr.maundement  whan, I  wolde; 
I  lackid  neithir  filver  coigne  ne  gold  : 

And  there  1  met  with  this  eftate  and  that, 
And  here  I  hrochid  her,  and  here,  I  trowe  : 
Lo  !  there  goeth  one  of  myn  j^flnd  wotte  ye  what? 
Yon  freftie  attirid  have  I  leide  ful  lowe ; 
And  foche  one  yondir  eke  right  wel  I  knowe ; 
I  kepte  the  fhitiite  wlian  we  lay  ifere, 
And  yet  yon  fame  hath  made  me  right  gode  chere. 

Thus  hath  Avauntir  blowin  every  where 
Al  that  he  knowerh,  and  more  a  thoufande  fold ; 
His  auncirtrie  of  kinne  was  to  Lier, 
For  firfte  he  makith  promife  for  to  hold 
His  ladis  council,  and  it  not  snfolde, 
Wherfore  the  iVcrete  when  he  doth  unfhitte 
1'han  lyith  he  that  all  the  worlde  maye  witte. 

For  falfing  fo  his  promife  and  behefte 
I  wondir  fore  he  hath  foche  fantalie  • 
He  lackith  witte  I  trowe  or  is  a  befte, 
That  can  no  bette  himfelfe  with  refon  gay ; 
By  mine  advice  Love  fhall  be  contrarie 
To  his  avail,  and  him  eke  diftionoure, 
So  that  in  Courte  he  fhall  no  more  fojoure. 

Take  hede  (quod  {he  this  litil  Philobone) 
Where  Envie  rockith  iu  the  cornir  yonde, 
And  fittith  derke,  and  ye  {hal  fe  anone 
His  lene  bodie,  hi&  fading  face  and  honde ;  , 
Him  felf  he  frettith,  as  I  undirftondc, 
Witne{fe  of  Ovide  Metamorphofofe  ; 
The  lovir's  fo  he  is,  I  will  not  glofe  : 

For  where  a  lovir  thinkith  him  promote 
Envie  wil  grutche,  repining  at  his  wele  ; 
It  fwellith  fore  about  his  herds  rote, 
That  in  no  wife  he  canne  not  live  in  hele; 
And  if  the  faithful  to  his  lady  ftele 
Envie  will  noife  and  ringe  it  rcunde  aboute, 
And  fey  moch  worfe  than  done  is.  out  of  doute. 
And  Privie  Thought,  rejoyfing  of  him  felfe, 
Stode  not  ferre  thens  in  abite  mervilous; 
Yon  is,  thought  I,  iome  fpii  ite  or  fome  elfe, 


His  fotil  image  is  fo  curious  ; 
How  is  (quod  I)  that  he  is  fhadid  thtTS 
With  yondir  cloth,  I  n'ot  of  what  coloure  ? 
And  nere  I  went,  and  gan  to  lere  and  pore, 

And  fainid  him  a  queftion  ful  harde  ; 
Whate  is  (quod  I)  the  thing  thou  lovift  befte, 
Or  what  is  bote  unto  thy  painis  harde  ? 
Me  thinke  thou  livift  here  in  gret  unreft, 
'J'hou  wand  rift  aye  from  fouth  to  eft  and  weft, 
And  icft  to  northe  :  as  fcrre  as  I  canne  fe 
There  is  no  place  in  Court  may  holdin  the. 

'Whom  foluv/eft  thcu  ?  wher  is  thy  hert  ifet  ? 
But  my  deniaunde  afoile  I  the  require. 
Me  thought  (quod  he)  no  creature  may  let 
Me  to  ben  here  and  where  as  I  defire, 
For  whare  as  Abfence  hath  done  out  the  fire 
My  mery  thought  it  kindeleth  yet  again?, 
That  bodily  me  thinke  with  my  foveraine 

I  ftand,  and  fpeke,  and  laugh, and  kiife,  andhal 
So  that  my  thought  co'mfortith  me  ful  oft ; 
I  think,  God  wote,  though  al  the  world  be  falfe 
I  wil  be  true  ;  I  thinke  alfo  howe  fofte 
My  lady  is  in  fpeche,  and  this  on  loft 
Bringith  mine  herte  with  joie  and  gret  gladnefTe, 
This  privey  thought  alaieth  mine  hevinefle. 

And  whate  I  thinke  or  where  to  be  no  man 
In  al  this  erthe  can  tel  ywis  but  I, 
And  eke  there  n'is  no  fwalow  fwift  ne  fwan 
So  wight  of  wing,  ne  halfe  fo  yerne  can  fiie, 
For  I  canne  ben,  and  that  right  fodenly, 
In  heven,  in  hell,  in  paradife,  and  here, 
And  with  my  la"dy  whan  I  wil  defire.         _ 

lam  of  couiifcl  ferre  and  wide  1  wote 
With  lorde  and  lady,  and  ther  privitie 
I  wotte  it  al,  and  be  it  hote  or  colde 
They  {hall  not  fpeke  without  licence  of  me ; 
1  myne  in  foche  as  f^fonable  be, 
For  firfte  the  thing  is  thought  within  the  hert 
Er  any  worde  oute  from  the  mouth  afterte. 

And  with  that  word  Thought  bad  farewel  and 
Eke  furthe  went  I  to  fene  the  C  ourt'is  guife,  [yede; 
And  at  the  dore  came  in,  fo  God  me  fpede, 
Twenty  couiteours  of  age  and  of  afiife, 
Liche  high  and  brode,  and  as  I  me  advife 
The  Goldin  Love  and  Ledin  Love  they  hight, 
The  tone  was  fad,  the  t'odir  glad  and  light. 

Yes,  draw  your  hert  with  all  your  force  and 
To  lutUndYe,  and  ben  as  ye  have  feid.  [might 

And  thinke  that  I  no  drope  of  favour  hight, 
Ne  ner  had  unto  your  delire  obeide, 
I'il  fodenly  me  thought  me  was  affraied 
To  fene  YOU  waxe  fo  dede  of  countinaunce, 
And  Pile  bade  me  done  you  fume  plcfaunce  ; 

Oute  of  her  fhrir.e  {he  rofe  from  deth  to  live, 
And  in  mine  ere  ful  privily  {he  {pake, 
Doth  not  your  fcrvaunt  hens  away  to  drive, 
Rofial,  (quod  me)  and  than  mine  herte  brake, 
For  tendiriche,  and  where  I  founde  moch  lacke 
n  your  perfone,  then  I  my  felf  bethought, 
And  faide  This  is  the  man  myne  herte  hath  fought* 

Gramercy  !  Pite,  might  I  not  fuffice 
To  yeve  due  laude  unto  thy  mrine  of  golde  ? 
God  wotte  I  wold,  for  fuh  that  ye  did  rife 
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From  deth  to  live  for  me  I  am  behold 

To  thankin  you  a  thoufand  tymis  tolde, 

And  eke  my  lady  Rofial  the  ftiene, 

Whiche  hath  in  comforte  fet  mine  herte  I  wene. 

And  here  I  make  myne  proteftacion, 
And  depely  fwere  as  mine  powir  to  bene 
Faithful,  devoide.  of  variacjon, 
And  her  forbere  in  angir  or  in  tene, 
And  ferviceable  to  my  worid'is  quene 
With  al  my  refon  and  intelligence, 
To  done  her  honour  high  and  reverence. 

I  had  not  Ipoke  fo  ibne  the  worde  but  fhe 
My  foverain  did  thanke  me  hertily, 
And  faid,  Abide,  ye  fhal  dwelle  ftill  with  me 
Till  fefon  come  of  May,  for  than  truly 
The  king  of  Love  and  al  his  company     ^ 
Shall  holde  his  fefte  ful  rially  and  welle ; 
And  there  I  bode  til  that  the  fefon  felle. 

On  May- day  whan  the  lark  began  to  ryfe 
To  matins  went  the  lufty  nightingal 
Within  a  temple  fhapin  nauthorn  wife, 
He  might  not  flepe  in  all  the  nyghtirtale, 
But  Domine  labia  gan  fee  crie  and  gale ; 
My  lippis  of  in,  lord  of  Love,  I  crie, 
And  let  my  mouth  thy  fraijing  noiv  beiurye. 

The  egle  fang  Venite  bodies  al, 
And  let  us  joye  to  Love,  that  is  oure  helth, 
And  to  the  defke  anon  they  gah  to  fall, 
And  who  came  late  he  precid  in  by  ftelth, 
Then  faied  the  faucon,  our  owen  hertis  welth, 
Domine  Dcminus  nofter,  I  wote 
Ye  be  the  god  thai  donne  us  brenne  thus  hote. 

Cteli  enarrant,  faid  the  popingay, 
Your  might  is  told  in  heven  and  firmament, 
And  then  came  in  the  goldfinche  frefhe  and  gay, 
And  faied  this  pfalme  with  hertely  glad  intent, 
Domini  ejl  terra,  this  Latin  intent 
The  god  of  Love  hath  yerth  in  goviniaitnce, 
And  than  the  wren  gan  fcippin  aud  to  daunce ; 

Jtibe  Domine ,  0  lords  of  Lave  /  I  pray 
Commaunds  me  ivel  this  leffon  for  to  rede, 
This  legende  is  of  al  that  woldin  dye 
Martirs  for  Love,  God  yef  the  foulis  fpede, 
And  to  the  Venus  finge  we  oute  of  drede, 
By  influence  of  al  thy  vertue  grete, 
Befeching*  the  to  kepe  us  in  our  hete. 

The  feconde  leffon  robin  redebrefte  fang, 
Hail  to  the  god  and  goddes  of  our  lay  ! 
And  ta  the  le&orn  amorily  he  fprang, 
Hail,  (quod  he)  o  thou  frefhe  fefon  of  May ! 
Our  monith  glad  that  fingin  on  the  fpray, 
Hail  to  the  flouris  rede,  and  white,  and  blewe, 
Whiche  by  ther  vertue  makith  our  luft  new  ! 

The  thirde  leffon  the  turtil  dove  toke  up, 
And  therat  lough  the  mavis  in  a  fcorne, 
tfe  faid,  O  God  !  as  mote  I  di.ne  or  fuppe 


This  folifhe  dove  wil  gife  us  al  an  home, 
There  ben  right  here  a  M.  bettir  borne 
To  rede  this  leffon,  whiche  as  wel  as  he, 
And  eke  as  hote,  can  love  in  al  degre. 

The  turtil  dove  faid,  Welcom,  weicom  May, 
Gladfom  and  light  to  lovirs  that  ben  trewe, 
I  thanke  the  lord  of  Love  that  doth  purvey 
For  me  to  rede  this  leffon  al  of  dewe, 
For  in  gode  foth  of  corage  I  purfue 
To  ferve  my  make  tyll  deth  us  muft  departe, 
And  than  Tu  autem  fang  he  al  aparte. 

Te  Deiim  amoris  fang  the  thruftil  cocke, 
Tuball  him  felf  the  firfte  mufician 
With  key  of  armony  coude  not  onlocke 
So  fwete  a  tewne  as  that  the  thruftil  can, 
The  lorde  of  Love  ive  praifin  (quod  he)  than, 
And  fo  done  al  the  foulis  grot  and  lite, 
Honour  we  May  in  fals  lovirs  difpite. 

Dominus  regnavit,  faid  the  pecocke  thcje, 
The  lord  of  Love,  that  mighty  prince  iiuisy 
.  He  is  reccvid  here  and  every  tvhere, 
Nowe  Jubilate  fang,  what  menith  this  ? 
Said  than  the  lynet,  Welcom  lord  of  b>ffi. 
Oute  fteite  the  owle  with  Btnedicits  ! 
What  menith  al  this  mery  fare  ?  (quod  he.) 

Laudatc  fang  the  larke  with  voice  ful  far  il, 
And  eke  the  kight  0 \adwirabile ! 
This  quire  wil  throw  min  eris  pers  and  thril, 
But  what?  weicom  this  May  fefon  (quod he) 
And  honoure  to  the  lord  of  Love  mote  be, 
That  hath  this  fefte  fo  folempne  and  fo  hie  ; 
Amen  faid  al,  and  fo  faid  eke  the  pie. 

And  forth  the  cockowe  gan  precede  anon 
With  Benedifiits!  thanking  God  in  haft   v';  'ai'~- 
That  in  this  May  woue  vifite  them  echon, 
And  gladdin  them  al  while  the  feft  fhal  \4&a 
And  therwithal  a  laugtf'tir  oute  he  brafte, 
I  thanke  it  God  that  1  fhuld  ende  the  fong, 
And  al  the  fervice  whiche  hath  ben  fo  long. 
Thus  fang  they  al  the  fervice  of  the  fefte, 
And  that  was  done  right  erly  to  my  dome, 
And  furth  goth  al  the  Courte  both  moft  and  left 
To  fetche  the  flouris'frefh,  andbraunch,and  blom, 
Andnamelyhauthornbroughtbothpageandgrom 
With  frefli  garlantis,  party  blew  and  white, 
And  than  rejoyfin  in  ther  grete  delite. 

Eke  eche  at  othir  threwe  the  flouris  bright 
The  prymerofe,  the  violcte,  and  the  gold, 
So  than  as  I  beheld  the  roial  fight 
My  lady  gan  me  fodenly  behold, 
And  with  a  trewe  love  plitid  many'  a  folde 
She  fmot  me  through  the  very  herte  as  bUre} 
And  Venus  yet  I  thanke  1  am  alive. 


M  m  iij. 


Iff 
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THE     REMEDIE    OF    LOVE. 

This  book,  taken  for  the  mofl  part  out  of  The  Proverbs  of  Solomon,  is  a  warning  to  laks 
heed  of  the  deceitful  company  of  women, 

THE      PROLOGUj:. 


SEYNG  the  manyfolde  inconvenience 

Falling  by  unbrydlid  profperite, 

Whiche  is  not  temprid  with  moral  prudence, 

Nothing  more  welthie  than  in  youth'is  frelte, 

Movid  I  am  bothe  of  right  and  equite 

To  youth'is  wele  fomwhat  for  to  endite 

Whereby  he  may  himfelfin  fafecondite. 

.    And  firfte  I  note  as  a  thinge  moft  noyous, 

And  unto  youth  a  grevous  malady, 

Amongis  us  callid  love  encombrous, 

Vexyng  alway  yonge  peple  ftraungely, 

Oftin  by  force  it  caufith  'hem  to  dye, 

And  age  is  alfo  turmentid  by  love, 

I  mene  bineth  the  girdle'  and  not  above. 

Wherfore  this  werke,  whiche  is  right  laborous, 
For  age  me  nedith  nat  in  honde  to  take, 
To  youthe  me  owith  to  be'  obfequious ; 
Nowe  I  begin  thus  to  \vorke  for  his  fake, 
Whiche  may  the  fervence  of  love  aflake, 
To  the  lovir  as  a  mitigative, 
To  him  that  is  none  a  prefervative. 

That  mighty  lorde  whiche  that  me  govirneth, 
'Tis  Youthe  I  mene,  mefure  if  that  1  pace 
In  every  matir  whiche  that  him  concerneth  : 
Firft,  as  is  behoveful,  I  wol  afke  grace, 
And  forthwithal  now  in  this  fame  place 
Er  I  begin  I  wol  yknele  and  fay 
Thefe  fewe  wbrdis,  and  him  of  helpe  praye  : 

Thou  flouring  Youth,  whiche  haft  the  avauntage 
In  ftrength  of  body,  in  lufte,  and  beaute, 
Alfo  a  precelling  hafte  above  Age 
In  many'  a  finguler  commodite, 
Howe  be  it  one  thing  he  hath  beyonde  the 
To  thy  moft  profite  and  gretift  availe, 
Whiche  fhuld  the  conduit,  I  mene  fad  counfaile. 

And  yet,  gode  lorde,  of  a  prefumpcion 
I  n'il  deprave  thy  might  and  deite, 
I  lyve  but  undir  thy  protection, 
I  am  thy  fubjecte,  I  were  thy  lyverie,        1     1 
For  thou  arte  grounde  of  my  profperite, 


Andfrefhift  flowir  of  al  my  garlapde, 
My  fingu'ler  aide,  as  I  well  undirftande. 

But  as  he  that  oweth  his  lorde  beft  fervice 
And  entire  faithe,  his  honour  to'fupporte, 
Right  fo  I  fpeke,  and  in  none  othir  wife  j 
I  knowlege  my  felf  one  of  the  left  forte 
Of  thy  fervauntes,  to  our  eldirs  comforte, 
Drawe  fadde  counfaile  unto  the  if  thou  lifte, 
The  and  thy  powir  who  male  then  refifte  ? 

Fie  on  Age,  I  lay,  undir  wordis  fewe, 
And  his  erroneous  opinion  ! 
What  fpekift  of  him  whiche  faieth  mofte  untrue 
All  youth  to  be  of  ill  difpoficion  ? 
Dampnith  us  all  without  excepcion, 
And  for  a  colerable  avauntage 
He  faieth  in  hym  reftith  all  counfaill  fage. 

Well  fothly  maie  fadde  counfaile  in  him  reft, 
But  yet  his  dedis  ben  full  ferre  therefro ; 
He  maie  wel  fayin  with  our  parifhe  preft, 
Doith  as  T  faie  and  not  as  I  do  ; 
For  I  my  felfin  know  wele  one  or  two 
Well  ftrickin  in  age  that  for  neighbourhedde 
Ywollin  to  thcr  neighbours  wivisbedde. 

He  will  in  prefencc  of  the  yonge  man 
Her  clippe  and  kifie,  ye,  and  her  doune  ylaie, 
And  to  blere  his  eye  thus  he  fayith  than, 
O  fuffre  yet  olde  Morell  for  to  plaie, 
Now  have  I  doin  that  I  can  or  maie  : 
Thus  he  fayith  her  hufband  for  to  queme, 
That  he  nor  no  man  fhouldin  not  mifdeme. 

In  worde  nor  tlede  nedith  him  not  be  coie, 
It'is  impoffible  that  he  doe  amifle  : 
If  the  yong  man  fpeke,  anon  he  faieth,  Boic, 
To  rebuke  age  befemeth  the  not  iwis  : 
And  thus  his  olde  face  aye  his  warrant'is ; 
All  is  in  hym  but  fleight  and  fubtilte, 
And  ferre  from  right  refon,  I  tellin  the. 

And,  fhortly,Age  is  not  abovin  me; 
Age  is  impotent,  and  of  no  refiftence; 
Age  unwcldie  ne  ma.ie  not  fight  nor  fle  ; 
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What  werin  Age  withoutin  my  defence  ? 
Sad  counfailc  faieft,  Givithhym  afiiftence;* 
Right  refon  is  frelhift  where  that  I  ame, 
Wherfore  in  thy  faiyng  thou  art  to  blame. 

Sith  refon  to  me  is  rathir  accompanied 
Then  unto  Age,  whiche  is  the  opinion 
Of  every  wife  man  not  to  be  denied, 
And  fith  fad  counfaile  procedith  of  refon, 
Sad  counfaile  in  me  hath  hischefe  mancion  ; 
This  is  no  naie  ;  but  what  then  is  the  ende 
Of  this  thy  fuafion ;  what  doeft  entende  ? 

Age  to  compare  unto  thync  excellence 
I  n'ill  prefume  hym  fo  to  dignifie, 
Ye  be  not  egall,how  be  it  Experience 
Hym  avauntageth,  for  (he  mofte  certainly 
Hym  techith  what  thing  to  hym  is  contrary, 
And  ofte  to  fore  fe  '-and  warily  efchewe 
Whiche  thou  nevir  affaidift  yet  nor  knewe. 

Experience  makith  a  man  mofte  certain 
Of  thing  erthly,  and  of  neceffite 
Sad  counfaile  requirith  certaintie  plain, 
So  ferre  to  movin  thus  whereto  nede  we  ? 
But  to  my  purpofe,  as  thou  commaundeft  me; 
Shortly  mine  entent  is  thus,  and  none  other, 
Under  thy  licence  to  counfaile  my  brother. 

How  fhouldift  give  any  counfaile  fo  yong, 
Lacking  experience  ?  unto  thine  owne  fpeche 


1  report  me,  I  wote  as  for  thy  tong 
Will  ferve  the  right  wel,  but  than  for  to  tech 
1  doubte  me  left  that  thy  wit  woil  not  rech ; 
Youth  and  Experience  thou  faift  be  not  convert, 
How  fhouldift  thou  then  teche  well  unexpert  ? 

Scripture  witnifii  th  that  God  will  oft  fhitte 
Fro  the'  hie  wittid  man  and  fhew  it  the  child, 
To  hym  I  mene  that  of  his  own:  witte 
Prefumeth  not,  but  is  debonaire  andmilde; 
By  counfaile  I  entend  vertue  to  bilde, 
Whiche  of  myne  elders  part  have  I  borovved, 
And  part  of  experience,  which  I'  have  forowed. 

Well,  than,  if  it  be  as  thou  lettift  fare 
Shewe  forthe  thy  dodrine,  be  not  ought  agafte; 
I  woll  the  fupporte ;  loke  thou  doe  not  fpare 
Maugre  Age,  although  that  he  frete  or  gnafte  ; 
To  aflce  Age  counfail  herein  were  but  waft  : 
Boldely  begin  ;  go  forthe  to  the  proceffe; 
Fere  not,  fithins  thou  art  of  foche  fureneffe. 

Graunt  mercie,  lorde  !  fithin  it  the  doeth  like 
To  licence  me,  now  I  woll  and  dare  boldly 
Aflaile  my  purpofe;  with  fcriptures  autentike 
My  werke  woll  I  ground,  undirfet,  and  fortefie  : 
Afpire  my  ginnyng,  o  thou  wode  Furie 
Ale&o,  with  thy  fuftirs'.^and  in  fpeciall 
To  the,  mother  of  Jiiloufie,  Juno,  I -call. 
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T«is  werke  who  fo  fhall  fe  or  yrede 
dOf  incongruite  do  me  not  impeche ; 
£)rdinatelie  behoveth  me  firft  to  precede 
In  deduccion  thereof,  right  as  the  leche 
His  paciente's  ficknes  oweth  firft  for  to  feche, 
The  which  knowen  medicin  he  fhould  aplie, 
And  fhortly  as  he  can  fhape  remedie. 

Right  fo  by  counfail,  willing  the  to'  exhort, 
O  yong  man  profperous  1  which  doth  abounde 
In  thy  floures  of  lufte,  belongeth  on  the  fert, 
Me  firft  to  confidir  what  'is  rote  and  ground 
Of  thy  mifchefe,  whiche  is  plainlie  yfound 
Woman,  yfarcid  with  fraud  and  difceipt, 
To  thy  confufion  mofte  alledtive  baite. 

Flie  the  mifwoman  left  (he  the  difceve, 
Thus  faith  Salomon,  which  taught  was  fullie 
The  falfhed  of  women  in  his  daies  to'  conceve ; 
The  lips  of  a  ftrumpet  ben  fwetir  than  honie, 
Her  throte  fouplid  with  oile  of  flatirie, 
How  be  it  the  ende  and  effecte  of  all 
Bitterer  is  then  any  wormwode  or  gall. 

Flie  the  mifwoman  if  thou  love  thy  life  : 
.Beware  of  the  ftraungir's  blande  eloquence; 
•Straungir  I  call  her  that  is  not  thy  wife ; 


Of  her  beautie  have  no  concupifcence. 
Her  countinaunce,  pretendyngbenevo'lence; 
Beware  her  fignes  and  eye  fo  amiable, 
Holde  it  for  ferme  thei  ben  difcevable. 

Lo,  here  an  enfample  what  women  be 
In  ther  (ignis  and  continuance  fhortlie  1 
I  woll  fhewin  the  how  loviris  thre 
Ylovid  one  woman  right  entirelie, 
Eche  of  them  knewe  othiri's  maladie, 
Wherefore  it  was  all  ther  daily  labour 
Who  coud  approchin  next  in  her  favour. 

At  fondrie  fefons,  as  fortune  requireth, 
Severallie  thei  came  to  fe  her  welfare, 
But  ones  it  happinid  Love  them  fo'fireth, 
To  fe  ther  ladie  thei  all  would  not  fpare; 
Of  othir's  comyng  none  of  them  were  ware, 
Till  all  thei  mette  whereas  thei  in  o  place 
Of  ther  ladie  fawe  the  defirid  face. 

To  fuppir  fet,  full  fmallie  thei  coude  etc; 
Full  fobir  and  demure  in  countinaunce, 
There  taried  none  of  'hem  for  any  mete. 
But  on  his  ladie  to  give  attendaunce, 
Aud  in  fecrcte  wife  fome  fignifiaunce 
Mm  iiij 
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Of  love  to  have,  the  whiche  percevyng  fhe 
Fetelie'  executid  thus  her  properte. 

In  due  fefon,  as  Ihe  alwaie  afpied 
Every  thyrig  to'  execute  cpnvenieutlie,        .1    . 
Her  one  lovir  firft  frendelie  (he  eyed, 
The  fecond  {he  offred  the  cuppe  fo  curtiflie, 
The  thirde  fhe  gave  a  tokin  fecretlie, 
Undirneth  the  horde  fhe  trade  on  his  fote, 
Through  hisentrailistiklid  the  herte  rote. 

By  your  leye,  might  1  here  afke  a  queftion 
Of  you  my  maiftirs  that  fewe  lov'is  trace. 
To  you  likely  belongeth  the  fplucion 
Whiche  of  thefe  thre  yftode  now  in  her  grace  ! 
Clerely  to  anfwere  ye  would  afke  long  fpace, 
The  mattir  is  doiibtfull  and  opinahle ; 
TO'  afcertain  you  I  woll  my  felf  enable. 

Of  the  fprefayid  thre  my  felf  was  one. 
No  man  can  anfwere  it  bettir  then  I ; 
Hertely  of  us  bilovid  was  there  none, 
But  Watt'is  packe  we  bare  all  by  and  by, 
"Whiche  at  the  laft  I  my  felf  gan  afpie, 
.And  time  as  me  thought  then  I  left  the  dauncc  : 

0  thoughtfull  hertc,  gret  is  thy  grevaunce ! 
Hence  fro  me  !  hence  !  that  me  for  to  endit$ 

Halpe  aie  here  afore,  o  ye  Mufis  Nine ! 
Whilom  ye  were  wont  be  mine  aide  and  light, 
My  penne  to  direct,  my  brain  to'  illumine  ; 
No  lengir,  alas  !  maie  I  fewe  your  doctrine, 
The  frefhe  luftie  metirs  I  wont  to  make 
Have  ben  here  afpre  V  uttirlie  forfaktv 

Come  hither  Erinnys,  and  ye  Furies'  all 
Whiche  fer  ben  undre'  us  nigh  the  nethir  pole, 
Where  Pluto  reignith,  o  kyng  Iirfernall ! 
Sende  out  thine  Arpies,  fend  Anguifhe  and  Dole, 
Miferie  and  Wo,  leve  ye  me  not  loje, 
Of  right  be  prefent  muft  Pain  and  Turment, 
The  pale  Deth  befemeth  not  to  be  abfent. 

To  me  now  I  call  all  this  lothfome  fort 
3VTy  paincs  t'  encrefe,  my  forowes  to  augment, 
For  worthie'  f  am  to'  be  bare  of  all  comfort,1 
Thus  fith'  I  have  confumid  and  mifpent 
Not  onely  my  daies  but  fivefolde  talent 
That  my  Lorde  gave  me,  I  can  not  recompence, 

1  maie  n'ot  to  dcrely'  aby.s  my  negligence. 

By  the'  path  of  penaunce  yet  woll  1  revert 
To  the  well  pf  grace,  mercie  there  to  fetche  j 
Defpifift  not  God  the  meke  contrite  herte, 
Of  the  cocke  crowe,  alas  !  I  would  not  retche, 
And  yet  it  is  not  late  in  the'  feconde  wetche  i' 
"Mercie  fhall  I  purchace  by  'incefiaunt  criyng, 
"The  mercies  of  our  Lorde  er  fhall  I  fyng.     • 

But  w,ell  mayift  thou  waile,  wicked  womaq, 
That  thou  fhuldeft  difceve  thus  an  innocent ; 
In  recompence  of  my  finne,  fo'.  as  I  can, 
To'  al  wol  I  make  and  leve  this  mSnument, 
In  fhewing  part  of  thy  failhed  is  mype  entent, 
For  all  were  to  moche,  I  cann'.pt,  well  I  wote, 
The  caufe  Ihewith  plainly  he  that  thus  wrote. 

If  al  the  yerth  wer  parchment  fcribable, 
Spedie  for  the  hancje,  and  all  manir  wode 
Wer  hewed  and  propprcioned  to  pennis  able, 
All  water  ynke  eithir  in  damme  or  flode, 
Every  man  being  a  parfite  fcribe  and  gode, 
The  curfidncffe  yet'and  defceipt  of  women 
£oud  apt  be  fhewid,  by  the  mene  of  penne. 


I^Iie  all  odious  refemblaunces  i 
The  devil'is  bronde  call  women  I  might. 
Whereby  man  is  encenfid  to  mifchaunces, 
Or  a  ftinkyng  rofe,  that  faire  is  in  fight, 
Or  dedly'  empoifon,  like  the  fugir  white, 
Whiche  by  his  fwetneffe  cuufith  man  to  tail, 
And  fodainly  fleeth  and  bripgeth  him  to'  his  lafk, 

It  'is  not  my  manir  to  ufe  foche  langage, 
But  this  my  dp&rine  as  I  maie  lawfullie 
I'  woll  wholly  grounde  with  audlhpritie  fage, 
Willing  wifedome  and  vertue  edefie  : 
Wine  and  women  into  apoftafie 
Caufe  wifemen  to  fall ;  what  is  that  to  faie  ? 
Of  wifedome  caufe  them  to  forget  the  waie  : 

Wherefore  the  wifemen  doith  the  advife, 
In  whole  wordis  can  be  founde  no  lefyng, 
With  the  ftraungir  to  fittin  in  no  wife 
Whiche  is  not  thy  wife  j  fall  not  in  clippyng 
With  her,  but  beware  eke  of  her  kiffyng, 
Kepe  with  her  in  wine  no  altercacion, 
Left  thyne  herte  fall  by  inclinacion. 

Maie  a  man,  thinkift,  hide  and  fafely  laie 
Fire  in  his  bofpme  without  empairement 
And  brenning  of  his  clothes  ?  or  whider  he  may 
Walke  on  hotte  coljs  his  fete  not  ybrente  * 
A?  who  faith  naie,  and  whereby  is  mentc 
This  forefaied  proverbe  and  fimilitude^ 
But  that  thou  ridde  the  plainly  to  denude 

From  the  flattirirs  forgettyng  her  gide, 
The  gide  of  her  youth,  I  mene  Shamfaftnes, 
Whiche  fhould  caufe  her  maidinhed  to  abide, 
Her  Godd'is  behefte  eke  fhe  full  recheleffe 
Not  retching  committeth  to  forgetfulnes, 
Neithir  God  ne  fhame  in  her  havyng  place; 
fcledis  muft  foche  a  woman  lacke  grace. 

And  all  that  neighin  her  in  waie  of  fm 
To  touine  of  grace  fhall  lacke  the  influence, 
The  pathis  of  life  no  more  to  come  in, 
Wherefore  firft  frende  the  with  Sapience, 
Remembriijg  God,  and  aftir.  with  Prudence, 
To  thyne  owne  wele,  that  fo  thei  may  the  kepe, 
Unto  thyne  herfe  Jeft  her  wordis  crepe. 

In  his  boke  where  I  take  my  mofte  ground, 
And  in  his  Proverbis,  fage  Salomon 
Tellith  a  talc  which  is  plainly  found 
In  the  fiveth  chapter,  whedir  in  dede  don     .  ^^3 
Or  mekely  feined  to  our  inftruccion 
Let  clerkes  determine,  but  this  am  I  fure, 
Moche  like  thyng  I  my  felf  have  had  in  ure. 

At  my  windowe,  faieth  he,  I  lokid  out, 
Faire  yonge  peple  where  I  fawe  many, 
Emong  'hem  all,  as  I  lokid  about, 
To  a  yong  man  fortuned  I  lent  myne  eye, 
Eftraungid  from  his  minde  it  was  likely ; 
By  the'  ftrete  at  a  cprnir,  nigh  his  own  hous, 
He  went  about  with  eye  right  curious. 

When  that  the  daie  his  light  began  withdrawe. 
And  the  night  approchid  in  the  twinlight, 
How  a  woman  came  aad  met  hym  1  fawe, 
Talking  with  him  undir  fhade  pf  the  night ; 
Now.bleflid  be  God  (quod  fhe)  of  his  might, 
Whiche  hath  fuifillid  myne  hert'is  defire, 
Aflaked  my  painis,  which  were  hote  as  fire, 

And  yet  myne  auclhour,  as  it  is  gode  fkilJ-, 
To  folowe  I  muft  tell  her  araiment ; 


THE    RE  ME  DIE    OF    LOVE. 


553 


She  was  full  nice  foulis  like  to  fpill, 
As  nic-  in  countinaunce  yet  as  in  garmente, 
For  janglyng  {he  was  of  reft  impaciente, 
Wandiryng  Hill  in  no  place  {he  yflode, 
But  refileife  now,  and  now  out  forthe  fne  yode  : 
Now  in  the  hous  {he  was,  now  in  the  ftrete, 
No*y  at  a  cornir  {he  ftandeth  in  awaite, 
Inctffauntly  bufie  her  praie  to  gete, 
To  bring  to  the  lure  whom  flic  doith  laite. 
Now  where  I  left  unto  my  mattir  ftraite 
I  woll  tournin  again,  how  {he  hym  met, 
Swetily-kiffid,  and  frendly  him  grctte. 

With  wordes  of  curtifie  many'  and  diverfe, 
Right  as  in  part  I  have  before  ytolde, 
Now  as  I  can  I  purpofe  to  reherfe 
How  fhe  flattiring  faied  with  vifage  bolde, 
I  have  made  vowes  and  offringes  manifolde 
For  thy  fake,  o  myne  herte !  o  my  love  dere  ? 
This  daie  I  thanke  God  all  performid  were  ; 

Therefore  I  came  out  and  m^de  thus  afterte, 
Verie  defirous  your  welfare  to  fe ; 
Now  I  have  feen  you  plefid  is  myne  herte ; 
Jn  faith  {hall  none  yhave  my  love  but  ye  ;        ^ 
As  true  as  I  am  to  you  be  to  me  : 
I  praie  you  hertily,  dere  herte!  come  home, 
No  man  mould  be  to  me  ib  much  welcome. 
And  in  gode  fakhe,  the  fothe  for  to  faie, 
Your  comyng  unto  me  ran  in  my  thought  : 
Harke  in  your  ere ;  my  bedde  freftie  and  gaie 
I  haye  behanged  with  tapettis  new  bought, 
From  Egypte  and  frorn  far  countries  ybrought, 
Steinid  with  many  a  luftie  frefhe  hewe, 
Excedyng  golde  or  jafpir  in  value  : 

My  chambir  is  ftrowed  with  mirre  and  infenfe, 
With  fote  fav'oring  aloes  and  finnamome, 
Brethyng  an  aromatike  redolence, 
jSurmountyng  olibane  in  any  man's  dome  ; 
Ve  {hall  bitwene  my  breftes  reft  if  ye  come; 
Let  us  now  have  our  defirid  halfyng, 
For  we  maie  fafe  be  till  in  the  mornyng. 
'     Myne  hufband  is  Rot  at  home,  he  is  went 
Forthe  in  his  journey  a  farre  waie  from  hence, 
A  bagge  with  money  he  hath  with  hym  hent, 
As  hyni  thought  nedefull  was  for  his  expence  ; 
Unto  my  wordis  give  faith  and  credence  ; 
Now  is  the  mone  yong  and  pf  light  dulle, 
Ere  he  come  home  it  woll  be  at  the  fujle. 
And  thus  craftily  hath  {he  hym  befette 
With  her  lime  rodis,  and  pautir,  and  fnare, 
The  felie  foule  ycaught  hath  in  her  nette, 
Of  her  fwgrid  mouthe,  alas1  nothyng  ware; 
And  thus  is  he  left  grac£lefle  and  bare 
Of  helpe,  and  comfort,  and  ghoftly  fuccour, 
And,  furthirniore,  as  fayith  myne  aucthour, 

As  a  beft  ledde  to  his  deth  doith  papte 
This  yong  man  folowith  her  in  that  ftpunde, 
And  as  a  wanton  lambe  full  ignorance 
How  he  is  pulled  and  drawin  to  be  bpun.de 
JJnto  the  tyme  he  hath  his  deth'is  wounde,, 
And  like  a  birde  that  haftith  to  the  grin, 
Mot  knowyng  the  perill  of  his  life  therein. 

Now,  gentle  fonne,  faith  Salomon,  take  hede, 
My  wordis  in  thy  brcft  kepe  and  make  fafte, 
Let  her  not  thy  mynde  in  her  waies  miflede, 
fiu  not  decevid,  kfith  not  thy  tafte, 


Many  hath  {he  woundid,  many  doune  cafte, 
Many  ftrong  men  by  her  huth  lofte  ther  breth  j 
H  r  waies  arc  waies  of  hellledyng  to  deth. 

And  in  this  lite  narracion  precedente 
The  womanne's  manifolde  tfiltc  I  attende. 
The  yonge  man,  alas,  how  me  hath  ment ! 
Difcevid  her  hufliande  her  own  next  frend  ; 
In  thefe  bothe  her  God  Ihe  doith  offende ; 
To  breke  her  fpoufail  to  her  is  of  no  weight. 
Furdirmore  to  mew  woman's  craft  and  fleight, 

A  woman  at  her  dore  fate  on  a  {tall 
To  fe  folke  pafle  by  ftretes  of  the  cite, 
With  eye  and  countinaunce  eke  flie  gan  call, 
If  there  be  any  pretie*  one.  come  to  me, 
Come  hithir  ye  piggis  nye,  ye  little  babe ! 
At  laft  me  faied  to  a  young  man  hertleffe, 
Of  her  deceipt  unware  and  defencejeffe, 

Moche  fwetir,  {he  faith,  and  more  acceptable, 
Is  drinke  when  it  is  ftollin  privily 
Then  when  it'  is  taken  in  form  avowable ; 
Bread  hiddin  and  gottin  jeoperdouflie 
Ymuft  nedis  be  fwete  and  femblablie ; 
Venifon  ftolin  is  aie  the  fwetir, 
The  ferthir  the  narowir  fet  the  bettir. 

And  whom  this  woman,  faith  Salomon,  feftes 
The  yong  man  wotith  not  whom  me  doth  fede; 
Of  the  darke  depenefle  of  hell  ben  her  geftes  ; 
Beware,  o  ytmg  man!  therefore  I  the  rede, 
And  how  be  it  chiefly  for  thy  gode  fpede 
This  werke  to  compile  I  have  take  in  charge 
I  muft  of  pitie  my  charitie'  enlarge; 

With  the  felie  man  whiche  is  thus  begiled, 
Her  hufband  I  mene,  I  wol  wepe  and  wailc 
His  painfull  infortune,  whereby  reviled 
Caufijeffe  he  is,  nevir  to  convaile  ; 
Every  man  yong  and  olde  woll  him  aflaile 
With  wordes  of  occafion  with  the  loth  name, 
And,  alas,  gode  foule !  he  nothyng  to  blame  : 

But  {he  whiche  that  coud  ib  ill  doe  and  wol,dc_ 
Hers  be  the  blame  for  her  foule  demerite, 
And  leve  that  opprobrious  name  Cuckold 
To  apropir  to  hym  as  in  difpite  : 
Ranfake  yet  we  wouldin  if  that  we  might 
Of  this  worde  the  true  ortographie, 
The  verie  difcent  and  etymologic. 

The  well  and  grounde  of  the  tirfte^nveacion 
To  knowe  the'  ortographie  we  muft  derive, 
Whiche  is  Coke  and  Cold  in  compoficion, 
By  refon  as  nigh  as  I  contrive, 
Then  how  it  is  writtin  we  knowe  belive ; 
But  yet,  lo!  by  what  refon  and  what  grounde 
Ywas  it  of  thefe  two  wordis  compounde  ? 

.As  of  one  caufe  to  give  very  judgement, 
The'  etymology  let  us  firfte  beholde ; 
Eche  lettir  an  whole  worde  doeth  reprefent, 
As  C  put  for  Colde,  and  O  put  for  Olde, 
K  is  for  Knave ;  thus  divers  men  don  holde  : 
The  firfte  parte  of  this  name  we  have  yfounde, 
Let  us  ethimologife  the  fecounde. 

Aa  the  firfte  findir  mente  I  am  right  furc 
C  for  Calot,  for  Of  we  havin  O, 
And  L  for  Leude,  and  D  for  Demenure, 
The  craft  of  the'  enventour  ye  maie  fe,  lo ! 
How  one  nttfne  fignifieth  perfonis  two, 
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.A  Colde  Old e  Knave,  Cokcolci  himfelf  wenyng, 
And  eke  a  Calot  of  Leude  Demenyng. 

The  i'econde  caufe  of  the'  impoficion 
Of  thrt  forefayid  name  was  jeloufie  : 
To  be  jeloufe  is  gretift  occafion 
To  be  cokcold  that  men  can  wel  afpie, 
And  though  the  paflion  be  very  firie, 
Atid  of  continuell  fervenr e  and  hete, 
The  pacient  aye  fuffrith  colde  on  his  fete. 

And  who  that  'is  jel'ous  and  aye  in  a  drede 
Js  full  of  melancolie  and  gallic  ire; 
His  wiv'is  nofe  if  fhe  onis  mifletrede 
He  woll  cut  off,  ye,  and  he  woll  confpire 
His  deth  who  evir  that  woll  her  defire, 
Whiclie  fhe  percevyng  braftith  ftreight  his  gall ; 
And  anone  his  grete  wodeneffe  doith  fall. 

As  fone  as  fhe  hath  knit  for  him  that  knot 
Now  is  he  tame  that  was  fo  ramagious ; 
Mekely  fittith  he  doune  and  takith  his  lot ; 
Layid  ben  now  his  lokes  fo  furious, 
And  he  but  late  as  a  coke  batailous, 
Hote  in  his  quarell,  to  avenge  hym  bolde, 
Now  is  he  .callid  bothe  Coke  and  Colde. 

This  faying,  to'  all  curtifie  diffonant, 
Which  yfemith  that  it  of  malice  grewe, 
In  this  rude  tretife  I  ne  wol!  not  plant 
As  parcill  thereof,  but  onely  to  fhewe 
The  opinion  of  the  talcatife  fhrewe, 
Whiche  in  il'  faiyng  is  ever  merie 
No  man  'a?  I  i   thereof  fo  werie. 

But  I  as  parcill  of  this  my  lite  boke 
Woll  graffin  in  fome  fadde  counfaill  wherby 
The  weddid  man,  if  that  he  daigne  to  loke 
In  it,  the  bettir  fhall  mowin  hym  gie, 
And  provide  for  his  faied  infortunie, 
Whiche  as  I  have  fayid  with  him  complaine 
I  woll,  as  partinir  of  his  grete  paine. 

As  mofte  expedient  unto  his  wele 
I  woulde  that  all  jeloufie  were  abje&e, 
If  he  be  jelous  that  he  it  concele, 
And  in  his  labour  be  full  circumfpe&e, 
To  knowe  her  waies  if  thei  femin  fufpedte, 
And  not  for  to  breke,for  one  worde  brokin 
She  woll  not  miffe  but  fhe  woll  be  brokin. 

Forbid  her  not  that  thou  n'oldift  have  don, 
For  loke  what  thyngfo  e'ere  fhe  is  forbod 
To  that  of  all  thyngis  fhe  is  mofl  prone, 
Namily  if  it  be  ill  and  no  gode  ; 
Till  it  be  executid  fhe'  is  nigh  wode  '. 
Soche  is  a  woman,  and  foche  is  her  fete ; 
Her  craft  by  craft  than  labour  to  defete. 

tf  thou  hereaftir,  now  a  fingle  man, 
Shouldift  be  jelous  if  thou  haddeft  a  wife, 
Wedde  not  but  if  thou  can  trufl  a  woman, 
For  els  fhouldift  thou  lede  a  carefull  life  ; 
That  thou  mofte  lothift  fhould  ybe  full  rife; 
Yet  I  ne  will  gainfaie  matrimonie, 
But  JVlellus  eft  nuberc  quam  uri. 

That  is  to  faie,  Bettir  is  in  wedlocke 
A  wife  to  take,  as  the  churche  doith  kenne, 
Then  for  to  ben  undir  the  flefh'is  yoke, 
In  fkfhlie  luftis  alwaie  for  to  brenne; 
But,  as,  I  fayid,  for  all  jeious  menne, 
So  thei  livin  chafte,  I  holde  it  lafle  ill 
That  thei  ue  wedde  not  than  them  fSlfin  fpill. 


The  fingle  man  whiche  that  is  yet  to  wedde. 
And  not  the  weddid  man,  thus  I  arede, 
To  warne  hym  now  he  is  to  farre  yfpeddc, 
It  is  all  to  late  hym  for  to  forbede, 
But  let  hym  take  as  for  his  owne  nede 
Soche  counfaile  as  is  hym  before  ytolde, 
Thefe  wordis  folowyng  eke  to  beholde. 

Thy  watir  to  kepe  the  wifeman  doth  teche, 
That  thou  in  no  wife  let  it  have  iffue, 
At  a  narowe  rifte  waie  it  woll  yfeche  ; 
And  femblablie  the  woman  that  'is  untrue 
To  give  her  fre  walke  in  all  wife  efchue  ; 
If  fhe  at  large,  not  at  thine  hande,  walke 
She  woll  the  fhamin,thou  {halt  it  not  balke. 

Weddid  or  fingle  thus  faith  the  wifeman, 
Her  which  that  both  dale  and  night  evirmore 
Lithe  in  thy  bofome,  wife  or  yet  lemman, 
Love  not  to  hote,  left  thou  repent  it  fore, 
Left  fhe  the  bryngin  into  fome  ill  lore  : 
Thy  wife  not  to  love  yet  I  n'ill  fupport, 
But  that  thou  doe  not  thus  I  the  exhort. 

Lo  !  if  thou  love  her  love  thine  honeftie  ; 
Be  {lie  not  idill  for  what  woll  betide  ; 
If  fhe  fit  idle'  of  very  neceffitie 
Her  minde  woll  ferchin  ferre  and  eke  wide, 
Namelie  if  fhe  be  not  accompanide  : 
How  accompanied  ?  not  with  yonge  men, 
But  with  maidinis  I  mene  or  women. 

Maidin  fervauntes  be  light  convenient 
In  houfe  to  helpin  to  doe  her  fervice, 
In  whom  fhe  maie  ufe  her  commanndement 
In  the  fefon  all  at  her  owne  device ; 
To  techin  'hem  gode  yeve  her  thine  advice 
To  make  them  hufwifis  :  thus  bufinefie 
Maie  yet  refrainin  her  from  idleneffe. 

But  bid  not  her  that  thou  wolt  have  her  do, 
Of  thine  entent  that  might  be  a  lettyng, 
But  craftily  encourage  her  therto 
By  othir  menis,  as  by  commendyng, 
*And  not  to  moche,  but  dailyng  mengyng 
Bothe  praife  and  blame1,  and  in  thy  refon 
Firft  raife  wifily  the  place  and  fefon. 

Of  faithfull  will  and  herte  full  jtender 
One  thing  I  call  into  rememberaunce 
Again,  which  though  my  wif  be  to  flender 
Aitir  my  powir  and  my  fuffifaunce 
I  purpofe  to  makin  a  purveiaunce, 
Sith  women  of  nature  ben  chaungeable, 
Frele,  and  not  ware,  alfo  difcevable. 

Be  it  that  thy  wife  be  excellently  gode, 
That  none  be  bet  of  difpoficion, 
In  procefle  of  time  fhe  might  turn  her  mode 
By  fome  mifie-liver's  inftigacion  ; 
Divers  men  to  thilke  occupacion 
Aplyin  daily  ther  mynde  and  eke  herte, 
From  ther  godenefle  frele  women  to  perverte. 

If  thou  afpie  any  fufpe<5t  perfon, 
Drawe  to  thy  wife,  beware  in  alle  wife ; 
To  hym  nor  her  of  thy  fufpeccion 
Breke  not  one  worde  though  that  thine  herte; 
Kindle  no  fire  andnofmoke  ivoll  arife  : 
Although  he  be  of  a  corrupt  entent 
She  peraventure  is  not  of  affent. 
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ER  bethe  four  ehingis  that  maketh  man  afole; 
lonour  firft  puttith  him  into  outrage, 
fljid  aldir  next  folitarie  and  fole ; 
rhe  fecond  is  unwcldy  crokid  age ; 


Women  alfo  bring  men  into  dotage ; 
And  mighty  wine  in  many  divers  wife 
Diftemprin  folke  which  ben  yholdin  wife. 


YET  OF   THE   SAME. 


THER  ben  four  thingis  caufing grete  folye ; 

lonour  firft ;  and  fecond  unwildy  age ; 
Women  and  wine  I  dare  eke  fpecify 

fmake  wife  men  fallin  into  dotage ; 


Wherfore  by  counfell  of  philofophers  fage 
In  gret  honour  lernith  this  rule  of  me, 
With  thine  eflate  havith  humilite. 


* 


MOTTO    TO   JACK   UPLAND. 


OF  freris  I  have  told  before 
Now  in  a  making  of  a  crede, 


|  And  yet  I  could  tell  worfe  and  more, 
I  But  men  would  werrien  it  to  rede. 
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THE   HOUSE   OF   FAME, 


IN    THREE    BOKES, 


In  this  book  isjhewedhow  the  deeds  of  all  men  and  women ,  be  they  good  or  bad> 
carry* d  by  report  topojlerity* 


THE    PROLOGUE. 


GOD  tonrne  ns  everie  dremc  to  gode, 

For.it  is  wondir  thyng  by  the'  rode,  ' 

To  my  wite,  what  caufith  fwevines 

On  the  morowe  or  on  evines, 

And  why  the'  effe&e  foloweth  of  feme, 

And  of  fome  it  fhall  nevir  come, 

Why  that  is  in  avifion, 

And  this  a  revelacion, 

Why  this  drcme,  why  that  a  fweven, 

And  not  19  every  man  liche  even, 

Why  this  a  fahtome'  why  that  oricles 

I  n'ot ;  but  whofo  of  thefe  miracles 

The  caufiesknowithbet  than  I 

Define  he,  for\L  certainly 

Ne  can  'hem  nb,t,  ne  nevir  thinfce 

To  bufie  my  wiite  for  to  fwinke 

To  knowe  of  ther.fignificacions, 

The  gendris  ne  the  diftinccions 

Of  the  tymes  of  'hem,  ne  the  caufis', 

Or  why  that  this  is  more  then  that  is, 

Or  if  folkis  complexions 

Make  'hem  dreme  of  reflexions; 

Or  ellis  thus,  as  other  faine, 

For  the'  grete  feblenefle  of  ther  braine, 

By  abftinence  or  by  fickneffe, 

Uy  prifon,  (brief,  or  grete  diltreffe ; 


Or  ellis  by  difordinatince, 

Qr  natural  accuftomaunce, 

That  fome  men  be  to  curious 

In  ftudie  or  melancolious; 

Or  thus,  fo  inly  full  of  drede 

That  no  man  male  'hem  bote  rede  j 

Or  ellis  that  devocion 

Of  fome  and  contem|lacion 

Caufin  to  them  foche  dremis  oTte ; 

Or  that  the  cruii  life  unfofte 

Of  'hem  that  unkind  lovis  ledeh, 

That  oftin  hopin-moche  or  dreden. 

That  purely  ther  impreffions 

Caufin  'hem  to  have  vifions  : 

Or  if  that  fpirites  han  the  might 

To  makin  folke  to  dreme  on  night, 

Or  if  the  foul  of  propir  kinde 

Be  fo  pcrfite  as  men  yfinde, 

That  it  wele  wote  what  is  to  come, 

And  that  he  warnith  all  and  fome 

Of  everiche  of  ther  avintures 

By  avifions  or  by  figures, 

But  that  our  flefh  ne  hath  no  might 

To  underftandin  it  aright, 

For  it  is  warnid  to  derkely, 

But  why  the  caufe  is  not  wote  Ij 
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/ell  wotin  of  this  thynge  clerkes 
"hat  treten  of  that  and  othir  werkes, 

of  none  opinion 
Till  as  now  makin  mencion, 
Jut  only  that  the  holy  rode 
burning  us  every  dreme  to  gode, 
for  nevir  fithin  I  was  borne, 
Je  no  man  ejlis  me  beforne, 
fniettc  I  trowe  right  ftedfaftly 

wondirfull  a  dreme  as  I 
"he  tenthe  daie  now  of  December, 
"ic  whiche,  as  I  can  remember, 
woll  you  tellin  every  dele  : 
tat  at  beginnyng  truftith  wele 
woll  make  invocacion 
fith  devoute  fpeciall  devocion 
Jnto  the  god  of  Slepe  anone, 
lat  dwellith  in  a  cave  of  ftone, 
Jpon  a  ftreme  that  cometh  fro  Lete, 
~~iat  is  a  flode  of  hell  unfwete, 
5fide  a  fulke  men  clepe  Cimerie 

ire  flepith  aye  this  god  unmerie, 
With  his  flepie  thoufande  fonis ; 
That  alwaie  to  flepe  ther  won  is ; 
And  to  this  god  that  I  of  rede 
Praie  I  that  he  wollin  me  fpede 
My  fwevin  for  to  tell  aright, 
If  every  dreme  ftande  in  his  might, 


And  he  that  movir  is  of  all 
That  is  and  was,  and  evir  fhall, 
So  give  'hem  joy£that  it  here 
Of  all  that  thei  dremin  to  yere, 
And  for  to  ftandin  all  in  grace 
Of  ther  lovis,  or  in  what  place 
That  'hem  were  levift  for  to  ftonde, 
And  flialde  'hem  from  poverte'  and  fhonde, 
And  from  every'  unhappe  and  difefe, 
And  fende  "hem  that  which  maie  'hem  plefe, 
That  takith  well  and  fcdrnith  nought, 
Ne  it  mifdemin  in  ther  thought 
Through  malicious  entencion; 
And  whofo  through  pfefumpcion, 
Or  hate,  or  fcornu,  or  though  envic, 
Difpite,  or  jape,  of  fclonie, 
Mifdeme  it,  praie  I  Jefus  gode, 
Dreme  he  barefote  or  dreme  he  fhode, 
That  every  harme  that  any  man 
Hath  had  fithin  the  worlde  began 
Befall  hym  thereof  ot  he  fterve, 
And  graunt  that  he  maie  it  deTerve  ! 

Lo  !  with  fight  foche  conclufiou 
As  had  of  his  avifion 
Crefus,  that  was  the  Kyng  of  Lyde, 
That  high  upon  a  gibet  dyde, 
This  prayir  fhall  he  have  of  me, 
I  am  no  bette  in  charite, 
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NTow  hcrkin,  as  I  have  you  faied, 
What  that  I  mette  or  I  abraied. 
Of  December  the  tenith  daie 
When  it  was  night  to  flepe  I  laic. 
Right  as  I  was  wonte  for  to  doen, 
And  fill  aflepe  wondir  fone, 
As  he  that  was  werie  forgo 
On  pilgrimage  milis  two 
To  the  corps  of  Sain6t  Leonards, 
To  makin  lithe  that  erft  was  hardc. 

But  as  me  ilept  me  mette  1  was 
Within  a  ter^ple'  imade  of  glas, 
In  whiche  there  werin  mo  images 
Of  golde  ftandyng  in  fondrie  ftages, 
Sette  in  mo  riche  tabirnacles, 
Ajid  with  perr£  mo  pinnacles. 


An4  mo  curious  portraituris 
And  queint  manir  of  figuris 
Of  golde  worke  then  I  fawe  evir  : 

But  certainly  I  n'ift  nevir 
Where  that  it  was,  but  well  wift  I 
It  was  of  Venus  redily 
This  temple,  for  in  purtreiture 
I  fawe  anone  right  her  figure 
Nakid  yfletyng  in  a  fe, 
And  alfo  on  her  hedde  parde 
Her  rofy  garland  white  and  redde, 
And  her  combe  for  to  kembe  her  heddCj 
Her  dovis,  and  Dan  Cupido 
Her  blinds  fonne,  and  Vulcano, 
That  in  his  face  ywas  full  broune. 

But  as  I  romid  up  anddoima 
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1  founde  that  on  the  wall  there  was 
Thus  writtin  on  a  table"  of  bras; 

/  tv ell  ncivjitig,  if  that  1  cany 
*TLe  armies  and  a/fe  the  man 
That  firjl  came  through  his  dejline 
fugitiff  fro  Troye  the  countr'e 
Jnto  Italic ,  with  full  mochc  pine  t 
Unto  tbffondh  of  La-vine  : 

And  tho  began  the  ftorie'  anone 
As  I  fhall  teilin  you  echone. 
Firft  fawe  I  the  diftruccion 
Of  Troie  thorough  the  Greke  Sinon 
With  his  falfe  untrue  forfwerynges, 
And  with  his  chere  and  his  lefynges, 
That  made  a  horfe  brought  into  Troye 
By  whiche  Trojans  lofte  all  ther  joye. 

And  aftir  this  was  graved,  alas  ! 
How  Ilion's  caftill  aflailed  was 
And  won,  and  Kyng  Priamus  flain, 
And  Polites  his  Tonne  certain, 
Difpitoufly  of  Dan  Pyrrhus. 

And  next  that  fawe  I  howe  Venus,- 
When  that  fhe  fawe  the  caftill  brende,- 
Doune  from  hevin  fhe  gan  dtfcende, 
And  bade  her  fonne  ./Eneas  fle, 
And  how  he  fled,  and  how  that  he 
Elcapid  was  from  all  the  pres, 
And  toke  his  fathre',  olde  Anchifes, 
And  bare  hym  on  his  backe  awaie, 
Crying  Alas  and  Welawaie  ! 
The  whiche  Anchifes  in  his  hande 
Bare  tho  the^goddis  of  the  lande, 
1  mene  thilke  that  unbrennid  were. 
,    Then  fawe  I  next  that  all  in  fere 
How  Creufa,  Dan  ./Eneas  wife, 
Whom  that  he  lovid  all  his  life,  t 

And  her  yong  fonne  clepid  Julo, 
And  eke  Afcanius  alfo, 
Fleddin  eke  with  full  drerie  chere, 
That  it  was  pite  for  to  here, 
And  in  a  foreft  as  thei  went 
How  at  a  tournyng  of  a  went 
Creufa  was  ilofte,  alas  \ 
That  rede  not  I  how  that  it  was, 
How  he  her  fought,  and  how  her  ghofte 
Bad  hym  to  flie  the  Grekis  hofte, 
And  faied  he  muft  into  Itaile, 
As  was  his  deftinie  fauns  faile, 
That  it  was  pitie  for  to  here, 
When  that  her  fpirite  gan  appere, 
The  wordis  that  fhe  to  hym  faied, 
And  for  to  kepe  her  fonne  hym  praied. 

There  fawe  I  gravin  eke  how  he, 
His  fathir  eke  and  his  meine, 
With  his  fhippis  began  to  faile 
Toward  the  countrey  of  Italic 
As  ftreight  as  ere  thei  mightin  go. 

There  fawe  I  eke  the  cruill  Juno, 
That  art  Dan  Jupiter  his  wife. 
That  haft  ihatid  all  thy  life 
Mercilefs  all  the  Trojan  blode, 
Rennin  and  crie  as  thou  were  wode 
On  ./Eolus,  the  god  of  Windes, 
To  blewij*  out  of  alle  kinde* 
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So  loud£,  that  he  fhould  ydrenche 
Lord  and  ladie,  and  grome  and  wenche, 
Of  all  the  Tojanis  nacion 
Without  any'  of  ther  falvacioh. 

There  fawe  I  foche  tempeft  arife 
That  every  herte  might  agrife 
To  fe  it  paintid  on  the  wall. 

There  fawe  I  eke  gravin  withal! 
Venus,  how  ye,  my  ladie  dere  ! 
Ywepyng  with  full  wofull  chere, 
Yprayid  Jupiter  on  hie 
To  fave  and  kepia  that  navie 
Of  that  dere  Trojan  ./Eneas, 
Sithins  that  he  yonr  fonne  y  was. 

There  fawe  I  Jovis  Venus  kifle, 
And  grauntid  was  of  the'  tempeft  lifife. 

There  fawe  I  how  the  tempeft  ftente. 
And  how  with  alle  pine  he  went 
And  privilie  toke  a  rivage 
Into  the  countrie  of  Carthage, 
And  en  the  morowe  how  that  he 
And  a  knight  that  hight  Achate 
Ymettin  with  Venus  that  daie 
Goyng  in  a  full  qireinte  araie, 
As  fhe  had  be  an  huntireffe, 
With  winde  blowing  upon  her  treffe, 
And  how  ./Eneas  gan  to  plaine, 
When  that  he  knewe  her,  of  his  paine,, 
And  how  his  fhippis  dreint  ywere 
Or  els  ilofte,  he  n'ifte  not  where, 
How  fhe  began  hym  comtorte  tho, 
And  bade  hym  unto  Carthage  go. 
And  there  he  fhould  his  folke  yfihde 
That  in  the  fe  were  left  behinde  : 
And,  fhortly  of  this  thyng  to  pace. 
She  made  JEneas  fo  in  grace 
Of  Dido,  Quene  of  that  countre, 
That,  fhortly  for  to  tellin,  fhe 
Became  his  love,  and  let  hym  do 
All  that  weddyng  ylongith  to  : 
What  fhould  I  fpekin  it  more  quainte, 
Or  pain  me  my  word!  s  to  painte  ? 
To  fpeke  of  love  it  well  not  be, 
I  can  not  of  that  faculte, 
And  eke  to  tellen  of  the  manere 
How  that  thei  firft  acquaintid  were 
It  were  a  long  proceffe  to  tell, 
And  ovir  long  for 'you  to  dwell 

There  fawe  I  grave  howe  JEneas 
Tolde  to  Dido  every  caas 
That  hym  was  ti-ddc  upon  the  fe. 

And  eft  gravin  was  how  that  fhe ' 
Made  cfhym,  fhortly  at  a  worde, 
Her  life,  her  love,  her  luft,  her  lorde. 
And  did  to  hym  all  reverence, 
And  laied  OB  hym  all  the  difpence 
That  any  woman  might  ydo, 
Wenyng  that  it  had  all  be  fo 
As  he  her  fwore,  and  hereby  demed 
That  he  was  gode,  for  he  foche  femed  ; 
Alas  !  "what  harme  doth  apparence 
When  it  is  falfe  in  exigence  ! 
For  he  to  her  a  traitour  was, 
Wherefore  fhe  flowe  her  felfjala* ! 
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Lo,  how  a  woman  doeth  anib 

To  love  him  that  unknowin  is  ! 
I  For  by  Chrift  lo  thus  it  farith, 
\  It  is  not  all  golde  ilat  glaritb  ; 

For  al  fo  broke  I  well  myne  heddc 

'There  male  be  .:ndir  godelibedde 

Covirid  many  a  Jbreude  vice  ; 
I  Therefore  let  n-..  wight  be  fo  nice 
HLFo  take  a  love  only  for  cherc, 
Ibr  fpeche.  or  for  frendly  manere, 
fifror  this  fhall  every  woman  finde 
I  That  fome  man  of  his  pure  kinde 
I  Woll  fhewin  outward  the  fairift 
I  Kll  he  have  caught  that  what  hym  lift, 
I  And  then  anon  woll  caufis  finde, 
I  And  fwere  how  that  fhe  is  unkinde, 

Or  falfe,  or  privie',  or  double  was  : 

All  this  faie  I  by  ./Eneas 

And  Dido,  and  her  nice  left, 

That  lovid  all  to  fone  a  geft; 

Wherefore  I  woll  faie  o  proverbe, 

That  He  thatfullie  kno-wetb  the  berbc 

JWaie  fafely  late  it  to  his  eye  ; 

Withoutin  drede  this  is  no  lie. 
But  let  us  fpeke  of  ./Eneas 

How  he  betrayid  her,  alas  ! 

And  left  her  full  unkindelie, 
So  when  fhe  fawe  all  uttirlie 

That  he  would  her  of  trouthe  faile, 

And  wendin  from  her  into'  Itaile, 

She  gan  to  wring  her  handis  two. 

•    Alas !  (quod  fhe)  that  me  is  wo ! 

Alas  1  is  every  man  thus  true, 

That  every  yere  woll  have  a  newe, 

If  it  fo  1'onge  tyme  endure, 

Or  ellis  thre  peravinture  ? 

And  thus  of  one  he  woll  have  fame 

In  magnifying  his  owne  name, 

An  othir  for  frendfhip  -faith  he, 

And  yet  there  fhall  the  thirde  ybe, 

That  is  ytakin  for  delite, 

Lo  !  'or  els  for  finguler  profite. 

In  foche  wordis  began  complaine.si.v//  • 

This  wofull  Dido  of  her  paine, 

As  me  mette  dremyng  redily, 

None  other  auclour  aledge  woll  !, 
Alas,  (quod  fhe)  my  fwete  herte  ! 

Have  pitie  on  my  forowes  imerte,  .,.•;  L;;<t  I  tu,:: 

And  fle  me  not;  go  not  awaie. 
O  wofull  Dido  !  welawaie  ! 

(Quod  fhe)  unto  her  felvin  tho. 
O  ./Eneas !  what  woll  ye  do  ? 

.O  that  your  love,  neithir  your  bonde, 

Which  that  yefwore  with  your  right  honde, 

Ne  yet  my  my  cruill  deth,  (quod  Ihe) 

Mais  holdin  you  ftill  here  with  me  ! 
O  !  have  ye'  of  my  deth  no  pite  ? 

Iwis,  myne  own  dere  herte  !  that  ye 

Knowin  full  well  that  nevir  yet, 

As  farrc  as  evir  I  had  wit. 

Agilte  you  in  thought  ne  in  dede. 

O  !  have  ye  men  foche  godelihede 
In  fpeche,  and  ner  a  dele  of  trouthe  ? 
Alas,  alas !  that  er  had  rcuthe 
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__ 
Any  woman  on  a  falfe  man ! 

Now  I  fe  well  and  tellin  can 
We  wretchid  women  can  no  arte, 
For  certaine  for  the  mori  parte 
Thus  we  ben  fervid  everichone, 
How  fore  fo  that  ye  men  can  grone; 
Anon  as  we  have  you  received 
Full  certainlie  we  ben  deceved, 
For  though  your  love  laft  u  ceibnr 
Waite  upon  the  conclufion, 
And  loke  eke  how  ye  determine, 
And  for  the  more  partc  define ; 
O  welawaie  that  I  was  born  ! 
For  thorough  you  my  name  is  lorne, 
And  mine  actis  are  redde  and  fong 
O'er  all  this  lande  in  every  tong. 
O  wickid  Fame  !  for  there  n'is 
Nothing  fo  fwifte,  lo  !  as  fhe  is ; 

0  fothe  is,  Every  thing  it  ivijl 
'Though  it  be  coverde  'with  the  rnijl  .* 
Eke  though  that  I  might  durin  ever 
That  I  have  done  recovre'  I  never, 
That  it  ne  fhall  be  faied,  alas  ! 

1  fhamid  was  through  ./Eneas, 
And  that  I  fhall  thus  judgid  be, 

Lo  !  right  as  fhe  hath  doen  now  fhe 
Woll  doen  eftfonis  hardily,  ,     ,4  ;Q7r  -  ? 

Thus  faie  the  peple  privily  ;  ,  fl  , -: . 

But  that  is  doen  n'is  not  done  :  ;  ,1^--.^  ^{ 

But  all  her  complaint  ne  her  monc 
Certain  availed  her  not  a  ftre.  }0  SiiDiilul 

And  when  fhe  wift  fothely  that  he 
Was  forthe  into  his  fhip  agone 
She  into  chambir  went  anone, 
And  callid  on  her  fuftir  Anne, 
And  gan  her  to  complainin  thanne>    <  I  o-,  jil  oiiT 
And  faied  that  file  the  caufe  ywas         -,«sa3L  tizd 
That  fhe  firft  lovid  him,  alas  ! 
And  firft  counfailid  her  thereto ; 
I3ut  what  whan  this  was  faied  and  do- 
She  rofte  her  felyin  to  the  herte,  ?}o;rv 
And  deide  thorough  the  woundis  fmertfi,-     .j* 
But  all  the  manir  how  fhe  deide, 
And  all  the  wordis  how  fhe  feide, 
Who  fo  to  knowe  it  hath  purpofe, 
Rede  Virgile  in  ./Eneidos,                    •  ,-f  */,  - . 
OrtheEpiftilsofOvide, 
What  that  fhe  wrote  or  that  fhe  dide; 
And  n'ere  it  to  longe  to  ejidite  ,  -j  ,vry 
By  God  I  would  it  here  ywrite. 
But  welawaie  !  the  har-me  aod  routh           ^rn  •„•£- 
That  hath  betide  for  foche  mitrouth,  .:Y  ;:( 
As  men  maie  oft  in  bokis  rede, 
And  al  daie  feen  it  yet  in  dede,  .-?'!' 
That  for  to  thinkin  it  tene  is, 

Lo  !  Demophou,  Duke  of  Athertis, 
Mow  he  forfwore  him  falfily, 
And  tiayid  Phyllis  wickidly, 
That  Kmgis  doughtir  was  of  Trace, 
And  falfely  gan  his  terme  pace  ; 
And  whan  fhe  wift  that  he  was  falfe 
She  hong  herfelf  right  by  the  halfe, 
For  he  had  doen  her  fuch  untrouthe  ; 
Lo !  was  not  this  a  wo  and  routh  ? 


THE     HOUSE    OF     FAME. 


Eke  loke  howe  falfe  and  recheles 
Was  to  Brifeida  Achilles, 
And  Paris  eke  to  Oenone, 
And  Jafon  to  Hypfiple, 
And  efte  jafon  to  Medea, 
And  Hercules  to  Deianira, 
For  he  left  her  for  lole, 
That  made  hym  take  his  deth  parde. 

How  falfe  was  eke  Duke  Thefus, 
That  as  the  ftorie  tellith  us 
How  he  betrayid  Adriane  ? 
The  devill  be  his  foul'is  bane  ! 
For,  had  he  laughid  or  iloured, 
He  muft  have  ben  anone  devoured 
If  Ariadne  ne  had  be; 
And  for  fhe  had  of  hym  pite 
She  made  hym  fro  the  deth  efcape,' 
And  he  made  her  a  full  falfe  jape  ; 
For  aftir  this  within  a  while 
He  left  her  flepyng  in  an  ile, 
Defert  alone  right  in  the  fe, 
And  ftale  awaie  and  let  her  be, 
And  toke  her  fuftir  Phsedra  tho 
"With  hym,  and  gan  to  fhippe  ygo ; 
And  yet  he  had  yfworne  to  here, 
On  all  that  evir  he  could  fwere, 
That  fo  ihe  favid  hym  his  life 
He  would  takin  her  to  his  wtfe, 
For  flie  defirid  nothinge  elles 
In'  certain,  as  the  boke  us  telles. 

But  for  to'  excufe  this  !/Eneas 
Fulliche  of  all  his  grete  trefpas 
The  fcoke  fayith  withoutin  faile 
The  goddes  bad  hym  go  to  Itaile, 
And  levin  Affriques  regioun 
And  faire  Dido  and  her  faire  toun. 
Tho  fawe  I  grave  how  to  Itaile 
Dan  .tineas  gan  for  to  faile, 
And  how  the  tempeft  all  began,- 
And  howe  he  loft  his  fterifman, 
Which  that  the  fterne  or  he  toke  kepe 
Smote  ovir  the  borde  as  he  flepe. 

And  alfo  faugh  I  how  Sibile 
And  tineas  befide  an  ile 
To  helle  went  yfere  for  to  fe 
His  father  Anchifes  the  fre, 
And  how  he  there  founde  Palinurus, 
And  alfo  Dido  and  Deiphobus, 
And  everiche  tourment  eke  in  hell 
Sawe  he,  whiche  long  is  for  to  tell, 
Whiche  painis  who  fo  lifte  to  knows 
He  muft  redin  many  a  rowe 
Jn  Virgile  or  in  Claudian, 
Or  Dantes,  that  it  tellin  can. 

Tho  fawe  I  alle  the  arivaile 
That  ^Eneas  made  in  Italic,. 


And  with  Kyng  Latine  his  tret, 
And  all  the  battailis  that  he 
Was  at  himfelfin  and  his  knightes 
Or  he  had  all  iwonne  his  rightcs, 
And  how  he  Turnus  refte  his  life, 
And  wan  Lavinia  to  his  wife, 
And  all  the  marveilous  fignals 
Of  the  goddis  Celeftials, 
How  maugre  Juno  j?£neas, 
For  all  her  fleighte  and  her  compas, 
Atchivid  all  his  avinture, 
For  Jupiter  toke  on  hym  cure 
At  the  praier  of  his  modir  Venus, 
Whiche  I  praie  alwaie  favin  us, 
And  us  aie;of  our  forowes  light. 

When  I  had  fein  all  this  frght 
Within  this  noble  temple  thus, 
Hey  !  Lord,  thought  I,  that  madifl  ui, 
Yet  fawe  I  never  foche  nobleffe 
Of  imagis,  nor  foche  richeffe, 
As  I  fe  gravin  in  this  churche ; 
But  nought  wote  I  who  did  'hem  worchr, 
Ne  whefe  I  am,  tie'  in  what  countre, 
But  now  will  I  out  gone  and  fe, 
Right  at  the  wickit,  if  I  can 
Seen  oughtwhere  fteryng  any  man 
That  maie  me  tellen  where  I  am. 

When  I  out  of  the  dore  cam 
I  fafte  aboutin  me  behelde, 
Then  fawe  1  but  a  large  felde' 
As  farre  as  evir  I  might  fe, 
Withoutin  toune,  or  houfe,  of  tre, 
Or  bufhe  or  graffe,  or  arid  lande, 
For  all  the  felde  was  but  of  fande 
As  fmal  as  men  maye  fe  at  eye 
In  the  defertis  of  Lybye  ; 
Ne  ferthir  no  manir  creture 
That  is  yformid  by  Nature 
Ne  fawe  I,  me  to  rede  or  wifTe  ; 
O  Crift  !  thought  I,  that  art  in  blifle* 
From  fanton  and  illufion 
Me  fave,  and  with  devocyon 
M)  ne  eyin  to  the  heven  I  cafte  ; 
Tho  was  I  ware,  lo  !  at  the  lafte, 
That  fafte  by  the  fonne  on  hie, 
As  kennin  myght  I  with  mine  eye, 
Me  thought  I  fawe  an  egle  fore. 
But  that  it  femid  mochil  more 
Than  I  had  anye  egle'  yfeine, 
This  is  a  fothe  as  deth  certaine, 
It  was  of  golde,  and  fhone  fo  bright,' 
That  nevir  fawe  men  foche  a  fight, 
But  yf  the  hevin  had  y wonne 
Al  newe  of  God  anothir  fonne, 
So  ihone  the  eg'Jis  fethirs  bright, 
And  fomwhat  downwarde  gan  it  lyght. 
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NOV.-E  herkin  everye  manir  man 
That  EnglHhe  undirftande  can, 
And  lyftith  of  my  drenie  to  here, 
For  now  at  erft  fhallin  ye  lere 
So  fely1  and  drcdefull  avyfion, 
That  I  faye  neithir  Scipion 
Ne  Kinge  Nabugodnofore, 
Pharao,  Turnus,  ne  Alcanore, 
Ne  mettin  foche  a  dreme  as  this, 
Nowe,  o  thou  faire  blisful  Cipris ! 
So  be  my  favour  at  this  time 
That  ye  me  to  endite  and  rime 
Helpith  that  in  Farnaffus  dwel, 
Befyde  Helicon  the  clere  we!. 

O  Thought !  that  wrote  ai  that  I  met, 
And  in  the  trcforie  it  fet 
Of  my  braine,  now  fhal  men  yfe 
If  any  vertue  in  the  be  ; 
To  tellin  al  my  dreme  aright 
Nowe  kithe  thy  engin  and  thy  might. 

This  egle',  of  whiche  I  have  you  tolde» 
That  with  fethirs  fhone  al  of  golde, 
Whiche  that  fo  hie  began  to  fore, 
I  gan  beholdin  more  and  more 
To  fene  her  beaute  and  the  wonder, 
But  nevir  was  that  dente  of  thonder, 
Ne  that  thinge  that  men  callin  foudre, 
That  Ihiite  fometime  a  toure  to  poudre, 
And  in  his  fwifte  comminge  brende, 
That  fo  fwithe  gau  downwarde  difcende 
As  this  foule  whan  that  it  behelde 
That  I  arowne  was  in  the  felde, 
And  with  his  grim  pawis  fo  ftronge 
Within  his  fharp^  nailis  longe 
Me  fleyng  at  a  fwappe  he  hent, 
And  with  his  fours  again  up  wente, 
Me  carying  in  his  clawis  flarke 
As  lightly'  as  I  had  ben  a  larke, 
Howe  hye  I  can  not  tellin  yowe, 
For  I  came  up  I  n'ift  ner  howe, 
For  fo  aftonied  and  afweved 
Was  every  virtue  in  me  heved, 
What  with  his  fours  and  with  my  dred, 
That  al  my  felinge  gan  to  dcdj 
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For  why  ?  it  was  a  gret  affraye. 

Thus  I  longe  in  his  clawis  laye, 
Til  at  the  laft  he  to  me  fpake 
In  mann'is  voice,  and  faid,  Awake, 
And  be  not  agaft  fo  for  Ihame, 
And  callid  me  tho  by  my  name ; 
And  for  I  flvalde  bettir  abraide 
Me  to  awakin  thus  he  faide, 
Right  in  the  fan\e  voice  and  ftevin 
That  tifith  one  1  can  nevin, 
And  with  that  voice,  the  fothe  to  faine, 
My  minde  ycame  to  me  againe, 
For  it  was  godely  faide  to  me, 
So  n'as  it  nevir  v/onte  to  be ; 
And  herewithal  I  gan  to  ftere 
As  he  me  in  his  fete  ybere, 
Til  that  he  felte  that  I  had  hete, 
Andfelte  eke  tho  mine  herte  ybete; 
And  tho  gan  he  me  to  difporte, 
And  with  gentil  wordes  me  comforte, 
And  fayid  twife,  by  Saint  Mary 
Thou  arte  a  noyous  thinge  to  cary, 
And  nothinge  nedith  it  parde, 
For  all  fo  willy  God  helpe  me 
As  thou  no  harme  fhalt  have  of  this, 
And  this  cafe  thatietidde  the  is 
Is  for  thy  lore  and  for  thy  prowe  : 
Lette  fe  ;  darift  thou  loke  yet  nowe  J 
Be  ful  enfurid  boldily 
I  am  thy  frende  :  an3  t&erewith  I 
Gan  for  to  wondir  in  my  minde. 

O  God !  (quod  I)  that  madill  al  kinde, 
Shal  I  none  otherwife  ydie  ? 
Whedir  Jove  wil  me  ftellyfie, 
Or  what  thing  may  this  fignifie  ? 
I*  am  neithir  Enocke  ne  Helye, 
Ne  Romulus  ne  Ganimede, 
That  werin  bore  up,  as  men  rede, 
To  hevin  with  Dan  Jupiter,  - 
And  made  the  goddis  botiler ; 
Lo  !  this  was  tho  my  fantafie. 
But  he  that  bare  me  gan  afpie 
That  I  fo  thought,  and  fayid  this; 
Thou  dcmifl  of  thy  felfe  amis, 
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Tor  Jove  n&  is  not  thcrcaboute, 
I  dare  the  put  ful  out  of  doute, 
To  makin  of  the  yet  a  fterre  ; 
But  er  I  berin  the  moche  ferre 
1  wil  the  tellin  what  I  am, 
And  where  thou  fhalte,  and  why  I  came 
To  doin  this,  fo  that  thou  take 
Code  herte,  and  not  fore  fere  yquake. 
Gladly,  (quod  I.)  Now  wel,  (quod  h(^ 
Firft  I,  that  in  my  fete  have  the, 
Of  whom  thou  haft  grete  fere  and  wonder, 
And  dweliinge  with  the  god  of  Thonder, 
Whiche  men  ycallin  Jupiter, 
That  doth  me  ftyin  ful  ofte  fer 
v  To  do  all  his  commaundo'menY, 
And  for  this  caufe  he  hath  me  fent 
To  the ;  herkin  nowe  by  thy  trouthe  : 
Ccrtaine  he  hath  of  the  grete  routhe, 
For  that  thou  haft  fo  truily 
So  long  fervid  ententi|ly 
His  blinde  nephewe  Cupido 
And  the  faire  quene  Venus  alfq 
Withoutin  guerden  evir  yet, 
And  natheleshaft  fet  thy  wit, 
Althoughe  in  thy  bed  ful  lite  is, 
To  make  bokcs,  fongis,  and  ditjs, 
In  rime  or  ellis  in  cadence, 
As  thou  beft  canft,  in  reverence 
Of  Love  and  of  his  fervauntes  eke, 
That  have  his  fervice  fought  and  feke,, 
And  pairiift  the  to  praife  his  arte, 
Althoughe  thou'haddift  nevir  pane; 
Wherfore,  fo  willy  God  me  bleffc, 
Jovis  yhalte  it  gretp  humblefle 
And  vertue  eke  that  '.hou  wilt  make 
Anight  ful  oft  thine  hed  to  ake 
In  thy  ftudye,  fo  thou  ywriteft, 
And  evirmore  of  love  enditeft, 
In  honour  qf  him  and  praiiingcs, 
And  in  his  folkis  fourtliirhiges, 
And  in  ther  matir  al  devifdl, 
And  not  him'ne  his  folkc  difpifeft, 
Althoughe  thou  niaifte  go  in  the  daunce 
Of  them  tha*  him  lyft  not  avaunce ; 
Wherfore,  rfs  I  nowe  faidc,  y wis 
Jupiter  confidrith  wel  this, 
And  a!s,  be^iufire,  of  othir  thinges, 
That  is,  that  thou  hafte  no  tidinges 
Of  Lov'is  folke  if  they  be  glade, 
Ne  of  nothinge  els  that  God  made, 
And  not  pnely  fro  ferre  countrc 
That  no  tidinges  comin  to  the, 
Not  of  thy  very  neighbouris, 
That  dwellcn  a^inofl  at  thy  doris, 
Thou  herift  neithir  that  ne  this, v 
For  whan  thy  labour  al  done  is, 
And  hafte  made  y.l  thy  reckininges, 
In  flede  of  reftte  and  of  nc^ve  thinges 
Thou  goeft  home  to  thine  houfe  anone, 
And  al  fo  dombe  as  any  ftonc 
Thou  fittift  at  anothir  boke' 
Tyll  fully  dafid  is  thy  loke, 
And  ly  vift  thui  as  an  hermite, 
Although  thine  ^bftincnce  is 


And  therefore  Jovis  throughehis  grace 

Wil  that  1  here  the  to  a  place 

Whiche  that  yhight  The  Houfe  of  Fame, 

And  for  to  doe  the  fport  and  game, 

In  fome  recompenfacion 

Of  thy  labour  and  devocion 

That  thou  halle  haddo,  lo  !   caufclefy, 

To  god  Cupido  the  rechelec, 

And  thus  this  god  throughe  his  merits 

Wil  with  fome  manir  thing  the  quite, 

So  that  thou  wilte  be  of  gode  chere  ; 

For  truftith  wel  that  thou  fhalte  here, 

Whan  we  ben  comen  there  as  I  fay, 

Mo  wondir  thingis  dare  I  lay, 

And  of  Love's  folke  mo  tidingis, 

Bothe  fothfawis  and  lefingis, 

And  of  mo  lovis  newe  begon, 

And  longe  fervid  tyl  love  is  won, 

And  of  mo  lovirs  cafuelly 

That  ben  betide,  no  man  wote  why, 

But  as  a  blinde  man  ftarteth  an  hare, 

And  more  jolite  and  welfare, 

Whilis  they  findin  love  of  fccle, 

As  thinkin  men,  and  o'r  al  welc 

Mo  difcordes  and  mo  jaloufies, 

ATo  murmures  and  mo  novilries, 

And  alfo  mo  diilimulacions, 

And  eke  feinid  reperacions, 

And  mo  bcrdis  in  two  houres, 

Withoutin  rafour  or  filbures 

Yrnadc,  than  grainis  be  of  fandes, 

And  eke  mo  holdinge  in  mo  handcs, 

And  alfo  mo  renovelaunces, 

Of  olde  forlctin  aqueintaunces. 

Mo  love  dayis  and  mo  accordes, 

Than  on  inftrunientis  ben  cordes, 

And  eke  of  love  mo  exchaungis 

Than  evir  come  were  in  graungis; 

Unnethis  maift  thou  trowin  this, 

(Qiiod  he.)  No  fo',  helpe  me  God  as  wis, 

(Quod'  1)  No,  why  ?  (quod  he.)  For  it 

Were  impofiible  to  my  wit, 

Although  that  Fame  had  al  the  pyes 

In  al  a  relme  and  al  afpies, 

Howe  that  yet  he  fhulde  here  al  this 

Or  they  clp'yin.  O  !  yes,  yes, 

(Quod  he  to  me)  that  can  \  prove 

By  refon 'worthy  for  to  leve, 

So  that  £hou  give  thin  advertence 

'Fo  underflandin  my  fentence. 

Firft  {halt  thou  here  where  fhe  dwellith, 
Right  fo  as  thine  owne  boke  tcllith  : 
Her  palais  ftandeth,  as  I  fhal  fay, 
Right  even  amiddis  of  the  way 
Byrwene  heyiri,  and  yerthe,  and  fe, 
That  wlvat  fo  er  in  al  thefe  thre 
Is  fpoken'  in  prive  or  apperte, 
The  way  therto  is  fo  ovcrte, 
And  ftante  eke  In  fo  jufte  a  place, 
That  every  fowne  mote  to  it  pace, 
Or  what  fo  cometh  from  anie  tongue, 
Whethre'  it  be  rownid,  redde,  or  funge, 
Or  ipokfn  in  fuerte  or  drede, 
Certaine  it  modn  thidir  wcde.» 
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Nowe  herkki  wel ;  for  why  !  I  wil 
Ytellin  the  a  propir  fkil, 
And  worthy  demonflracion 
In  mine  imaginacion. 

Gefrray,thou  wottifl  full  wel  this, 
That  every  kindely  things  that  is 
Yhath  a  kyndely  flede,  there  he 
May  befl  in  it  confervid  be, 
Unto  whiche  .place  every  thinge, 
Thorough  hk  kyndely  cuclininge 
Ymevith  for  to  comin  to 
Whan  that  it  is  away  therfro^ 
As  thus,  lo  !  thou  maifte  al  day  fe, 
Take  any  thinge  that  hevybe, 
As  {lone  or  led,  or  thinge  of  weight, 
And  here  it  ner  fo  hie  on  height, 
Let  go  thine  hande  it  fallith  dowae  ; 
Right  fo  fay  I  by  fire  or  fowne, 
Or  fmoke, .or  othir  thingis  light, 
Alway  they  feke  upwarde  on  height, 
Light  thinges  up  and  hevie  down  charge 
While  everiche  of  'hem  be  at  large  ; 
And  for  this  caufe  thou  maift  wel  fe 
That  every  rivir  to  the  fe 
Euclir.id  is  to  go  by  kynde, 
And  by  thefe  fkillis  as  I  finde 
Have  fifties  dwellinge  in  flode  and  fe, 
And  treis  eke  on  the  erthe  be  ^ 
Thus  every  thinge  by  his  refon 
Hath  his  owne  propir  mancion, 
To  whiche  .he  fekith  to  repaire 
There  as  it  fhuldin  nat  appaire. 

Lo !   this  fentence  is  knowin  couthe 
Of  every  philofbphir's  mouthe, 
As  Ariftotle'  and  Dan  Platone, 
And  othir  clerkis  many  one ; 
And  to  confirmin  my  refoune 
Thou  wotift  wel  that  fpeche  is  fowne, 
Or  ellis  no  man  might  it  here; 
Nowe  herkin  what  I  wol  the  lere. 

Sowne  is  not  but  eyre  ybrokin, 
And  every  fpeche  that  is  fpokin, 
Where  loude  OT  prive,  foule  or  faire, 
In  his  fubftuunce  ne  is  but  eyre ; 
For  as  flame  is  but  lightid  fmoke, 
Right  fo  is  fowoae  but  eyre  ybroke  .: 
But  this  may  be  in  many  wife, 
Of  the  whiche  I  will  the  devife, 
As  fowne  comith  of  pype  or  harpe, 
For  whan  a  pype  is  blowin  {harpe 
The  eyre  is  twift  with  violence 
And  rent;  lo!  this  is  my  fentence  : 
Eke  whan  that  men  harpeflringis  fmyte, 
Whedir  that  it  be  moche  or  lyte, 
Lo  !  with  the  ftroke  the  eyre  it  breketh, 
And  right  fo  breketh  it  whan  men  fpeketh; 
Thus  woft  thou  wel  what  thing  is  fpethe  : 
Nowe  hcnnisforthe  I  wil  the  teche 
Howe  everiche  fpeche,  voice,  or  fowne, 
Throughe  his  multiplicaciowne, 
Thoughe  it  were  pipid  of  a  moufe^ 
Mote  nedis  come  to  Fam'is  Houf'a  : 
I  prove  it  thus;   takith  hede  nowe 
By  experience,  for,  if  that  thou 


Threwe  in  a  watir  nowe  a  ftone, 
Wel  wofte  thou  it  wil  make  anone 
A.  lityl  roundil  as  a  circle, 
Par  a'  venture  as  brode  as  a  covirclc, 
And  right  anone  thou  fhalte  fe  wele 
That  circle  caufe  anothir  whele, 
And  that  the  thirde,  and  fo  forthe,  brother, 
Every  circle  caufinge  other 
Moch  brodir  than  himfelfm  was, 
And  thus  from  roundil  to  coinpas 
Eche  aboutin  othir  goinge 
Ycaufith  of  othirs  fteringe 
And  multiplying  .evirnxo, 
Tyl  that  it  be  fo  far  ygo 
That  it  at  bothe  brinkis  be, 
Although  tliou  mayill  it  noffe 
Above,  yet  gothe  it  alwaye  under, 
Although  thou  thinke  it  a  grete  wonde^, 
And  whofo  faithe  of  trouthe  I  vary, 
Bydde  him  provin  the  contrary  : 
And  right  thus  every  worde  y  wi«, 
That  loude  or  pry-ve'  yfpokin  is, 
Ymovith  firfte  an  eyre  aboute, 
And  of  his  movinge  out  of  doute 
Anothir  eyre  anone  is  moved, 
As  I  have  of  the  watir  proved, 
That  every  circle  caufith  other  ; 
Right  fo  of  eyrq,  my  leve  brother, 
Everiche  eyre  anothir  fterith 
More  and  more,  and  fpeche  up  berith, 
Or  voife  or  Hoyfe,or  worde  or  fowne, 
Aye  through  multiplicaciowne, 
Tyl  it  be  at  The  Houfe  of  Fame, 
Take  it  in  erneft  or  in  game. 
Nowe  have  I  toldc,  if  thou  have  minds 
Howe  fpeche  or  fown-e  of  pure  kindc 
Enclinid  is  upward  to  meve, 
This  mayift  thou  fcle  wel  by  preve, 
And  that  fame  kindly  flede  ywis, 
That  every  thinge  enclined  to  is, 
Yhath  alfo  his  kyndelyche  flede, 
That  (hewith  it  withoutin  drede, 
That  kindciy  the  mancioun 
Of  everyche  fpeche,  -of  every  foune. 
All  be  it  either  foule  or  faire, 
Yhath  his  kindely  place  in  eyre  ; 
And  ftth  that  every  thinge  ywi* 
•Out  of  his  kindely  ^lace  ywis 
Ay  movith  thidir  for  to  go, 
Yf  that  it  a-vvaye  be  therfro, 
As  I  have  before  provid  the, 
It  (hevvith  every  fonne  perde 
Ymovith  kindcly  to  pace 
As  up  into  hisjcindely  place.; 
And  this  place  of  whiche  I  the  telf 
There  as  Fame  doth  ylifte  to  dwell, 
Js  fette  amiddis  of-thefe  thrc, 
Hcvin,  and  erthe,  and  eke  the  Cr, 
As  mode  confervatife  of  foun  j 
Than  is  rfiis  the  conclufion 
That  every  fpeche  of  every 
As  I  the  tellin  firfte  bcganne, 
Ymovith  np  on  height  to  pace 
Kin/it-ly  u»to  Faip'ispkce. 
N  n  j 
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Tellith  me  this  nowe  faithfully, 
Have  I  not  provid  thus  fimply, 
Withoutin  any  fubtilte 
Of  fpeche,  or  grete  prolixyte 
Of  termis  of  philofophie, 
Of  figuris  of  poetrie, 
Or  colouris  of  rhetorike  ? 
Perde  it  oughtin  the  to  like, 
For  harde  langage  and  harde  matere 
Js  incombrous  for  the  to  here 
At  onis,  wofte  thou  not  wel  this  ? 
And  I  anfwerid  and  faid,  Yes. 

Ah  ha  !  (quod  he)  lo!  fo  I  can 
Jjeudlye  unto  a  leude  man 
Yfpeke,  and  fhewin  him  foche  fldlles 
That  he  maye  fhake  'hem  by  the  bylles, 
So  palpable  they  fhuldin  be; 
But  tel  me  this  nowe  praye  I  the, 
Howe  thinketh  the  my  conclulioun  ? 

Parde  a  gode  perfuafioun 
(Quod  I)  it  is,  and  lyke  to  be, 
Right  fo  as  thou  hafte  provid  me. 
By  God  (quod  he)  and  as  I  leve 
Thou  fhalte  have  it  or  it  he  eve, 
Of  every  worde  of  this  fentence 
A  profe  by  thine  experience, 
And  with  thine  eris  herin  wel 
The  toppe  and  taile,  and  every  del, 
That  every  worde  that  fpokin  is 
Comith  into  Fame's  Houfe  ywis 
As  1  have  faide ;  what  wilt  thou  more  ? 
And  with  this  worde  uppir  to  fore 
He  began,  and  faide,  By  fainte  Jame 
Nowe  wyll  we  fpekin  al  of  game. 

Howe  fareft  thou  now  ?  quod  he  to  me. 
Right  wel,  (quod  I.)  Now  fe  (quod  he) 
By  thy  trouthe  yondir  adowne, 
Where  that  thou  knowift  any  towne 
Or  houfe,  er  any  othir  thinge, 
And.  whan  thou  hafte  of  ought  knowynge 
Tho  lokith  that  thou  warne  me, 
And  I  anone  fhal  tellin  the 
How  farre  that  thou  arte  nowe  therfro. 

And  I  adoune  gan  lokin  tho, 
And  behelde  the  feldis  and  plainis, 
Nowe  hyllis  and  nowe  mountainis, 
Nowe  valeys  and  nowe  foreftis, 
And  nowe  unnethis  grete  beftis, 
Nowe  riveris  nowe  citeis, 
Nowe  townis  and  nowe  grete  treis, 
Nowe  fhippis  failinge  in  the  fe  ; 
But  thus  fone  in  a  while  he 
Was  flovvin  fro  the  grounde  fo  hye 
That  al  the  worlde,  as  to  myne  eye, 
No  more  yfemid  than  a  pricke, 
Or  ellis  was  the  eyre  fo  thicke 
That  I  ne  might  it  not  difcerne  ; 
With  that  he  fpake  to  me  fo  yerne, 
And  faid,  Seift  thou  any  token, 
Or  ought  that  in  this  worlde's  of  fpoken  ? 

1  anfwered  Nave.  No  wondir  is, 
(Quod  he)  for  halfe  fo  hye  as  this 
N'as  Alexandre',  of  Macedon 

n  Scijupn., 


That  fawe  in  dreme  at  pointe  devife 
Heven  and  erthe,  hel  and  paradife, 
Ne  eke  the  bold  wretche  Daedalus, 
Ne  yet  his  childe,  nice  Icarus, 
That  flewe  fo  hie  that  the  hete 
Hys  wingis  molte,  and  he  fel  wete 
In  mydde  the  fe,  and  there  he  dreinte, 
For  whom  was  made  a  grete  complaintc. 

Nowe  tourne  upwarde  (quod  he)  thy  face, 
And  beholde  here  this  large  place, 
This  eyre,  but  loke  that  thou  ne  be 
Adrad  of  hem  that  thou  fhalt  fe, 
For  in  this  regioun  certaine 
Dwellith  many  a  citizeine, 
Of  whiche  yfpekith  Dan  Plato, 
Thefe  ben  the  eyrifhe  beftis,  lo  ! 
And  tho  fawe  I  al  the  menye 
That  bothe  ygone  and  alfo  flye. 

I.o  there  !   (quod  he)  caft  up  thine  eye, 
Se  yondir,  lo  !   the  Galaxie, 
The  whiche  men  clepe  The  Milky  Way, 
For  it  is  white,  and  fome  parfay 
Ycallin  it  han  Watlynge  ftrete, 
That  onis  was  brente  with  the  hete, 
Whan  that  the  funn'is  fonne  the  rede, 
Which  that  hite  Phaeton,  wolde  lede 
Algate  his  fathir's  carte  and  gie. 

The  carte  horfis  gan  wel  afpie 
That  he  ne  coude  no  govirnaunce, 
And  gonin  for  to  lepe  and  praunce, 
And  here  him  now  up  and  nowe  downc 
Tyl  that  he  fawe  the  Scorpiowne, 
Whiche  that  in  heven  a  figne  is  yit, 
And  he  for  fere  ylofte  his  wit 
Of  that,  and  let  the  reinis  gone 
Of  his  horfis,  and  they  anone 
jSone  up  to  mounte  and  downe  difcende, 
Tyl  bothe  the  eyre  and  erthe  ybrende, 
Tyl  Jupiter,  lo  !  at  the  lafte 
Hym  flewe,  and  fro  the  carte  ycafte. 

Lo  f   is  it  not  a  grefe  mtfchaunce 
To  let  a  fole  have  gfuirnaunce 
Of  thinges  that  be  can  not  demalne  ? 

And  with  this  worde,  fothe  for  to  faine, 
He  gan  alway  uppir  to  fore, 
And  gladid  me  than  more  and  more, 
So  faithfully  to  me  fpake  he. 

Tho  gan  I  to  loke  undir  me, 
And  behelde  the  eyriftie  beftis 
Cloudis,  myftis,  and  tempiftis, 
Snowis,  hailis,  rainis,  and  windes, 
And  the  engepdringe  in  ther  kindes, 
Al  the  way  thoroughe  whiche  I  came  ; 
O  God  !  (quod  I)  that  made  Adame, 
Moche  is  thy  myght  and  noblenes  ! 

And  tho  thought  I  upon  Boece, 
That  writeth  a  thought  may  flye  fo  hie    , 
With  fethirs  of  philofophie 
To  paflin  everyche  element; 
And  when  he  hath  fo  farre  ywent 
Than  may  ben  fene  behinde  his  backe 
Cloude,  erthe,  and  al  that  I  of  fpake, 

Tho  gan  I  wexin  in  a  were, 
And  faid,  I  wpte  wel  I  am  here, 
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But  whether  in  body  or  in  goft 
1  n'ot  ywis,  but  God  thou  woft, 
For  a  more  clere  entendement 
N'as  to  me  nevir  yet  yfent. 
And  than  thought  I  on  Marcianj 
And  eke  of  Anticlaudian, 
That  fothe  was  ther  difcripcion 
Of  al  the  hevin's  region, 
As  farre  as  that  I  fawe  the  preve, 
And  therfore  I  can  'hem  beleve. 
With  that  the  egle  gan  to  crie, 
Let  be  (quod  he)  thy  fantafie  : 
Wylte  thou  lernin  of  fterris  ought  ? 

Nay,  certainly,  (quod  I)  right  nought. 
And  why  ?  (quod  he.)  For  I  am  olde. 
t)r  ellis  wolde  I  the  have  tolde 
(Quod  he)  the  ftarris  namis,  lo  ! 
And  al  the  hevin's  fignis  to, 
And  whichetheybe.  No  Force  (quod  I.) 

Yes  perde,  (quod  he ;)  woft  thou  why  ? 
For  whan  thou  redift  poetry, 
Howe  the  goddis  can  ftellify 
A  birde,  a  fyfhe,  or  him  or  her, 
As  of  birdes  the  ravyn  and  other, 
Or  Ariones  harpe  fyne, 
Or  Caftor  Pollux,  or  Delphine, 
Or  Atlante's  doughtirsfeven, 
How  al  thefe  are  yfet  in  hevenj 
For  though  thou  have  'hem  ofte  in  hahde 
Yet  n'oft  thou  nat  where  that  they  ftande., 

No  force,  (quod  T  ;)  it  is  no  nede  : 
As  wel  I  leve,  fo  God  me  fpede, 
'Hem  that  writin  of  this  matere 
As  though  I  knewe  ther  placis  here^ 
And  eke  they  femin  here  fo  bright 
That  it  fhulde  ihendin  al  my  fight 
To  loke  on  'hem.  That  may  wel  be, 
(Quod  he;)  and  fo  forth  bare  he  me 
A  while,  and  tho  began  to  crie, 
That  nevir  herde  I  thinge  fo  hie  j 
Holde  up  thine  hed,  for  al  is  wel 
Sainte  Julian,  lo!  bonne  hoftell  . 
Se  here  The  Houfe  of  Fame,  lo  ! 
Mayift  thou  not  here  that  1  do  ? 

Here  what  ?  (quod  I.)  The  grete  fowne 
(Quod  he)  that  romblith  up  and  downe 
In  Fam'is  Houfe,  ful  of  tidinges 
Bothe  of  faire  fpeche  and  of  chidinges, 
•  And  of  falfe  and  fothe  compownid ; 
Herkin  wel,  it  is  not  rownid. 

Herift  thou  not  the  grete  fwough  ? 
Yes,  perde,  (quod  I)  well  ynough. 
And  what  fowne  is  it  lyke  ?  (quod  he.) 

Peter  !  lyke  the'  beting  of  the  fe 
(Quod  1)  againft  the  rochis  halowe, 
Whan  tempeftcs  done  ther  fhippis  fvvalow, 


And  that  a  man  ftande  out  of  doiite 
A  myle  off  thens  and  here  it  route; 

Or  ellis  lyke  to  the  humblinge 
Aftir  the  clappe  of  a  thundringe, 
Whan  Jovis  hath  the  eyre  ybete, 
But  it  doth  me  for  fere  to  fwete. 

Nay,  drede  the  not  therof,  'quod  he) 
It  'is  nothing  that  will  by  tin  the  ; 
Thou  fhalte  have  no  harme  truily. 

And  with  that  worde  both  he  and  I 
As  nighe  the  place  arrivid  were 
As  men  might  caftin  with  a  fpere  : 
I  ne  wift  howe,  but  in  a  ftrete 
He  fet  me  faire  upon  my  fete, 
And  fayid,  Walkith  forth  a  pace, 
And  tel  thine  advinture  and  cafe 
That  thou  fhalte  finde  in  Fam'is  place. 

Nowe  (quod  I)  while  that  we  have  fpacS 
To  fpeke,  or  that  I  go  fro  the, 
For  the  love  of  God  tellith  me 
In  fothe  that  I  will  of  the  lere, 
If  this  ilke  noife  which  that  I  here 
Be  as  I  have  herde  the  me  tell, 
Of  folke  that  done  in  erthe  ydwell, 
And  comith  here  in  the  fame  wife 
As  I  the  herde  or  this  devife, 
And  that  here  liv'is  body  n'is 
In  all  that  Houfe  that  yondir  is 
That  makith  al  this  loud  \  fare. 

No,  (anfwerid  he)  by  Sainte  Clare, 
And  al  fo  wiflely  God  rede  me  : 
But  o  thinge  I  will  warne  the, 
Of  the  whiche  thou  wilte  have  wondin, 

Lo  !  to  The  Houfe  of  Fame  yondir. 
Thou  wofte  howe  comith  every  fpeche, 
It  nedith  not  the  efte  to  teche  ; 
But  underftande  now  right  wel  this, 
Whan  any  fpeche  ycomin  is 
Up  to  the  palais,  anone  right 
It  wexith  like  the  fame  wight 
Whiche  that  the  worde  in  erth  yfpake, 
Be  he  clothtd  in  red  or  blake, 
And  hath  fo  very  his  likeneffe 
That  fpake  the  worde,  that  thou  wilte  geflfe 
That  it  the  fams  body  be, 
Wher  man  or  woman,  he  or  fhe. 

And  is  not  this  a  wondir  thinge  ? 
Yes,  vquod  I)  tho  by  hevin  kinge  : 
And  with  this  worde  Farewel,  (quod  he) 
And  here  wil  I  abydin  the, 
And  God  of  hevin  lende  the  grace 
Some  gode  to  lernin  in  this  place  I. 
And  I  of  him  toke  leve  anone, 
And  gan  forth  to  the  palays  gone. 
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THOU,  god  of  Science  and  of  Light,- 
Apollo  !  thorough  thy  grete  might 
This  lifil  luft  boke  now  thou  gye, 
Nowe  that  I  will  for  maiflerie 
Here  arte  potenciall  be  fhewde, 
But  for  the  rime  is  lyght  and  lewdc 
Yet  make  itfonrwhat  agreable, 
Though  feme  verfe  faile  in  a  iyllable, 
And  that  I  do  no  diligence 
To  fhewin  crafte  but  fentence; 
And  if  that  divine  virtue  thou 
"VVilte  helpin-nra  to  fliewin  no  we 
That  in  my  hed  ymarkid  is, 
l,o !  that  is  for  to  menin  this, 
The  Houfe  of  Fame  for  to  difcrivc^ 
Thou  lhalt  yfe  me  go  as  blive 
Unto  the  next  laurir  I  fe, 
And  kyfie  it;  for  it  is  thy  tre  : 
Nowe  entre  in  my  breft  anone. 

Whan  I  was  from,  the  egle  gone? 
Fgan  beholde-  open  this  place, 
And  certaine  or  T  furthir  paffe 
I  wol  you  al  the  fhape  devife 
Of  Houfe  and  cite,  and  al  the  wife 
Howe  I  gan  to  this  place  approche,. 
That  ftode  upon  fo  hie  a  reche,. 
Hyir  yflandith  none  in  Spaine; 
Eut  up  I  clambe  with  mochil  paine, 
And  though  to<>  clime  ygrevid  me 
Yet  I  ententife  was  to  fc, 
And  for  to  poria*wondre  lowex 
If  I  coude  any  wife  yknowe 
"vVhat  maair  ftone  this  roche  ywas, 
For  it  was  lyke  a  limid  glas, 
But  that  itihoiia  ful  mo*x'  clere, 
But  of  what  conge-lid  matere 
It  was  1  nc  wifte  redi-ly  ; 
But  at  the  lafte  efpyid  I, 
And  founde  that.it  was  every  dele 
A  ruche  of  yii:  and  not  of  flcle  : 


Thought  I,  by  Saint  Thomas  of  Kent 
This  were  a  feble  foundement 
To  buildin  on  a  place  fo  hie ;. 
He  ought  hym  lite  to  glorifie 
That  heron  builte,  God  fo  me  fave. 

Tho  fawe  1  all  the  hall  igrave 
With  famous  folkis  namis  fele 
That  haddin  ben  in  mochil  wele, 
And  ther  famis  full  wide  iblowe, 
But  well  unnethis  might  I  knowc 
Any  lettiris  for.  to  rede 
Ther  namis  By,  for  out  of  drede 
Thei  werin  almofte  of  thawed  ib 
That  of  the  lettirs  one  or  IAVO 
Were  molte  awaie  of  every  name,. 
So  unfamous  was  wexe  ther  fame; 
But  men  faie,   What  mate  evir  lajl? 

Tho  gan  I  in  my  ne.herte.  caft 
That  thei  were  moke  awaie  for  hetc, 
And  not  awaie  with  flormis  bete, 
For  on  that  othir  fide  I  fey 
Of  this. hill,  that  northward  yley, 
How  it  was  writin  full  of  names 
Of  folke  that  had  afore  grete  fames 
Of  olde  tyme,  and  yet  thei  were 
As  freflie  as  men  had  written  'hem  ther& 
The  felf  daie,  or  that  verry  houre, 
That  I  on  'hem  began  to  poure;. 
But  well  I  wifte  what  it  made, 
It  was  coufervid  with  the  fhade, 
All  the  writyng  tvhich  that  I  fie, . 
O£a  caftill  that  ftode  on  hie, 
And  Hade  eke  in  fo  cold  a  place 
That  h'ete  ne  might  it  not  deface. 

Tho  gan  I  on  this  hill  to  gone, 
And  found  upon  the  coppe  a  wone,, 
That  all  the  men  that,  ben  on  live 
Ne  ban  the  connyng.to  difcrive 
The  be  ante  of  that  ilke  place,, 
Ne  coudin  caflin  no  compacsr 
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Soche  an  othir  for  to  ymak'e 

That  might  of  beautie  be  his  make, 

Ne  one  fo  v/ondirly  iwrought, 

That  it  aftonieth  yet  my  thought, 

And  makith  all  my  witte  to  fwinkej 

Upon  this  caftill  for  to  thinke, 

So  that  the  wondir  grete  beautie, 

Cafte,  craft,  and  curiofitiej 

Ne  can  I  not  to  you  deviic, 

My  witte  ne  maie  me  not  fuffife, 

But  nafhelefie  all  the  fubftaunce 

I  have  yet  in  my  remembraunce ; 

For  why  ?  me  tooughtin,  by  Sainct  Gile,- 

That  all  was  ftone  of  berile 

Bothe  the  caftiil  and  the  toure, 

And  eke  the  hall  and  every  boure, 

Withoutin  pecis  or  joynynges, 

But  many  fubtill  compaflyngesj 

As  barbicans  and  pinnacles, 

Imageries  and  tabernacles, 

I  fa  we,  and  full  eke  of  windowes, 

As  flakis  fallin  in  grete  fnowes, 

And  eke  in  eche  of  the  pinacles 

Ywerin  foudrie  habitades, 

In  whiche  ftodin  all  withoiitin 

Full  the  caftill  all  aboutin 

Of  all  manir  of  minftralis 

And  jeilours,  that  tellin  tatis 

Bothe  of  wepyng  and  eke  of  game, 

And  all  that  longith  unto  Fame  : 

There  herde  I  playing  on  an  harpc, 

That  yfounidbothe  well,  and  (harpe, 

Hym  Orpheus  full  craftily, 

And  ofn  this  othir  fide  faft  by 

Yfatte  the  harpir  Orion, 

And  Gacides  Chifion, 

And  othir  harpirs  many  one, 

And  the  Briton  Glafkirion, 

And  fmale  harpirs  with  ther  glees 

Satte  undir  'hem  in  divers  fees, 

And  gone  on  'hem  upwarde  to. gape, 

And  counterfaited  'hem  as  an  ape, 

Or  as  Crafte  counterfeitith  Kinde. 

Tho  fawe  I  ilandin  'hem  behinde^ 
Afarre  from  'hem,  al  by  'hem  ielve, 
Many  a  thoufande  tymis  twelve, 
That  madin  loudi  minftralfies 
In  cornmufe  and  eke  in  (halmies, 
And  in  many  an  othir  pipe, 
That  craftily  began  to  pipe 
Bothe  in  doucid  and  eke  in  rede, 
That  ben  at  feftis  with  the  brede, 
And  mariy'  a  floite  and  litlyng  horae, 
And  pipis  made  of  grene  corne, 
As  have  thefe  little  herdegromes 
That  kepin  beftis  in  the  bromes. 

There  fawe  I  then  Dan  Citherps, 
And  of  Athenes  Dan  Proferus, 
And  Mercia,  that  loile  her  ikinne 
Bothe  in  the  face,  bodie,  and  chiune, 
For  that  me  would  envy  in,  lo  1 
To  pipin  bette  than  Apollo. 

Tru  re  fawe  I  famous  old  and  yong 
Pip  iris  of  all  the  Duche  toag-,     . 
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To  lernin  love  dauncis  fpringis, 
S.eyis,  and  the  ilraungi  thingis. 
Tho  fawe  I  in  an  othir  place, 
Yftandyng  in  a  large  fpace, 
Of  'hem  that  makin  blodie  foua 
fn  trump:-,  beme,  and  clarioun, 
For  in  fight  and  in  blodefliedyngcs 
's  ufid  glad  clarionynges. 

There  herde  I  trumpin  Msffenus,. 
Of  whom  that  fpekith  Virgilius. 

There  herd  I  Joab  trumpe  a'i'o, 
Theodomas,  and  othir  mo, 
And  all  that  ufid  clarion 
In  Cafteloigne  and  Aragon, 
That  in  ther  tymis  famous  were, 
To  lernin  fawe  I  trumpin  there. 
There  fawe  I  fit  in  othir  fees, 
Playing  on  othir  fondrie  glees, 
Whiche  that  I  Can  not  now  nevin, 
Mo  then  fterris  ben  in  heviri, 
Of  whiche  I  n'ill  as  now  not  rime 
For  efe  of  you  and  loffe  of  time, 
For  Tyme  ilojiy  this  knowin  yc, 
Sy  no  tvaic  male  recovered  be. 

There  fawe  I  playing  jogC-lours, 
Megiciens  and  tragetours, 
And  Phetoniflis,  charmerefiis, 
And  olde  witchis  and  forcereffis, 
That  ufen  exorfifacions 
And  eke  fubfumigacions, 
And  clerkis  eke  which  connin  weU 
All  this  magike  high.t  Naturell, 
That  craftily  doe  ther  ententes 
To  maken  in  certain  afcendentcs 
Imagis,  lo  !  through  whiche  magike 
To  makcn  a  man  ben  whole  or  fike. 
There  fawe  I  the  Quene  Medea, 
And  Circe  and  Caliophia, 

There  fawe  I  Hermes  Ballenus, 
JJmote,  and  eke  Symon  Magus. 

There  fawe  I,  and  yknewe  by  name, 
That  by  foche  arte  doen  men  have  fame* 

There  fuwe  I  eke  Coll  Tragetour 
Upon  a  table'  of  licamour 
Playin  an  uncouth  thyng  to  tell ; 
I  fawe  hym  cary  a  windemell 
Undir  a  walnote  fhale, 

What  fhould  I  makin  lenglr  tale  J 
Of  all  the  peple  that  I  fey 
I  could  not  tell  till  dom'ifdey. 

When  I  had  all  this  folke  behplde,  .._ 
And  founde  me  loce  and  not  yhAk, 
And  I  amufid  a  longe  while 
Upon  this  wall  all  of  berile, 
That  ihone  lightir  than  any  glas, 
And  made  well  more  then  it  ywas, 
As  it  kindely  thing  of  Fame  is, 
And  then  right  anone  aftir  this 
I  gan  forthe  romin  till  I  tonde 
The  cailill  yate-oa  my  right  honJe, 
Whiche  all  ib  well  ycorvin  was 
That  nevir  focbe  an  othir  n'as, 
And  yet  it  was  by  avinture 
Iwrough:  by  gre;e  aad  fubtill  cure; 
N  n  iiij 
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It  ncdith  not  you  more  to  tellen, 
To  makin  you  to  long  to  dwelkn, 
Of  thefe  ilke  yatis  flourilhynges, 
Ne  of  compacisne  karvynges, 
Kc  the  hackyng  in  rnafonries, 
As  corbettis  and  imageries. 

But  Lorde,  fo  faire  it  was  to  ftlewc* 
For  it  was  all  with  golde  behewe  v 
But  in  1  went,  and  that  anene  : 
There  met  I  crying  many  o»e, 
A  brges,  larges !  holde  up  well; 
God  fave  the  ladie  of  this  pell, 
Our  owne  gentill  Ladie  Fame, 
And  'hem  that  willen  to  have  a  name 
Of  us !  Thus  heard  I  cryin  all, 
And  faft  comin  out  of  the  hall 
And  fhoke  noblis  and  ftarlyngis, 
And  coroonid  were  askyngis 
With  crcwnw  wrought  full  of  Lofvnges, 
And  many  ribans  many  fringea 
Were  on  ther  clothis  truily. 

Tho  at  the  laft  efpyid  I 
That  purfevauntes  and  heraudis, 
That -cryio.  riche  folkis  laudif, 
It  werin  alt;  and  ever)'  man 
Of  'hem,  as  I  you  tellifc  can, 
Had  on  him  throwin  a  refture 
Whiche  men  yclepe  a  cote  armure, 
Embroudirid  wondirly  riche, 
As  though  thei  werin  not  iliche  : 
But  nought  will  I^fomote  I  thrive, 
Be  now  aboutin  to  difcrive 
All  thefe  armis  that  there  yweren 
That  thei  thus  on  ther  cotis  vreren, 
For  to  me  were  impoflible, 
Men  might  make  of  'hem  a  Bible 
Full  twentie  fbte  thicke  as  I  trowe^ 
For  certain  who  fo  coad  it  knowe 
Ymight  there  all  the  armis  fene 
Of  famous  folke-  that  er  had  beue 
In  Affrike,  Europe,  and  Afie, 
Sithinsfirft  began  chivalrie. 

Lo  !  how  fhould  I  now  tell  all  this  ? 
Ne  of  the  hall  eke  what  nede  is 
To  teliin  yott  ?  that  every  wall 
Of  it,  and  rofe,  and  flore  withaH, 
"Was  platid  halfe  a  fbte  thicke 
Of  golde,  and  that  ue  was  not  wicke> 
But  for  to  provin  in  all  wife 
As  fifle  as  ducket  in  Venzfe, 
Of  whichfi  to  lite  all  in  my  pouche  is  ; 
And  thei  were*  fet  as  thicke  of  ouchis 
Fine,  of  the  finift  ftonis  faire 
That  men  reden  in  the  lapidaire, 
Or  as  graflis  growen  in  a  mede  ; 
But  it  were  all  to  long  to  rede 
The  namis,  and  therefore  I  pace. 
But  in  this  luftie  and  riche  place, 
That  Fam'is  Flail  ycallid  was, 
Full  mcchil  pres  of  follte  there  n*as, 
Me  crouding,  for  to  mochil  pres; 
But  all  on  hie  above  a  des 
S^tte  in  a  fe  imperiall 
That  made  xvas  of  rubie  roiali 
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\\"hiche  that  a  carbuncle  is  called, 

I  fawe  perpetually  Lftallcd 

A  femine  crettirc, 

That  nevir  formid  by  Nature 

Was  foche  an  othir  thyng  I  laic ; 

For  althirfirfte,  the  fothe  tofaie; 

Me  thoughtin  that  {he  was  fo  lite 

That  the  imale  length  of  a  cubite 

Was  iengir  than  fce  fc-mid  be, 

But  thus  fonc  in  a  while  fhe 

Her  fclf  tho'  wondirly  yftreight 

That  with  her  fete  fhe  th'  erthe  yreight, 

And  wuh  her  hedde  fne  touchid  heven, 

There  as  ihinith  the  fterris  feven  ; 

And  thereto  yet,  as  to  my  wit, 

I  fawin  a  grete  \vondir  yit, 

Upon  her  eyin  to  beholde, 

But  certainly'  I  'hem  nevir  tolde, 

For  as  fele  eyin  haddin  Hie 

As  fethiis  upon  loulis  be, 

Or  werin  on  the  beftis  foure 

That  Godd'is  trone  can  to  honoure, 

As  writeth  Ihon  in  the'  Apocalypc, 

Her  here,  that  was  owndie  and  crip?. 

As  burnid  golde  it  (hone  to  fe. 

And,  fothe  to  teliin  alfo,  fhe 
Had  alfo  fele  upftandyng  eres, 
And  tongis  as  on  beft  "ben  heres, 
And  on  her  fete  woxin  fawe  I 
Partrkh'is  wiugisredily. 

But  Lorde  !  the  perrie'  and  the  riebeffe 
I  fawe  fittyng  on  the  goddefle, 
And  the  hevinly  melodic 
Of  fongis  full  of  armonie 
I  herdc  about  her  trone  ifong, 
That  all  the  palais  wall  yrong  '. 
So  fonge  the  mightie  Mufe,  fce 
That  clepid  is  Caliope, 
And  her  fevin  fuitirin  eke, 
That  in  ther  facia  femid  meke, 
And  evirmore  eternally 
Thei  fongin  of  Fame  ;  tho  heard  I, 
Yheried  be  thou  and  thy  name, 
Goddefle  o£  Renoun  and  of  Fame ! 

Tho  was  I  aware  at  the  laft, 
As  I  myne  eyin  gan  upcaft, 
That  this  ilke  grete  and  noble  quene 
Upon  her  {huldirs  gan  fuilene 
Bothe  the  armis  and  the  name 
Of  tho  that  haddin  large  fame, 
Alifander  and  Hercules, 
That  with  a  fherte  his  life  did  lefe; 
And  thus  founde  I  fittyng  this  goddeffe 
In  noble  honour  and  richefie, 
Of  which  I  itinte  a  while  now, 
Of  othir  thing  to  teliin  you. 

Tho  fawe  I  ftande  on  th1  other  fide, 
Streight  doune  unto  the  doris  wide, 
From  the  dees  many  a  pillere 
Of  metall  that  fhone  not  full  clere, 
But  though  thei  were  of  no  richelTe 
Yet  were  thei  made  for  grete  noblefle, 
And  in  'hem  was  there  grete  fentence, 
And  foike  oi  hie  and  digne  revereucc» 


THE    HOUSE    OF    FAME. 


Of  which  to  tellin  will  I  fonde. 

Upon  a  pillir  fawe  I  ftonde, 
Alderfirfl  there  yfie, 
Upon  a  pillir  flonde  on  hie, 
That  was  of  lede  and  iron  fine, 
Hym  of  the  fecte  Saturnine, 
The  Ebraike  Jofephus  the  old, 
That  of  the  Jewisgeftis  told, 
And  he  bare  on  his  ihuldirs  hie 
All  the  fame  up  of  the  Jurie ; 
And  by  hym  ftodin  othir  feven, 
Full  wife  and  worthie  for  to  neven, 
To  helpe  hym  berin  up  the  charge, 
It  was  fo  hevie  and  fo  large  ; 
And  for  thei  writtin  of  battailes 
As  well  as  of  othif  marvailes, 
Therefore  ywas,  lo  !  this  pillere, 
Of  the  whiche  I  you  teliin  here, 
Of  lede  and  iron  bcthe  iwis, 
For  iron  Mart'is  metall  is, 
Whiche  that  the  god  is  of  Battaile, 
And  eke  the  lede  withoutin  failc 
Is,  lo  !  the  metall  of  Saturne, 
That  hath  ful  large  whele  to  turne, 
To  ftandin  forthe  on  eithir  rowe 
Of  'hem  whiche  that  I  could  yknowe, 
Though  I  by  ordir  'hem  not  tell, 
To  makin  you  to  long  to  dwell. 

Thefe,  of  the  whiche  I  gan  to  rede, 
Thefe  fawe  I  ftandin  out  of  drede 
Upon  an  iron  pillir  ftrong, 
That  painted  was  all  endtlong 
"With  tigr'is  blode  in  every  place, 
The  Tholafon,  with  that  height  Stace, 
That  bare  of  Thebis  up  the  name 
Upon  his  fholdirs,  and  the  fame 
Alfo  of  cruill  Achilles; 
And  by  hym  ftode  withoutin  Jefe 
Full  wondir  hie  on  a  piller 
Of  iron  he  the  grete  Omer, 
And  with  hjm  Dares  and  Titus 
Before,  and  eke  he  Lollius, 
And  Guide  eke  de  Columpnis, 
And  Englifh  Gafride  eke  iwis ; 
And  eche  of  thefe,  as  I  have  joyc , 
Was  bufie  for  to  here  up  Troye, 
So  he  vie  thereof  was  the  fame, 
That  for  to  bere  it  was  no  game  ; 
But  yet  I  gan  full  well  efpie 
Betwene  'hem  was  a  little*  envie; 
One  faied  that  Omer  made  lies 
And  feinyng  in  his  poetries, 
And  was  to  the  Grekes  favourable, 
And  therefore  helde  he  it  but  fable. 

Tho  fawe  I  ftande  on  a  pillere 
Thai  was  of  tinnid  iron  clere, 
Him  the  Latine  poete  Virgile, 
That  hath  bore  up  a  longe  while 
The  fame  of  pius  ^ffineas. 

And  next  him  on  a  pillir  was 
Of  coppir  Venus  clerke  Ovide, 
That  both  yfowin  wondirs  wide 
The  grete  god  of  Lov'is  fame, 
And  there  he  bare  up  well  bit  nafue 


Upon  this  piller  al  fo  hie, 

As  might  fe  it  with  myne  eye  ; 

For  why  ?  this  hall  whereof  I  rede 

Waswpxe  on  height,  and  length,  and  bredc 

Well  more  by  a  thoufandc  dele 

Than  it  was  erft,  that  fawe  I  wele. 

Tho  fawe  I  on  a  pillir  by 
Of  iron,  wrought  full  fternily, 
The  grete  poete,  him  Dan  L.ucan, 
That  on  his  ihouldirs  bare  up  than, 
As  hie  as  that  I  might  it  fe, 
The  fame  of  Julius  and  Pompe, 
And  by  hym  ftodin  all  thefe  clerkes 
That  write  of  Rom'is  mightic  werkes, 
That  if  I  would  ther  namis  tell 
Tho  all  to  long  ymuft  I  dwell. 

And  nexte  hym  on  a  pillir  ftode 
Of  fulphure,  liche  as  he  were  wode, 
Dan  Claudian,  fothe  for  to  tell, 
That  bare  up  all  the  fame  of  hell, 
Of  Pluto  and  of  Proferpine, 
That  quen£  is  of  the  derke  pine. 
What  mould  I  more  tellin  of  this  ? 
The  hall  ywas  all  full  iwis 
Of  'hem  that  writtin  olde  jeftes 
As  ben  on  treis  rokis  neftes, 
But  it  a  full  confufe  mattere 
Were  all  thefe  jefiis  for  to  here 
That  thei  of  write,  and  how  thei  height : 
But  while  that  I  beheld  this  fight 
I  herde  a  noife  approchin  blive, 
That  fareth  as  bees  doen  in  aa  hive 
Ayenft  ther  tyme  of  out  flying, 
Right  foche  a  manir  murmuryng 
For  all  the  worlde  it  femid  me. 

Tho  gan  I  ioke  about,  and  fe 
That  there  come  sntryng  into  the'  ha}l 
A  right  grete  coinpanie  withall, 
And  that  of  fondrie  regions, 
Of  all  kind  of  condicions 
That  dwell  in  yerthe  undir  the  mane, 
Bothe  pore  and  riche  :  and  alfo  foue 
As  thei  were  come  into  the  hall 
Thei  gan  on  kneis  doune  to  fall 
Before  this  ilke  noble  quene, 
And  fayid,  Grauat  u»,  ladie  fhene ! 
Eche  of  us  of  thy  grace  a  bone. 
And  fome  of  'hem  fhe  grauntid  fone, 
And  fome  fhe  wirnid  well  and  faire. 
And  fome  fhe  grauntid  the  contraric 
Of  ther  a&yng  all  uttirlie  ; 
But  this  I  faie  you  truilie, 
What  that  her  grace  was  I  ne  wift, 
For  of  thefe  folke  full  well  1  wift 
Thei  haddin  gode  fame  eche  deferred, 
Although  thei  were  diverfly  ferved, 
Right  aa  her  fiftir  Dame  Fortune 
Is  wont  to  fervin  in  commune. 

Now  herkin  how  fhe  gan  to  paie 
'Hem  that  gan  her  of  grace  to  praie, 
And  yet,  lo  !  all  this  companie 
Yfaidin  fothe,  and  not  a  lie. 

Madame,  (thus  f&yid  thei)  we  be 
Folke  whiche  that  here  bcfcchiu  the 
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That  thou  granntin  as  now  gode  Fame, 
And  let  our  worlds  have  gode  name  ; 
In  full  recompenfacion 
Of  gode  worke  give  us  gode  renoun. 

I  warne  it  you  (quod  fhe  anone) 
Ye  gettin  of  me  gode  Fame  none 
By  God,  and  therefore  go  your  waie. 

Alas,  (quod  thei)  and  welawaie  ! 
Ttllith  us  what  your  caufe  maie  be, 

For  that  nrc  lifte  it  not,  (quod  Ihe,) 
No  wight  (hall  fpeke  of  you  iwis 
Ne  gode  netharme  ne  that  ne  this. 
And  with  that  worde  fhe  gan  to  call 
Her  meffengir  that  was  in  hall, 
And  bad  that  he  fhould  fail  ygone, 
Upon  pain  to  be  blinde  anonc, 
For  ./Eolus,  the  god  of  Winde, 
In  Thrace  there  ye  fhallhym  yfinde, 
And  bid  hym  bryng  his  clarioun 
That  is  full  divers  of  his  foun, 
And  it  is  clepid  Clere  Laude. 
With  which  he  wont  is  to  heraude 
'Hem  that  that  me  lift  ipraifid  be  ; 
And  alfo  bid  hym  now  that  he 
Bryng  eke  his  othir  clarioun, 
That  hight  Sclaundir  in  every  toune, 
With  whiche  he  wont  is  to  diffame 
'Hem  that  me  lift  and  doe  'hem  fhame. 

This  meflengir  gan  faft  to  gone, 
And  founde  where  in  a  cave  of  ftone, 
In  a  countre  which  that  hight  Thrace, 
This  JEolus  with  hardc  grace 
Yhelde  the  windis  in  diftreffe, 
And  gan  'hem  undir  hym  to  preffe, 
That  thei  gone  as  the  beris  rore, 
He  bounde  and  prellid  'hem  ib  fore. 

This  meffefigir  gan  faft  to  crie, 
Rife  up  (quod  he)  and  faft  the  hie 
Untill  thou  at  my  ladie  be, 
And  take  thy  clarions  eke  with  the, 
And  fpede  the  faft  :  and  he  anone 
Toke  to  him  one  that  hight  Tritone, 
His  clarions  to  berin  tho, 
And  let  a  certain  winde  ygo, 
That  blewe  fo  hidou-fly  and  hie 
That  it  ne  lefte  not  a  fkie 
In  all  the  welkin  long  and  brode. 

This  j^Eo-lus  no  where  abode 
Till  he  was  come  to  Fam'is  fete, 
And  eke  the  man  that  Triton  hete, 
And  theie  he  ftode  as  ftill  as  ftone  : 
And  here  withall  there  came  anone 
An  othir  huge  companie 
Of  gode  folke,  and  began  to  crie 
Ladie!  grauntith  us  now  gode  Fame, 
And  let  our  workis  have  that  name, 
Now  in  honour  of  gentilnefle, 
And  al  Ib  God  your  foule  ybleffe, 
For  we  han  well  defervid  it, 
Therefore  is  right  that  we  be  quit. 

As  thrive  I  (quod  {he)  ye  fhall  faile, 
Gode  workis  ihall  you  not  availe 
To  have  of  me  gode  Fame  as  now ; 
But  wote  ye  what  ?  I  grauntin  yewe 


That  ye  fhall  havin  a  fhrcwde  name, 

And  wickid  loos  worfe  Fame, 

Though  ye  gode  loos  have  well  deferved  ; 

Now  goeth  your  waie,  for  ye  ben  ferved. 

And  thou  Dan  ./Eolus,  (quod  fhe) 

Take  forthe  thy  trompe  anone,  let  fe, 

That  is  iclepid  Sclaundir  light, 

And  blowe  ther  loos,  that  every  wight 

Speke  of  'hem  harme  and  fhreudinene 

In  ftede  of  gode  and  worthinefle, 

For  thou  fhalt  trumpe  all  the  contraif  e 

Of  that  thei  have  doen  well  and  faire. 

Alas!  thought  1,  what  avintures 
Yhavin  thefe  forie  cretures, 
That  thei  emongis  al  the  pres 
Should  thus  be  ihamid  giltiles ! 
But  what  ?  it  muft  nedis  ybe. 
What  did  this  ^Eolus  ?  but  he 
Toke  out  his  blacke  trompe  of  bras?, 
That  foulir  then  the  devill  was^ 
And  gan  this  trompe  for  to  blowe 
As  all  the  worlde  fhould  ovirthrowe  : 
Throughout  every  regioun 
Ywent  this  foule  trump'is  foun 
As  fwift  as  pellit  out  of  gonne 
When  fire  is  in  the  poudir  ronne, 
And  foche  a  fmoke  gan  out  wende 
Out  of  the  foule  trump'is  ende, 
Blacke,  blue,  and  grenifhe,  fwartifhe,  rede 
As  doith  where  that  man  fnelte  lede, 
Lo  !  all  on  hie  from  the  tewell ; 
And  therto  one  thyng  fawe  I  well, 
That  ay  the  ferthir  that  it  ramie 
The  gretir  wexirt  it  bcganne, 
As  doeth  the  rivir  from  a  well, 
And  it  ftanke  as  the  pitte  of  hell : 
Alas  !  thus  was  ther  fhame  irong, 
And  giltlefTe,  on  every  tong, 
Tho  came  the  thirde  companie, 
And  gone  up  to  the  dees  to  hie, 
And  doune  on  knees  thei  fell  anone. 
And  faidin,  We  ben  everichbne 
Folke  that  yhan  full  truilie 
Defervid  Fame  rightfullie, 
And  prayin  you  it  might  be  knowc 
Right  as  it  is,  and  forthe  yblowe. 

I  graunte  (quod  fhe),  for  now  me  life 
That  your  gode  workis  fhall  be  wift, 
And  yet  ye  fhall  have  bcttir  loos, 
Right  in  difpite  of  all  your  foos, 
Then  worthie  is,  and  that  anone. 
Let  now  (quotl  fhe)  thy  trumpe  gonej- 
Thou  ./Eolus,  that  is  fo  blacke, 
And  out  thyne  othir  trtimpe  take 
That  hightin  Laude,  and  blowe  it  fo 
That  through  the  worlde  ther  Fame  may  g» 
All  efily  and  not  to  faft, 
That  it  be  kno'win  at  the  laft. 

Ful  gladly,  ladie  myne  !  he  faied  ; 
And  out  his  trumpe  of  golde  he  braicd 
Anone,  and  fet  it  to  his  mouthe, 
And  blcwe  it  eft,  and  weft,  and  fouthe, 
And  northe,  as  loude  as  any  thonder, 
That  every  wight  hath  of  it  wonder, 
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So  brode  k  ran  or  that  it  ftent ; 
And  certis  all  the  breth  that  v.  t  nt 
Out  of  his  trump'is  mouthe  yfmelde 
As  men  a  potte  full  of  baume  helde 
Emong  a  bafkit  full  of  rofes  j 
This  iavoar  did  he  to  ther  lofes. 

And  right  with  this  I  gan  efpie 
There  came  the  fowirth  companie, 
But  certaine  thei  were  wondir  fewe, 
And  gonne  to  ftandin  on  a  rewe, 
JAnd  faidin,  Certis,  ludie  bright ! 
We  have  doen  well  with  all  our  might, 
But  we  ne  kepc-  to  havin  Fame  ; 
Hidith  our  worlds  and  our  name 
[For  Godd'is  love,  for  certis  we 
Have  f'urely  doen  it  for  bounte, 
And  for  no  manir  othir  thyng. 

I  grauntin  you  all  your  afkyng, 
(Quod  fhe  ;)  kt  your  workis  be  dedde. 

With  that  about  I  tourned  my  hedde. 
And  fawe  anone  the  fivith  rout, 
That  to  this  ladie  gan  to  lout, 
And  doune  on  knees  anone  to  fall, 
And  to  her  tho  befoughtin  all 
To  hidin  ther  gode  workis  eke, 
And  fayid,  thei  yeve  not  a  leke 
For  no  Fame,  ne  no  foche  renoun,. 
For  thei  for  contemplacioun 
And  Godd'is  love  had  it  ywrought, 
Ne  of  Fame  wouldin  thei  have  nought. 

What !  (quod  fhe)  and  be  ye  fo  wode  ? 
And  wenin  ye  forto  doe  gode, 
And  for  to  have  of  that  no  Fame  ?     . 
Have  ye  difpite  to  have  my  name  ? 
Naie,  ye  fhall  lyin  everichone. 
Blowith  thy  trumpe,  and  that  anonej 
(Quod  fhe)  thou  JEolus,  I  hote, 
And  ring  thefe  folkis  workes  by  note, 
That  all  the  worlde  maie  of  it  here  : 
And  he  gan  blowe  ther  loos  fo  clere 
Within  his  goldin  clariaun, 
That  through  the  worlde  ywent  the  foun 
Al  fo  kindely  and  eke  fo  foft 
That  ther  Fame  was  yblowe  aloft. 

And  tho  came  the  fixt  companie, 
And  gonin  faft  to  Fame  to  crie- 
Right  verily  in  this  manere; 
Thei  faidin,  Mercie,  ladic  dere  ! 
To  tellin  certain  as  it  is 
We  have  doen  neithir  that  ne  thrs, 
But  idill  all  oar  life  hath  be  j 
But  natheleffe  yet  prayin  we 
That  we  maie  have  as  gode  a  Fame, 
And  grete  renome  and  knowin  name, 
As  thei  that  have  doe  noble  jeftes, 
And  have  achevid  all  ther  queftes^ 
As  wel  of  love  as  othir  thyng, 
All  was  us  nevir  broche  ne  ryng, 
Ne  ellis  what  fro  women  fent, 
Ne  onis  in  ther  hertc  iment, 
To  maken  us  onely  frendly  chere, 
But  mought  ytemin  us  on  bere-, 
Yet  let  us  to  the  peple  feme 
-foche  as  the  worlde  maie  of  us  deme- 


That  women  lovin  us  For  wodc, 
It  fhall  do  us  as  mochil  gode, 
And  to  our  herte  as  moche  availe 
The  countirpeife,  efe,  and  travaile^ 
As  we  had  wonnin  with  labour, 
For  that  ia  dere  ybought  honour, 
At  the  regard  of  our  grete  efe  ; 
And  yet  ye  muft  us  more  yplefe, 
Let  us  behoidin  eke  thereto 
Worthie,  and  wife,  and  gode  alfor, 
And  riche,  and  happie  unto  love, 
For  Godd'is  love  that  fitteth  above; 
Though  we  may  not  the  bodie  have- 
Of  women,  yet,  fo  God  me  fave, 
Let  men  yglewe  on  us  the  name  j 
Suffifith  that  we  have  the  Fame. 

I  graunt  it  (quod  fhe),  by  my  trouth. 
Now,  TEolns,  withoutin  flouth 
Take  out  thy  trumpe  of  golde,  (quod  fhe} 
And  blowe  as  thei  have  aflcid  me, 
That  every  man  wenc  'hem  at  efe 
Although  thei  go  in  full  badde  feffe. 
This  ^Eolus  gan  it  fo  blowe 
That  through  the  worlde  ft  was  Iknowe* 

Tho  came  the  feventh  route  anone,. 
And  fill  on  kneis  evetichone, 
And  fayid,  Ladie,  graunte  us  fone 
The  fame  thyng,  the  fame  bone, 
Which  that  this  nexte  folke  you  have  dortft« 

Fie  on  you  (quod  fhe)  everichone ! 
Ye  naftie  fwine,'ye  idle  wretches^. 
Fullfillid  of  rottin  flowe  tetches  ! 
What!  falfe  thevis, where  ye  wolde- 
Ben  famid  gode,  and  nothyng  n"olde 
Defervin  why,  ne  nevir  thought, 
Men  rsthir  you  to  hangin  ought, 
For  ye  be  like  the  flepie  cat, 
That  would  have  fifhe,  but  woft  thou  whati 
He  woll  nothyng  wete  his  clawis  : 
Evill  thrifte  come  to  your  jawis, 
And  on  myne,  if  I  you  it  graunte, 
Or  doe  favour  you  to  avaunte; 

Thou  ./Eolus,  thou  Kyng  of  Thrace, 
Go  blowe  this  folke  a  forie  grace 
(Quod  fhe)  anone ;  and  woft  thou  how  ? 
As  1  ihall  tellin  the  right  nowe  ; 
Say  thefe  ben  they  that  wolde  honour 
Have,  and  do  no  kinde  of  labour, 
Ne  do  no  gode,  and  yet  have  laude, 
And  that  men  wende  that  belle  I  faude 
Ne  coude  'hem  not  of  love  werne, 
And  yet  fhe  that  ygrint  at  queruc 
Is  all  to  gode  to  efe  ther  herte. 
This  .ffiolus  anone  up  fterte, 
And  with  his  blacke  clarioun 
He  gan  to  blafm  out  a  loan 
As  loud  as  bellith  winde  in  hel, 
And  eke  therewith,  the/othe  to  tcl. 
This  fowne  was  fo  full  of  japes 
As  evir  mowis  were  in  apes, 
And  that  went  al  the  wcrlde  aboute, 
That  every  wight  gxin  on  'hem  fhotite 
And  for  to  laugh  as  they  were  wode, 
Soche  game  yfoande  they  in- ther  hode» 
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Tho  came  anothlr  companye 
That  had  ydone  the  trechery, 
The  harme  and  the  grete  wickedneffe, 
That  any  herte  coudin  ygeffe, 
And  prayjd  her  to  have  gode  Fame, 
And  that  fhe  n'olde  do  'hem  no  ihame, 
But  give  'hem  loos  and  gode  renoun, 
And  do  it  blowe  in  clarioun. 

Nay,  wis,  (quod  fhe)  it  were  a  vyce  ; 
Al  be  there  in  me  no  juftice 
Me  lyft  not  for  to  do  it  nowe, 
Ne  this  I  ne  will  graunt  it  you. 

Tho  came  there  lepinge  in  a  route, 
And  gan  to  clappin  al  aboute 
Every  man  upon  the  crowne, 
That  al  the  hal  began  to  fowne, 
And  fayid,  Lady  lefe  and  dere  ! 
We  ben  foche  folkes,  as  ye  may  here, 
To  tellin  all  the  tale  aright, 
We  ben  fhrewis  every  wight, 
And  have  delite  in  wickidneffe, 
As  gode  folke  havin  in  godeneffe, 
And  joye  to  ben  yknowin  fhrewes, 
And  ful  of  vice  and  wickid  thewes, 
Wherfore  we  praye  you  on  a  rowe 
That  our  Fame  be  foche  yknowe 
la  al  thingis  right  as  it  isk 

I  graunte  it  you,  (quod  fhe)  ywis; 
But  what  arte  thou  that  faieft  this  tale, 
That  werift  on  thy  hofe  a  pale, 
And  on  thy  tippet  foche  a  bel  ? 

Madame,  (quod  he)  the  fothe  to  telt 
I  am  that  ilke  fhrewe  ywis 
That  brent  the  temple'  of  Ifidis 
In  Athenis,  lo !  that  cyte. 
And  wherefore  diddeft  thou  fo?  (quod  {he.) 
By  my  trouthe,  (anfwerid  he)  Madame, 
I  wolde  faine  have  had  a  name, 
As  othir  folke  had  in  the  towne  ; 
Although  they  were  of  grete  rcnowne 
For  ther  vertue  and  thcf  thewis, 
Thought  I,  as  grete  Fame  have  fhrewis 
(Though  it  be  nought)  for  fhrewdeneffe 
As  gode  folke  havin  for  gcdeneffe, 
And  fithen  I  may  not  have  that  one 
That  cthir  n'yl  I  not  forgone, 
As  for  to  gcttin  a  Fame  here, 
The  temple  fet  I  al  on  fire, 

Nowe  done  our  loos  be  blcwin  f withe, 
As  wifly  be  thou  evir  blythe. 

Gladly  (quod  fhe.),  Thou  ^Eolus, 
Herift  thou  not  what  they  prayen  us  ? 
Madame,  I  here  ful  wcl,  (quod  he) 
And  I  will  trumpin  it  parde ; 
And  toke  his  blacke  trumpe  fafte, 
And  gan  to  puffin  and  to  blade 
Tyl  it  was  at  the  world'is  ende, 

With  that  I  gan  abcutin  wende, 
Tor  one  that  ftode  right  at  my  bake 
Me  thought  ful  godcly  to  me  fpake, 
And  fayid,  Frende,  what  is  thy  name  ? 
Arte  thou  come  hidir  to  have  Fame  ? 

Have  Fame  '  nay,  for  fothe,  frende,  (quod  I) 
I  come  nat  hithir,  grant  mercy  I 


For  no  foche  caufe,  by  my  bed, 

Suffifith  me  as  I  \yere  ded 

That  no  wight  have  my  name  in  honde 

I  wot  my  felie  beft  liowe  I  ftonde, 

For  what  I  drie  or  what  I  thinke 

I  wol  my  felfin  al  it  drinke. 

Certainly  for  the  more  parte, 

As  ferforth  as  I  can  mine  arte. 

What  doift  thou  here  than  ?  (quod  he.) 

(Quod  I)  That  wol  I  tellin  the  ; 

The  cauf_  why  I  ftandin  here 

Is  fome  new  tidinges  for  to  lere, 

Some  newe  thing,  I  ne  wot  what, 

Tyding'.s  eythir  this  or  that, 

Of  love,  or  of  foche  thingis  glade, 

For  certainly  he  that  me  made 

To  comin  hidir  faid  to  me 

I  fhuldin  bothe  yhere  and  fe 

In  this  place  many  wondir  thinges, 

But  thefe  ne  be  no  foche  tidinges 

As  I  yment  of.     No  ?  (quod  he.) 

And  I  anfwerid,  No^parde, 

For  ful  wel  I  wote  evir  yet, 

Sithinis  that  firfte  1  had  wit. 

That  fome  folke  han  defirid  Fame 

t)iverfly,  and  loos  and  gode  name, 

But  certainly  I  ne  wift  how 

Ne  where  that  Fame  dwellid  or  nowej 

Ne  eke  of  her  difcripcion, 

No  alfo  her  condicion, 

Ne  eke  the  ordir  of  her  dome 

Knewe  I  not  till  I  hithir  come. 

Why  than  be,  lo!  thefe  tidingis 
Which  that  thou  nowe  hethir  bringis, 
That  thou  haft  herde  ?  /quod  he  to  me  : 
But  nowe  no  force,  for  wel  I  fe 
What  thou  defirift  for  to  lere  : 
Come  forthe,  and  flande  no  lengir  here. 
And  I  wol  the,  withoutin  dredej 
In  to  foche  anothir  place  lede 
There  thou  fhalte  herin  many  one; 

Tho  gan  I  forthe  with  him  to  gone 
Out  of  the  caftil,  fothe  to  fey. 

Tho  fawe  I  ftande  in  a  valey, 
Undir  the  caftil  fafte  by, 
An  houfe  that  Dumus  D^dali^ 
That  Labyrintbut,  ycleped  is, 
N'as  made  fo  wondirly  ywis, 
Ne  halfe  fo  quently  was  ywrougnt ; 
And  evirmo  as  fvvifte  as  thought 
This  queint  Houfe  aboutin  ywent, 
That  nevirmo  it  ftill  yftent, 
And  there  came  out  fo  gret  a  noife$ 
That  had  itftondin  upon  Oyfe 
Men  might  have  herde  it  efily 
To  Rome,  I  trowin  fikirly  ; 
And  the  noifi  wluche  that  I  yherde 
For  al  the  worlde  right  fo  it  fcrde 
As  dothe  the  routinge  of  the  ftone 
That  fro  th'  engin  is  letyn  gone. 

And  al  this  Houfe  of  whiche  I  rede 
Was  made  of  twyggis  falowe,  rede, 
And  grene  eke,  and  fome  weihi  white j. 
•Sochc  as  men  to  the  cagis  twhite, 


*«!/*, 
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Or  makin  of  thefe  paniers, 
Or  ellis  hutchis  or  doflers, 
That  for  the  fwough  and  for  the  twigges 
This  Houfe  was  al  fo  full  of  gigges, 
And  al  fo  ful  eke  of  chirkinges, 
And  of  many  othir  wirkinges, 
And  eke  this  Houfe  hath  of  entrees 
As  many'  as  levis  ben  on  trees 
.n  fommir  whan  that  they  ben  grene, 
And  on  the  rofe  yet  men  may  fene 
A  thoufande  bolis,  and  well  mo, 
To  lettin  the  fowne  out  ygo  ; 
And  by  day  in  every  tyde 
Ben  al  the  doris  opin  wide, 
And  by  night  eche  one  is  unfhette  ; 
Me  portir  is  there  none  to  lette 
Mo  manir  tydinges  in  to  pace, 
Me  nevir  reft  is  in  that  place, 
That  it  n'is  filled  full  of  tidinges, 
Eythir  loude  or  of  whifperinges, 
And  evir  all  the  Houfis  angles 
s  full  of  rowningesand  of  jangles, 

I  Of  werres,  of  pece,  of  manages, 

I  Of  reftes,  of  labour,  of  viages, 

j  Of  abode,  of  dethe,  and  of  lyfe, 
Of  love,  of  hate,  accorde,  of  ftrife, 
Of  loffe,  of  lore,  and  of  winninges, 
Of  hele,  of  fickenefle,  or  lefinges, 

'Of  faire  wethir  and  tempeftis, 

[Of  qualme,  of  folke  and  of  beftis, 

',  Of  divers  tranfmutacions 

iOf  eftates  and  of  regions, 

j  Of  truft,  of  drede,  of  jaloufy, 

I  Of  witte,  of  winning,  of  foly, 

j  Of  plenty  a.  H  of  grete  famirie, 
Of  chepe,  of  derthe,  and  of  ruinc, 
Of  gode  or  of  mifgovernement, 

j  Of  fyre,  and  divers  accident. 

And  lo !  this  Houfe  of  whiche  I  write 
Sykir  be  ye  it  n'as  no  lite, 
For  it  wasfyxtie  mile  of  length; 
Al  was  the  tymbir  of  no  ftrength, 
Yet  it  is  fqundid  to  endure 
While  that  it  lyfte  to  Avinture, 
That  is  the  mothir  of  Tidinges, 
As  the  fe  of  wellis  and  fpringes, 
And  it  was  fhapin  lyke  a  cage. 

Certis,  (quod  1)  in  al  mine  age 
Ne  fawe  1  foche  an  Houfe  as  this. 
And  as  I  wondrid  me  ywis 
Upon  this  Houfe,  tho  ware  was  I 
How  that  myne  egle  fafte  by 
Was  perchid  hye  upon  a  (tone, 
And  I  gan  ftreight  to  him  to  gone, 
And  fayid  him  thus,  I  pray  the 
That  thou  a  while  abidin  me 
For  Godd'is  love,  and  let  me  fene 
What  wondirs  in  that  place  ybene, 
For  yet  parauntir  I  may  lere 
Some  gode  therin,  or  fomwhat  here, 
That  lefe  me  were  or  that  I  went. 

Peter,  that  is  nowe  myne  entent, 
(Quod  he  to  me)  therfore  I  dwel; 
$Ut  certaine  one  thiugt  I  the  ;el, 


That  but  I  bringin  the  therm 

Ne  fhal  thou  nevir  conne  the  gin 

To  come  in  to  it  out  of  doute, 

So  fafte  it  whirlith,  lo    aboute  ; 

But  fithe  that  Jov'is  of  his  grace. 

As  I  have  faid,  wil  the  folace 

Finally  with  thefe  ilke  thinges, 

Thefe  uncouthe  fightis  and  tidinges, 

To  paffe  away  thine  hevineffe, 

Soche  routhe  hath  he  of  thy  diftreffff 

That  thon  fuffredeft  debonairly, 

And  wofte  thy  felvin  uttirly 

Wholy  defperate  of  al  blifle, 

Sithe  that  Fortune  hath  made  amiffe 

The  fote  of  al  thine  hert'is  reft 

Languifhe,  and' eke  in  pointe  to  breft, 

But  he  through  his  mightie  melite 

Wil  do  the  efe,  al  be  it  lite, 

And  gave  in  expreffe  commaundement, 

To  whiche  I  am  obedient, 

To  forthir  the  with  al  my  myght, 

And  wifhe  and  techin  the  aright 

Where  thou  maifte  mofte  tidingis  here, 

Thou  fhahe  here  many  one  ylere. 

And  with  this  worde  he  right  anone 

Yhent  me  up  bytwene  his  tone, 

And  at  a  windowe  in  me  brought 

That  in  this  Houfe  was,  as  me  thought, 

i  And  therewithal  me  thought  it  {lent, 

And  nothinge  it  aboutin  wente, 

And  me  fet  in  the  flore  adoun ; 

But  foche  grete  congregacioun 

Of  folke  as  1  fawe  rome  about, 

Some  it  within  and  fome  withoutf 

N'as  nevir  fene,  ne  fhal  be  efte, 

That  certis  in  this  worlde  n'is  leftc 

So  many  formid  by  Nature, 

Ne  ded  fo  many  a  creture, 

That  wel  unnethis  in  that  place 

Had  I  a  fot'is  brede  of  fpace  ; 

And  every  wight  that  I  fawe  there 

Rownid  everiche  in  othir's  ere 

A  newe  tidinge  privily, 

Or  els  he  tolde  it  opinly, 

Right  thus,  and  faid,  Ne  woft  nat  thou 

That  is  betid  din,  lo  !  right  nowe  ? 

No,  certis,  (quod  he;)  tel  me  what; 
And  than  he  tolde  him  this  and  that, 
And  fwore  therto  that  it  was  fothe, 
Thus  hath  he  faid,  and  thus  he  dothe, 
And  this  fhal  be',  and  thus  herde  I  fay, 
That  fhal  be  founds,  and  dare  I  lay  j 
That  al  the  folke  that  is  on  ly  ve 
Ne  have  the  konninge  to  difcrive 
Tho  thingis  that  I  herdin  there, 
What  aloude  and  what  in  the  ere ; 
But  al  the  wondir  mofte  was  this, 
Whan  one  had  herde  a  thinge  ywis 
He  came  ftreight  to  anothir  wight, 
And  gan  him  tellin  anone  right 
The  fame  tale  that  to  him  was  tolde 
Or  it  a  forlonge  way  was  olde, 
And  began  foinwhat  for  to  eche 
Uato  thia  tidinge  in  his  i^eche 
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More  than  evir  it  fpokin  was, 

And  nat  fo  fone  departid  n'as 

Tho  fro  him  that  he  ne  ymette 

With  the  thirde  man,  and  er  he  lette 

Any  ftounde  he  yt.olde  him  alfe; 

Werin  the  tidinges  fothe  or  falfe 

Yet  wolde  he  tel  it  .natheles, 

And  evirmore  with  mo  encres 

That  it  was  erft  :  thus  northe  and  fouthe 

Went  every  tidinge  fro  mouth  to  mouthe, 

And  that  encrefinge  evirmo, 

As  fire  is  wont  to  quicken  and  go, 

From  a  fparcle  fprongin  amis, 

Tyl  al  a  cite  brent  up  is. 

And  whan -that  that  was  ful  up  fpronge, 
And  waxin  more  on  every  tonge    • 
Than  er  it  was,  and  went  anone 
Up  to  a  windowe  out  to  gone, 
Or  but  it  might  out  there  ypaffe 
It  gan  out  crepe  at  fome  crevafie, 
And  flewe  forthe  faite  for  the  nones. 

And  fomtyme  I  fawe  there  at  onea 
A  leiinge  and  a  fadde  fothefawe, 
That  gonnln  of  avinture  drawe 
Out  at  a  windowe  for  to  pace, 
And  whan  thei  mettin  in  that  place 
They  were  acheckid  bothe  two, 
And  neithir  of  "hem  myght  out  go, 
For  eche  othir  they  gonne  fo  croude^ 
Tyl  eche  of 'hem  gan  cryin  loude 
Let  me  gone  firft ;  Nay,  but  let  me, 
And  here  I  wol  enfurin  the 
With  vowis  that  thou  wolt  do  fo, 
That  I  fhal  nevir  fro  the  go, 
But  be  alway  thin  owhe  fworne  brother  ; 
We  wol  meddle  us  eche  in  other, 
That  no  man  be  he  ner  fo  wrothe 
Shal  have  one  of  us  two,  but  bolhe 
At  onis,  a's  befide  his  leve, 
Come  we  amor^owe  or  on  eve, 
Be  we  ycryde  'or  ftyl  yrowned  : 
Thus  fawe  I  falfe  and  fothe  compowned 
Togidir  flye  for  o  tidinge  ; 
Thus  out  at  holis  gonne  to  wringe 
Every  tidinge  ftreight  to  Fame, 
And  fhe  gan  yevin  eche  his  name 
Aftir  her  difpoficion, 
And  yeve  'hem  eke  duracion, 
Some  to  wexin  and  wanin  fone, 
As  dothe  the  faire  and  white  mone, 
And  let  him  gonne  ;  there  might  I  fcill 
tWingid  wondirs  full  faft  fiyia 


Twenty  thoufande  all  in  a  route, 
As  ./Eolus  'hem  blewe  aboute  : 
And,  Lorde!  this  Houfe  in  alle  times 
Was  ful  of  fhypmen  and  pilgrimes, 
With  fcrippis  bretteful  of  lefinges, 
Entermedilid  with  tidinges; 
And  eke  alone  by  'hem  felve 
A  many  thoufande  tymis  twelve 
Sawe  I  eke  of  ihefe  pardoners, 
Currours,  and  eke  of  mcffaungcrs, 
With  boxis  crommid  ful  of  lyes 
As  evir  veffil  was  with  lies  : 
And  as  I  althirfaftift  went 
Aboute,  and  dyd  al  myne  entcnt 
Me  for  to  playen  and  for  to  lere, 
And  eke  a  tiding  for  to  here, 
That  I  had  hcrde  of  fome  countre, 
That  fhal  not  nowe  be  tolde  for  me, 
For  it  no  nede  is,  redyly 
Folke  can  yfmge  it  bet  than  I, 
For  al  mote  out  or  lute  or  rathe 
Alle  the  fhevis  in. the  fathe. 

I  herdin  a  grete  noife  withall 
Within  a  cornir  of  the  hal, 
There  men  of  love  tydingis  tolde, 
And  I  gan  thidirwarde  beholdc, 
For  I  fawe  renniuge  every  wight 
As  faile  as  that  they  huddin.  might, 
And  everyche  cride,  What  thinge  is  that  ? 
And  fome  faid,  I  n'ot  nevir  what  : 
And  whan  they  were  al  041  an  hepe 
Tho  thei  behinde  gonnin  up  lepe, 
And  ciambin  up  on  othir  fafte, 
And  up  the  noife  on  hyghin  cafte, 
And  trcdin  fall  on  othir  %>  heles,          \ft 
And  ftampe,  as  men  clone  aftir  eles  : 
But  at  the  lafte  I  fawe  a  man 
Whiche  that  I  nought  difcriye  ne  can, 
But  he  yfernid  for  to  be 
A  man  of  grete  auclorite. 

And  therewithal  i  'anon  abraide 
Out  of  my  flepe  halfe  afraide, 
Remembring  wel  what  I  had  fene, 
And  howe  hye  and  ferre  I  had  bene, 
In  my  goft,  and  had  grete  wonder 
Of  that  the  mighty  god  of  Thonder 
Had  let  me  knowen,  and  gan  to  write 
Lyke  as  ye  have  Jierde  me  enditc, 
Wherfore  to  ftudy'  and  rede  alway 
I  purpofe  to  do  day  by  day. 

And  thus  in  dreminge  and  in 
Enditb.  this  litil  Boke  of  Fume, 
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Here  foloweth  a  godely  Ealade  of  Chaucer, 


JMoTHER  of  norture,  beft  beloved  of  all, 

And  frefne  floure,  to  whom  gode  thrift  God  fende, 

Your  childe,  if  it  lufte  you  me  fo  to  call, 

All  be'  I'  unable  my  feif  fo  to  pretende, 

To  your  difcrecion  I  recommende 

Mine  herte  and  all,  with  every  circumftaunci , 

Ail  wholly  to  be'  undir  your  govirnaunce. 

Mofte  defire  I,  and  have,  and  evir  (hall, 
Thing  which  that  might  your  hert'is  efc  amende  ; 
Have  me  excufed,  my  powir  is  but  frnall ; 
Natheleffe  of  right  ye  ought  for  to  commende 
My  gode  will,  whiche  faine  would  entende 
<To  doe  you  fervice,  for  my  fuffifaunce 
Is  wholly  to  be'  undir  your  govirnaunce. 

Meulx'un  in  herte,  whiche  ncvir  fhall  apall, 
Aie  frefhe  and  new,  and  right  glad  to  difpende 
My  time  in  your  fervice,  what  fo  befall, 
Beiechyng  your  excellence  to  defende 
My  fimplenefle,  if  ignoraunce  offende 
In  any  wife,  fith  that  myne  affiaunce 
Is  whollie  to  be'  undir  your  govirnaunce. 

Daifie  of  light,  very  ground  of  comfort ! 
The  Sunn'is  doughtir  ye  hight,  as  I  rede, 
For  when  he  vvcftrith  farwell  your  difport ; 
By  your  nature  anone  right  for  pure  drede 
Of  the  rude  Night,  that  with  his  boiftous  wede 
Of  derkenefie  fhadowith  our  hemifphere, 
Then  clofin  ye,  my  liv'is  ladie  dere  ! 

Daunyng  the  daie  unto  his  kinde  refort, 
And  Phoebus  your  fathir  with  his  ftremes  rede 
Adorneth  the  morowe,  confuming  the  fort 
Of  miftie  cloudes,  that  wouldin  ovirlede 
True  humble  hertis  with  ther  miftie  hede, 
Mere  comfort  adaies,  when  your  eyin  clere 
Difclofe  and  fprede,  my  liv'is  ladie  dere  ! 

Je  -vouldray  ;  but  the  grete  God  difpofeth 
And  makith  cafuell  by  his  providence 
Soche  thing  as  mann'is  frele  wit  purpofeth, 
All  for  the  beft,  if  that  your  confcience 
Not  grutche  it,  but  in  humble  paciencc 
It  receve,for  God  faith  withoutin  a  fable 
A  faithfull  herte  evir  is  acceptable.. 


Cautelis  whofo  ufith  gladlie  glofeth; 
To  efchewe  foche  it  is  right  high  prudence  ; 
What  ye  faied  onis  mine  herte  oppofeth, 
That  my  writyng  japis  in  your  abfence 
Plefid  you  moche  bettir  than  my  prefence, 
Yet  can  I  more,  ye  be  not  excufable  ; 
A  faithfull  hei'te  evir  is  acceptable. 

Quakith  my  penne,  my  fpirite  fuppofeth 
That  in  my  writing  ye  find  woll  offence; 
Min  hert  welknith  thus  fone,  anon  it  rifeth, 
Now  hotte,  now  colde,  and  eft  in  grete  fervence  j 
That  mifle  is  caufid  of  negligence, 
And  not  of  malice,  therefore  beth  merciable  ; 
A  fuithfull  herte  evir  is  acceptable. 

Li '  envoy  e. 

Forthe  complaint,  forth  e  thou  lacking  eloquence^ 
Forthe  litil  lettir,  ofenditinglame, 
I  have  befought  my  ladie's  fapience 
Of  thy  behalfe  for  to  accept  in  game 
Thine  inabilite,  doe  thou  the  fame : 
Abide,  have  more  yet ;  Jeferve  Joveffe: 
Now  forth,  I  clofe  the'  in  holy  Venus  name 
The  ftxall  unclofe  my  hert'is  govirneffe. 


• 


A  ballade  In  commendation  of  our  Ladle, 

A  THOUSANDS  ftories  coud  I  mo  reherce 
Of  olde  poetis  touching  this  matere, 
How  that  Cupide  the  hertis  gan  fo  perce 
Of  his  fervauntis,  fettyng  *hem  in  fere. 
Lo  here  the  fine  of  th'  errour  and  the  fere, 
Lo  here  of  love  the  guerdone  and  grevaunce, 
Thater  what  wo  her  fervauntes  do  avaunce  ! 

Wherfore  now  plainly  I  woll  my  ftile  drcfie 
Of  one  to  fpeke  at  nede  that  woll  not  faile  ; 
Alas  !  for  dole  I  ne  can  ne  maie'  exprefle 
Her  paflyng  prife,  and  that  is  no  mervaile. 
O  winde  of  grace  !  now  blowe  unto  my  failc, 
O  auriate  licpur  of  Clio  !  to  write 
My  penne  enfpire  of  that  I  woll  endite, 
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Alas !  unworthie  I  am  and  unable 
To  love  foche  one,  all  women  furmountyng, 
But  fhe  be  benigne  to  me  and  merciable, 
Thai  is  ofpitie  the  welle  and  thefpryng; 
Wherfore  of  her  in  laude  and  in  praifyng, 
So  as  I  can,  fupportid  by  her  grace, 
Right  thus  I  faie,  knelyng  before  her  face  : 

O  ftere  of  fterris,  with  thy  ftremis  clere, 
Sterre  of  the  fe,  to  fhipmen  light  and  gide  ! 
O  luftie  livyng,  mofte  plefaunt  to'  appere, 
"Whofe  bright  bemis  the  cloudis  maie  not  hide  ! 
O  waie  of  life  to  'hem  that  go  or  ride, 
Haven  aftir  tempeft,  furifl  up  to  rive, 
On  me  have  mercie  for  thy  joy  is  five  ! 

O  rightfull  rule !   o  bote  of  holinefle  ! 
And  lightfome  line  of  pitie  for  to  plain, 
©riginall  of  grace  and  all  godenefle, 
And  cleneft  conduct  of  vertue  mofte  foverain  ! 
Mothir  of  mercie',  our  trouble  to  reftrain, 
Chambir  and  clofit  cleneft  of  chaftitie, 
And  namid  herbrough  of  the  deitie ! 

O  clofit,  gardin,  voide  of  wedis  wicke, 
Criftallin  welle,  of  clerenefle  clere  configned, 
Fructified  olive  of  foiles  faire  and  thicke, 
And  redo'lent  cedre  moft  dere  worthy  digned  ! 
Remember  on  finnirs  that  to  the  be*  affined 
Or  wickid  fendis  ther  wrathe  on  'hem  wreche  ; 
Lanterne  of  light !  thou  art  ther  livis  leche. 

Paradife  of  plefaunce,  gladfome  to  all  gode, 
O  benigne  braunchilet  of  the  pine  tre, 
Vinarie'  envermailed,  refrefhir  of  bode, 
Licour  ayen  langour  that  palled  maie  not  be, 
Blisful  blomie  blofme,  bidyng  in  bounte ! 
Thy  mantell  of  mercie  on  our  miferie  fprede, 
And  er  we'  awaic  wrappe  us  undir  thy  wede. 

O  rodie  rofier,  flouring  without  fpine, 
Fountain  filthlefle,  as  birill  currant  clere  ! 
Sum  drop  of  gracefull  dewe  to  us  propine  ; 
.Light  without  nebule  fhinyng  in  thy  fphere, 
Medicine  to  mifcheves,  pucell  without  pere ! 
Flambe  doun  the  full  light  of  thin  influence, 
Rcmenihring  thy  fervantes  for  thy  magnificence. 

Of  all  Chriftin  prote&rice  and  tutele, 
Retourne  of  exiled  put  in  the  profcripcion, 
To  'hem  that  enren  in  the*  pathe  of  ther  fe<juele, 
To  werie  forwandrid  tent  and  pavilion, 
To  faint  and  to  frelhe  the  paufacion, 
To  unreftie  bothe  reft  and  remedie, 
Fruclfull  to  all  tho  that  in  her  affie  : 

To  'hem  that  rennin  thou  art  itinerarie, 
O  blisfull  bravie  to  knightes  of  thy  werre ! 
To  werie  werkmen  ihe  'is  diourne  denarie, 
Mede  unto  mariners  that  have  failed  ferre, 
Laureate  coroune  ftremyng  as  a  fterre, 
To  'hem  putin  palaflre  for  thy  fake 
Tours  of  ther  conqueft  white  as  any  lake. 

O  mirthe  of  martyrs  !  fwetir  thau  fitole, 
Of  confeflburs  alfo  riche  donatife, 
Unto  virgines  eternall  iauriole, 
'Fore  all  woman  havyng  prerogatife, 
Mothir  and  maide,  bothe  widowe  and  eke  wife  ! 
Of  all  the  worlde  is  none  but  thou  alone, 

thou  maie  be  fuccour  to  my  mone, 


Truftie  turtle,  truefaftift  of  all  true, 
Curteife  columbe,  replete  of  all  mekeneffe, 
O  nightingale  with  thy  notis  newe  ! 
O  popinjaie  !  purid  with  all  clennefle, 
O  laveroke  of  love  !  fingyng  with  fwetneffc, 
Phoebus  waityng  till  on  thy  breft  he  light, 
Undir  thy  wing  at  domifdaie  us  dight. 

O  rubie  !  rubified  in  the  paflion 
Of  thy  fonne,  us  have  emongis  in  minde, 
O  ftedfaft  diametre  of  duracioun  ! 
That  fewe  feris  any  time  might  thou  finde. 
For  none  to  hym  was  foundin  halfe  fo  kinde; 
O  hardie  herte  !  o  lovyng  creature  ! 
What  was  'it  but  love  that  made  the  fo  endure  ? 

Semely  faphre,  depe  loupe,  and  blewe  ewage  ! 
Stable  as  the  loupe  ewage  of  pitie, 
This  is  to  faie,  the  frefhift  of  vifage, 
Thou  loveft  unchaungid  'hem  that  fervin  the, 
And  if  offence  or  varying  in  'hem  be 
Thou  art  aie  redie  on  ther  wo  to  rue, 
And  'hem  recevift  aye  with  herte  full  true. 

O  godelie  gladdid  '.  when  that  Gabriel 
With  joy  the  grette,  that  maie  not  be  nombrid, 
Or  halfe  the  bliffe  who  cond  ywrite  or  tell 
When  the'  Holy  Ghofte  to  the  was  obumbrid, 
Wherthrough  fendes  were  bittirly  encombrid  ? 
O  wemlefle  maide  !  embeliflied  in  his  birthe, 
That  man  and  angill  therof  haddin  mirthe. 

Lo  here  the  blofme  and  the  budde  of  glorie, 
Of  whiche  the  prophet  fo  long  fpake  beforne  * 
Lo  here  the  fame  that  was  in  memorie 
Of  Efaie,  fo  long  or  (he  was  yborne  ! 
Lo  here  of  David  the  delicious  corne  ! 
Lo  here  the  grounde  of  life  in  to  bilde, 
Becomyng  man  our  ranfome  for  to  yilde ! 

O  glorious  voile,  vite  inviolate  ! 
O  firie  Titan  !  perfyng  with  thy  bemes, 
Whofe  vertuous  brightnes  was  in  breft  vibrat, 
That  al  the  world  embeliflied  with  the  lemes, 
Confervatrice  of  kinges,  dukes,  and  rclmes, 
Of  Jefle  his  fede  the  fwete  Sunamite, 
Mefure  my  mourning  mine  own  Margarite ! 

0  foverainift  yfought  out  of  Syon  ! 
Cockle  with  golde-dewe  from  above  berainid, 
Dewe-buflie  unbrent,  firelefle  fire  fct  on, 
Flambing  with  fervence,  not  with  hete  painid, 
Duryng  daifie  that  no  wethir  ftainid, 

Flece  undefouled  of  gentilift  Gidion, 
And  fruictfiyng  fairiit  yerde  of  Aaron  ! 

The  mightie  arche,  the  probatifc  pifcine, 
Laughyng  Aurora,  and  of  pece  olive, 
Columpne  and  bafe,  up  beryng  from  abime, 
Why  n'ere  I  connyng  here  for  to  difcrive  ? 
Chofin  of  Jofeph ,  whom  he  toke  to  wive, 
Unknowyng  hym  childyng  by  miracle, 
And  of  our  manly  figure  the  tabernacle  ! 

1  have  none  Engliihe  convenient  and  digne, 
Myne  herte's  hele  lady  !  the  with  to  honour, 
Ivorie  clene !  therefore  I  woll  refigne 

Into  thyne  haude  till  that  thou  lift  fuccour, 
To  helpe  my  makyng  both  florifhe  and  flour, 
Then  ftiould  I  fliewe  in  love  how  that  I  brende« 
In  fongb  aiakyng  thy  name  to  coxnmendc ; 
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For  if  I  coud  before  thyne  excellence 
Syngin  in  love  I  wouldin  what  1  fele,' 
And  evir  ftandin,  ladle',  I  in  thy  prefence, 
To  fhewe  in  opin  how  1  love  you  wele, 
And  fith  although  your  heart  be  made  of  ftele 
To  you  withoutin  any  difcev'eraunce 
en  vous  tonte  ma  fiance, 

Where  might  I  love  evir  bettirbefct 
Then  in  this  lilie  likyng  to  beholde, 
That  lace  of  love,  the  bonde  fo  well  thou  knit, 
That  I  maie  fe  the  or  myne  herte  colde, 
And  or  I  palfe  out  of  my  dayis  olde, 
Tofore  fyngyng  evirmore  uttirly, 
Your  eyin  two  woll  fie  me  fodainly. 

For  love  I  langour,  Miffed  be  loch  firknefie ! 
Sith  it  'is  for  you,  my  heretely  fuffifaunce, 
I  can  not  ellis  faie  in  fny  diftreffe, 
So  faire  one  hath  myrte  hert  in  govirnaunce, 
And  aftir  I  begin  on  efperannce, 
With  feble  entune,  though  it  thine  hert  perce, 
Yet  for  thy  fake  this  letter  I  reherfe. 

God  wote  on  mufike  I  can  'not,  but  I  geffe  ; 
Alas  why  fo!  that  I  might  faie  or  1'yag, 
So  love  I  you,  my  own  foveraine  mainVeffe, 
And  evir  fhall  withoutin  departyng, 
Mirrour  of  beautie,  for  you'  out  fhould  I  ring, 
In  remembraunce  eke  of  your  eyin  clere, 
Thus  ferre  from  you  my  foverain  ladle  dere  ! 

So  wouldin  God  your  love  would  me  yflo, 
Sith  for  your  fake  I  fmgin  dale  by  daie ; 

0  herte  !  why  ne  nilt  thou  breke  a  two, 
Sith  with  myladie  dwellin  1  ne  maie  ? 
Thus  many'  a  roundell,  many  a  virelaie, 
In  frefhe  Englifhe,  when  I  me  leifir  finde, 

1  doe  recorde,  on  you  to  havin  mynde. 
Now,  ladie  mine !   fith  I  you  love  and  dredc, 
And  you'  unchaunged  ever  finde  in  o  degre, 
Whole  grace  n«  maie  flic  fro  your  womanhede, 
Difdainith  not  for  to  remembre'  on  me, 
Myne  herte  bledith  for  I  maie  not  you  fe; 
And  fith  ye  wotte  my  menyng  defifous 
Pleures  pour  may  s'ilvom  plaift  amoreux. 

What  marvaile  is  though  1  in  pain  ybe  * 
I'  am  departid  from  you  my  foverain ; 
Fortune  alas  !  doni  vlent  la  defienie, 
That  in  no  wife  I  can  ne  maie  attain 
To  fe  the  beautie  of  your  eyin  twain, 
Wherefore  I  faie,  for  triHeffe  doeth  me  grame, 
Tant  me  fait  mal  departir  de  ma  dame. 

Why  n'ere  my  wiffing  brought  to  foche  efploit 
That  I  might  faie  for  joye  of  your  prefence 
Or  atnon  ctzur  ce  qui  -voulli.it 
Or  am™  ctcur  ?  the  hijjheft  excellence 
That  er  had  wight,  and  fith  mine  advertence 
Is  in  you  rewith  on  my  painis  fmerte, 
I  am  fo  foro  ywoundid  to  the  herte. 

To'  live  well  merie  two  lovers  were  ifere, 
So  maie  I  faie  withoutin  any  blame, 
And  if  that  any  man  to  wilde  were 
I  could  hym  techin  for  to  be  full  tame, 
Let  hym  go  love  and  fe  where  it  be  game, 
For  I  am  bridlid  unto  fobirneffe 
For  her  that  is  of  women  chief  princeffe. 

But  evir  when  thought  my  hert  fluild  enbrace, 
Then  unto  me  it  is  bcfl  remedie 
VOL.  I, 


When  I  loke  on  your  goddy  frefhe  face, 
So  merie  a  mirrour  coud  I  iier  efpie, 
Ar.d  if  I  coud  I  would  it  magnifle, 
For  nevir  none  ywas  fo  faire  yfcunde, 
To  reken  'hem  all,  and  alfo  Rofamounde. 

And  finally,  with  mouthe  and  will  prefent, 
Of  double  eye  withoutin  repentaunce, 
Mine  hert  I  yeve  you,  ladie',  in  this  entent, 
That  ye  fhall  thereof  have  the  govirnaunce, 
Taking  my  leve  with  hert'is  obeifaunce, 
(Salve  Regina]  fyngyng  laft  of  all 
To  be  our  helpe  when  that  we  to  the  call. 

All  our  love  is  nought  els  but  idlerieffe, 
Save  your  love  alone,  who  might  therto'  attain ; 
Who  fo  woll  have  a  name  of  gentilleffe 
I  counfaile  hym  in  love  that  he  not  fain  ; 
Thou  fwete  ladie  !  refute  in  every  pairi, 
Whole  mercie  inofle  unto  me  avaiiith,  V 

To  gie  by  grace  when  that  Fortune  failith. 

Nought  maie  be  told,  withoutin  any  fable, 
Your  high  renqme,  you  womanly  beauty 
Your  govirnaunce,  to  all  worfbip  able, 
Putteth  every  herte  in  ele  in  his  degre  j 

0  violet !  o  fiowir  dellrc ! 
Sithin  1  am  for  you  fo  amerous 
EJlreignes  moy  cfs  tceurjoyeux, 

With  fervent  hert  my  brefc  hath  broft  on  fire, 
L'  ardant  efpoir  en  men  caur  point  eft  mart, 
jy  avoir  /'  amour  de  cells  qttfje  defire\ 

1  mene  you  fwete  mofte  plefaunt  of  porte, 
Et  je  fcay  bien  qite  ce  n  ejl  pas  muti  tort, 
That  for  you  fyng  fo  as  1  matie  for  mone, 
For  your  departyng  alone  I  lite  alone. 

Though  that  I  might  I  would  none  othir  chefe, 
In  your  I'ervice  I  would  ben  foundin  fadde, 
Therefore  I  love  no  labour  that  ye  lefe, 
When  that  in  longyng  forift  ye  be  iladde ; 
Loke  up  you  loviris  and  be  right  gladde, 
Now  ayenift  Saindl  Valentin'is  daie, 
For  I  have  clieie  that  ncr  foffake  I  male; 


EatdJt  de  Ion  confa'j. 

Ir  ic  befall  that  God  the  lift  vifite 

.Wi\h  any  tourment  or  adverfite 

Thanke  firfte  the  Lo'rde,  and  tho  thy  fejfe  to  quite 

Upon  fufferaunce  and  humilite 

Founde  thou  thy  qaaril,  what,  er,  that  it  be, 

Make  thy  defence,  and  thou  fhalt  haye  no  lofle, 

The  remembrauace  of  Chrift  and  of  his  croffc. 


SOMTTME  the  world  fo  fledfaft  was  and  fta'ble, 
That  mannes's  worde  was  an  obligacloun, 
Arid  how  it  is  fo  falle  and  difcevable, 
That  worde  and  dede,  as  irt  conclufiouri, 
Is  nothyng  like,  f<7f  toiirned  is  up  fo  douri 
All  the  worlde,  thorough  mede  and  fikilnefle,' 
That  all  is  lofle  for  lacke  of  ftedfaftneffe. 

What  maketh  the  worlde  to  be  fd  varia'bls 
But  luft  that  men  have  in  difcenfion  ? 
For  emong  us  a  man  is  ho'lde  unable 
But  it'  he  can  by  feme  collufion 
Co 
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Doe  his  neighbour  wrong  au  oppreflion  : 
"What  caufith  this  but  wilful  wretchidneffe  ? 
That  all  is  lode  for  lacke  of  ftedfaftnefle. 

Trouthe  is  put  doune,  refon  is  holde  fable, 
Yertue  hath  now  no  dominacion, 
Pitie  'is  exiled,  no  man  is  merciable, 
Through  covetife  is  blcnte  difcrecion  ; 
The  worlde  hath  made  a  permutacion 
Fro  right  to  wrong,  fro  trouthe  to  fikilncfle , 
That  ail  is  lofle  for  lack  of  itedfaftneffe. 

L?  envoy  e. 

Prince,  aye  defire  to  be  honourable, 
Cherifhe  thy  folke,  and  hate  txtorcion  ; 
•Suffre  nothyng  that  maie  he  reprovable 
To  thine  eftate  doen  in  thy  region  ; 
Shewe  forthe  the  yerde  of  caftigacion  ; 
Drede  God,  do  law,  love  treuth  and  worthine?, 
And  wedde  thy  folke  ayen  to  ftedfaftnefle. 


Saladeoftbe  village  -without  painty ng. 

Plaintiff  to  Fortune. 

THIS  Wretched  world'is  tranfmutacion, 

As  wele  and  wo,  nowe  pore  and  now  honour, 

'Without  ordir  or  due  difcrecion, 

Govirnid  is  by  fortun'is  errour, 

But  nathelefle  the  lacke  of  her  favour 

Ne  male  not  doe  me  fyng  though  that  I  die, 

jf'ay  tout  perdu  man  temps  et  man  lat>:ur) 

For  finally  fortune  I  doe  defie. 

Yet  is  me  left  the  fight  of  my  refoun 

To  knowin  frende  fro  foe  in  thy  mirrour, 
So  moche  hath  yet  thy  tourning  up  and  doun 

Itaughtin  me  to  knowin  in  an  hour, 

But  truily  no  force  of  thy  reddour 

To  hym  that  ovir  hymfelf  hath  maiftrie  ; 

My  fuffifaunce  yftal  be  my  fuccour, 

Por  finally  fortune'!  do  defie. 

O  Socrates!  thou  ftedfaft  champion, 

She  ne  might  nevir  be  thy  turmentour, 

Thou  nevir  dreddift  her  oppreflion, 

Ne  in  her  there  foundin  thou  no  favour  ; 

Thou  knewe  wele  the  difceipt  of  her  colour, 

And  that  her  mofte  worfhip  is  for  to  lie  ; 

1  knoweher  eke  afalfe  diflimulour, 

For  finally  fortune  1  do  deiie. 

The  anjkuere  of  Fortune. 
No  man  is  wretchid  but  hymfelf  it  wene ; 

He  that  yhath  hymfelf  hath  fuffifaunce, 

Why  faieft  thou  then  I  am  to  the  fo  kene 

That  haft  thy  felf  out  of  my  govirnaunce  ? 

Saie  thus,  graunt  mercie  of  thin  habimdaunce. 

That  thou  haft  lent  or  this,  thou  fhah  not  ftrive  ; 

What  woft  thou  yet  how  I  the  woll  avaunce  ? 

And  eke  thou  haft  thy  befte  frende  alive. 
I  have  the  taught  divifion  betwene 

Frende  of  effedte  and  frende  of  countinaunce, 

The  nedith  not  the  galle  of  an  hine, 
That  curith  eyin  derke  for  ther  penaunce, 

Now  feeft  thou  clere  that  wer  in  ignoraonce  ; 

Yet  holt  thine  anker,  and  thou  maieft  ar\ve 
There  Bountie  bereth  the  key  of  my  fubftaunce, 
And  eke  thou  hafte  thy  befte  frende  alive. 


'      How  many  have  I  refufed  to  iuftenc 
Sith  I  have  the  ibftrid  in  thy  plefaunce  : 
Wolt  thou  then  make  a  ftatute  on  thy  queue, 
That  [  fhall  be  aie  at  thine  ordinaunce  ? 
Thou  born  art  in  my  reign  of  variaunce  ; 
About  the  whele  with  othir  muft  thou  drive ; 
My  lore  is  bet,  then  wicke  is  thy  grevaunce, 
And  eke  thou  haft  thy  befte  frende  alive. 

y/jc  anfivere  to  Fortune. 
Thy  lore  1  dahipne,  it  is  adverfitie; 
My  frend  maift  thou  not  revin,  blind  goddeffe  : 
That  I  thy  frendis  knowe  I  thanke  it  the ; 
Take  'hem  again,  let  'hem  go  lie  a  prefie; 
The  nigardis  in  kepyng  ther  richefle 
Pronoftike  is  thou  wok  ther  toure  aflaile  ; 
Wicke  appetite  cometh  aie  before  fickenefle^' 
In  generall  this  rule  ne  maie  not  faile. 

Fortune. 

Thou  pincheft  at  my  mutabilitie,     * 
For  I  the  lent  a  droppe  of  my  richefle, 
And  now  me  likith  to  withdrawin  me 
Why  fhouldift  thou  my  roialte  oppiefle  ? 
The  fe  maie  cbbe  and  flowin  more  and  leffe, 
The  welkin  hath  might  to  fume,  rain,  and  haile, 
Right  fo  muft  I  kithin  my  brotilneffe; 
In  generall  this  rule  ne  maie  not  faile. 

Tie  Plalntijfe. 

Lo  !  the'  execucion  of  thy  majeftie 
That  all  purveighith  of  his  rightwifenefle. 
That  famethyng  Fortune  yclepin  ye, 
Ye  blinds  beltis,  full  of  leudcnefs ! 
The  hevin  hath  propirtie  of  fikirnefs, 
This  worlde  hath  evir  reftlefie  travaile. 
The  laft  daie  is  the  ende  of  myne  entrefle; 
In  generall  this  rule  ne  maie  not  faile, 

T/S  envoy e  of  Fortune. 
Princes,  I  praie  you  of  your  gentilnefle, 
Let  not  this  man  and  me  thus  crie  and  plain, 
And  1  {hail  quitin  you  this  bufmefie  ; 
And  if  ye-  lifte  reieve  hym  of  his  pain 
Praie  ye  hisbeft  frende  of  his  noblenefie 
That  to  fome  bettir  ftate  he  maie  attain. 

L'envoye. 

To  brokin  ben  the  ftatutes  hie  in  heven 
That  create  were  eternally  t*  endure, 
Sith  that  I  fe  the  brighte  goddis  feven 
Mowe  wepe  and  waile  and  paflion  endur~, 
As  maie  in  yerth  a  mortsll  creiiture  ; 
Alas  !  fro  whenis  maie  this  thing  procede, 
Of  which  errour  I  die  almofte  for  drede  ? 

By  words  eterne  whilom  was  it  yfhapc 
That  fro  the  fifth  circle  in  no  manere 
tfe  might  of  teris  nothing  doune  efcape, 
But  now  fo  wepith  Venus  in  her  fphere 
That  with  her  teris  fhe  woll  drench  us  here  : 

s,  Scogan  '  this  is  for  thine  offence ; 
Thou  caulift  this  deluge  of  peftilence. 

Haft  thou  not  faied  in  blafpheme  of  the  goddis, 
rhrnugh  pride  or  thorough  thy  gret  rekilnes, 
ochc  thinges  as  in  the  law  of  love  forbode  is, 
That  for  thy  ladie  fawe  not  thy  diftrtiie 
Therefore  thou  yave  her  up  a:  Mighc'.rr.cfTe  ? 


Ahs,  Scogan  !  of  olde  folke  ne  yong 

Was  nevir  erft  Scogan  blamed  for  his  tong. 

Thou  drewe  in  fcorne  Cupide  eke  to  recorde 
Of  thilke  rebell  worde  that  thou  haft  i'poken, 
For  whiche  he  woll  no  lengir  be  thy  lorde  ; 
And,  Scogan,  though  his  bowe  be  not  ybrokcn 
He  woll  not  with  his  arowes  be  iwroken 
On  thee  ne  me,  ne  none  of  our  figure  ; 
We  (hall  of  hym  have  neither  hurte  ne  cure. 

Now  certis,  frende,  1  drede  of  thine  unhappe, 
Left  for  thy  gilte  the  wreche  of  love  precede 
On  all  'hern  that  ben  hore  and  round  of  ihap, 
That  be  fo  likely  folke  for  to  fpede, 
Then  we  fhall  of  our  labour  have  our  mede ; 
But  well  1  wot  thou  wok  anfwere  and  faie, 
JLo !  olde  Grifill  lift  to  renne  and  plaie. 

Naie,  Scogan,  faie  not  fo,  for  I  me'  excufe, 
God  helpe  me  fo,  in  no  rime  doutiles, 
Ne  thinke  I  nevir  of  flepe  wake  my  mufe, 
That  ruftith  in  my  (heth  ftill  and  in  pefe ; 
While  I  was  yong  I  put  her  forthe  in  prefe, 
But  al  (hall  paffin  that  men  profe  or  rime, 
That  every  man  his  tourne  as  for  his  tynie. 

Scogan,  thou  kiielift  at  the  flrem'is  hedde 
Of  grace,  of  honour,  and  of  worthineffe, 
In  the  ende  of  whiche  1  am  dull  as  dedde, 
Forgotten  in  folitarie  wildirneffe  ; 
Yet,  Scogan,  thinke  on  Tullius  kindeneffe, 
Mynd  thy  frende  there  it  maie  fructifie ; 
Farwell,  and  loke  thou  ner  eft  love  defie. 


Go  forthe,  kyng,  and  rule  the  by  fapience  ; 
Bifhoppe,  be  able  to  minifter  do&rine  ; 
Lorde,  to  true  counfailc  yeve  thou  audience ; 
XVomanhode,  to  chaftitie  er  encline  ; 
Knight,  let  thy  dedis  worlhip  determine; 
Be  rightous,  judge,  in  favyng  of  thy  name  ; 
Rich,  do  almofe,  left  thou  lefe  bliffe  with  fname ; 

Ptple,  obei  your  kyng  and  eke  the  lawe ; 
Age   be  rulid  by  gode  religion  ; 
True  fervaunt,  be  dredfull,  kepe  the'  under  awe 
And  thou,  povir,  fie  on  prefumcion; 
Inobedience  to  youth  is  uttir  deftruccion  : 
Remembir  you  how  God  hath  fet  you,  lo  ! 
And  doe  your  parte  as  ye  be  ordained  to. 


Chaucer  to  bis  emptle  purfe. 

To  you  my  purfe,  and  to  none  othir  wight, 
Complain  1,  for  ye  be  my  ladie  dere  ; 
I  am  forie  now  that  ye  be  fo  light, 
Ftr  certis  ye  now  make  me  hevie  chere ; 
Me  were  as  lefe  be  laide  upon  a  bere, 
For  whiche  unto  your  mercy  thus  I  crie, 
Be  hevy  againe,  or  els  mote  I  die. 

Now  vouchfafin  this  day  or  it  be  night 
That  I  of  you  the  blisful  fowne  may  here, 
Or  fe  your  colour  lyke  the  fonne  bright, 
That  of  yelowneffe  ne  had  nevir  pere; 
Ye  be  my  life,  ye  be  my  hert'is  ftere ; 
Quene  of  comfort  and  of  gode  companye, 
'Be  hevy  againe,  or  els  oaotv  I  die. 
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Nowe  purfe,  that  art  to  me  my  liv'is  light, 
And  iay vour,  as  downe  in  this  worlde  here, 
Oute  of  this  towne  helpe  me  by  your  might, 
Sithin  that  you  wol  not  be  my  trefoure, 
For  1  am  (have  as  nighe  as  any  frere, 
But  1  prayin  unto  your  curtifye 
Be  hevy  againe,  or  els  mote  I  die. 


Chaucer  unto  tbe  King:. 

O  Conquerour  of  Brut'is  Albion  ! 
Whiche  that  by  lyne  and  fre  eleccion 
Ben  very  kinge,  this  unto  you  I  fende, 
And  ye  whiche  that  may  al  harmis  amende 
Have  minde  upon  my  fupplication. 


A  balade  made  by  Chaucer,  ticking  -what  is  gentilnest  »r 
ivbo  is  -wortby  to  be  caledgentil. 

THE  firfte  ftocke,  father  of  gentilnes, 

What  man  defirith  gentill  for  to  be, 

Muft  folowe'  his  trace,  and  all  his  wittis  dres 

Vertue  to  love  and  vicis  for  to  fle, 

Fpr  unto  vertue  longith  dignite, 

And  not  the  revers,  fafly  dare  I  deme, 

Al  were  he  mitir,  crowne,  or  diademe. 

This  firfte  ftocke  was  full  of  rightwifnes, 
Trewe  of  his  worde,  fobir,  pitous,  and  fre, 
Clene  of  ms  gofte,  and  lovid  befineffe, 
Againft  the  vice  of  flouth  in  honefte, 
And  but  his  eyre  love  vertue  as  did  he 
He  is  not  gentyl  though  he  riche  feme, 
Al  were  he  mitir,  crowne  or  diademe. 

Vice  may  wel  be  eyre  to  olde  Rjchefle, 
But  ther  may  no  man,  as  men  may  well  fe, 
Byquethe  his  eire  his  vertuous  noblefle, 
That  is  appropried  unto  no  degre 
But  to  the  firft  fathir  in  majefte, 
Thar  makith  his  eyre  him  that  can  him  queme, 
Al  were  he  mitir,  crowne,  or  diademe. 


A  proverbs  agaynjl  covetife  and  negligent:, 

WHAT  fhal  thes  clothes  thus  manifolde 
Lo,  this  hote  fomirs  daye  ! 
Aftir  grete  hete  comith  colde ; 
No  man  cafle  his  pilche  awaye. 

Of  al  this  world  the  large  compaffi? 
Wil  not  in  myne  aimes  tweine, 
Who  fo  m;  kil  wol  enbrace 
Lite  therof  fhall  diftreine. 


A  balade  talkie  Cbaucer  made  again/I  -women 

itnconjlaunt. 

MADAME,  ye  have  for  your  newfangleneffe 
Many  a  fervaunt  put  out  of  your  grace  ; 
I  take  my  leve  of  your  unftedfaftneffe, 
For  well  I  wote  while  ye  to  live  have  fpace 
Ye  can  net  l*vs  full  hilfc  yere  in  a  place  \ 
Oo  ij 


CERTAINE    BALADES,    &c. 


To  ncwe  thjnges  your  lufte  is  evere  kene ; 
In  ftede  of  blew  thus  may  ye  were  al  grene. 

Ryght  as  a  mirour  that  nothing  may'  enpreffe 
But  lightli  as  it  cometh  fo  mote  it  paffe, 
So  fareth  yotir  love,  your  workis  bereth  witnes ; 
vl  her  is  no  faithe  may  youre  herte  embrace, 
But  as  awedircock,  that  turneth  his  face 
Wth  every  winde,  ye  fare,  and  that  is  fene  ; 
In  fted  of  blew  thus  may  ye  were  al  grene. 

Ye  might  be  fhrined  for  your  brotilneffe 
Better  than  Dalila,  Creffeide,  or  Candace, 
For  evir  in  chaunging  ftondeth  your  likirneffe, 
That  tache  may  no  wight  from  your  heart  arace; 
If  ye  lofe  one  ye  can  wel  tweine  purchace, 
Al  light  for  fomar,  ye'  wot  wel  what  I  mene ; 
In  ftede  of  blewe  thus  may  ye  were  al  grene. 


Zf? refolotvetL  a  lalade  ivLicLe  Chaucer  made  i-i  tl<e praife 
or  rather  difpreife  of  ivomenfor  tber  deublenes. 

THIS  world  is  full  of  variaunce 

In  everye  thinge,  who  takith  hede, 

That  faithe  and  trufte,  and  all  conflaunce, 

Exilid  ben,  this  is  no  drede, 

And  fave  only  in  womanhed 

I  can  yfe  n6  fikirnes ; 

But  for  all  that  yet,  as  I  rede, 

Beware  alwaye  of  doublenes. 

£\  fo  that  the  frefhe  fomir  flourcs, 
The  white  and  rede,  the  blcwe  and  grene, 
Ben  fodenly  with  \vintir  fhours 
Made  feinte  and  fade,  withoutin  wene, 
That  truft  is  none,  as  ye  may  fene, 
In  no  thing,  nor  no  ftedfaftnes, 
P-xcept  in  women,  thus  I  mene; 
Yet  a/e  beware  of  doublenes. 

The  crdkid  mone,  this  is  no  tale, 
Some  while  ifhene  and  bright  of  hewe, 
An'd  aftir  that  ful  derke  and  pale, 
And  every  monith  chaungith  newe, 
That  who  the  veray  fothe  knew 
Al  thinge  is  bill  on  brotlenes, 
Save  that  women  aiwaye  be  trewe ; 
Yet  aye  beware  of  doublenes. 

The  lufty  frefhe  fomrnirs  daye, 
And  Phoebus  with  his  bemis  clere, 
Towardis  night  they  drawe  awaye, 
And  non  lengir  lift  to  appere, 
Thar  in  this  prefente  lift;  now  here 
Nothinge  abieth  in  his  fairenes, 
Save  women  aye  be  found  intere, 
And  devoid  of  alle  doublenes. 

The  fe  eke  with  his  fierne  wawes 
Eche  daye  yflowith  new  againe, 
And  by  the  concours  of  his  lawes 
The  cbbe  yflovvich  in  certeine ? 
Aftir  grete  drought  there  cometh  a  raine; 
That  farewel  here  al  ftal'ilnes, 
Save  that  women  be  whole  and  pleine  ; 
Yet  aye  beware  of  doubknefs. 

Fortune's  whele  goith  round  aboute 
A  thqjifand  timis  daye  and  nighte, 
Vt'hofe  purs  ilandith  evir  iu  doute 


For  to  tranfmew,  ihe  is  fo  lighte, 
For  whiche  advertith  in  your  fight 
Th'  untruft  of  worldely  fikilnes, 
Save  women,  whiche  of  kindely  right 
Ne  hath  no  teche  of  doublenes. 

What  man  ymay  the  wind  reflreine, 
Or  holdin  a  fnake  by  the  taile  ? 
Who  may  a  flipper  ele  conftreine 
That  it  will  voide  withoutin  faile  ? 
Or  who  can  drivin  fo  a  naile 
To  make  fuere  newfongilnes, 
Save  women,  that  can  gie  ther  faile 
To  row  ther  bote  with  doublenefs  ? 

At  every  haven  they  can  arive  ' 
Wher  as  they  wote  is  gode  paflage ; 
Of  innocence  they  can  not  ftrive 
With  wawis,  nor  no  rockis  rage; 
So  happy  is  ther  lodemanage 
With  nedle'  and  Hone  ther  cours  to  dreffe 
That  Salomon  was  not  fo  fage 
To  find  in  them  no  doublenes : 

Therefore  who  fo  doth  them  accufe 
Of  any  cloiible  entencion, 
To  fpeke  rowne,  othir  to  mufe, 
To  pinch  at  ther  condicion, 
All  is  but  falfe  collufion, 
I  dare  right  wel  the  fothe  exprefle, 
They  have  no  bettir  protection, 
But  fhroud  them  undir  doublenes. 

So  wel  forfunid  is  ther  chaunce, 
The  dice  to  turnin  uppe  fo  doune, 
With  fife  and  fincke  they  can  avaunce, 
And  than  by  revolncioun 
They  fet  a  fel  conclufioun 
Of  lombis,  as  in  fothcfaflnes, 
Though  clcrkis  niakin  mcncioun 
Ther  kinde  is  fret  with  dcublenes. 

Sampfon  yhad  experience 
That  women  were  ful  trew  ifound 
Whan  Daiila  of  innocence 
With  fberis  gan  his  here  to  round ; 
To  fpeke  alfo  of  Rofamounde, 
And  Cleopatri's  feithfulnes, 
The  Tories  plainly  wil  confounde 
Men  that  apcche  ther  doublene.". 

Single  thinge  ne  is  not  ypraifed, 
Nor  of  olde  is  of  no  renoun, 
In  balaur.ce  whan  they  be  ypeifed, 
For  lacke  of  waighte  they  be  bore  doune, 
And  for  this  caufe  of •  jufte  refoun 
Thefe  women  al  of  rightwifenes 
Of  choice  and  fre  electioun 
Mod  love  efchaunjre  and  doublenes. 


O  ye  women  !  whiche  ben  enclined 
By  ii.fluence  ef  your  nature 
To  ben  as  pure  as  golde  yfined, 
And  in  your  trouth  for  to  endure, 
Armith  your  felfe  in  ftrong  armure, 
Left  men  aifaile  your  fikirnes, 
Set  on  your  breft,  your  felf  to'  affure, 
A  mightic.  flieide  of  doublenes. 
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ffbis  tvorle  folo-wiuge  was  compiled  by  Chaucer,  and  is 
called  the  Craft  of  Lovers. 

MORAL  is  a  fymylytude.who  lift  therbaladesfewe, 

The  Craft  of  Lovers  curious  arguments, 

For  fom  bin  falfe  and  fom  ben  foundin  trewe, 

And  fom  bin  double  of  entendements  ; 

Thus  lovirs  with  ther  moral  documents 

And  elo'quent  langage  can  examplifye 

The  Craft  of  Love  what  it  doth  fignifie. 

Who  lift  unto  this  balades  have  infpeccion 
Thinke  that  Lov'is  lordfliipis  excellente 
Is  remedy  for  difcfe  and  correccion 
To  woful  hertfc  and  body  impotente, 
Suppofe  the  maker  that  he  be  negligente 
In  his  compilinge,  holde  him  excufable, 
Becaufe  his  fpi'rites  be  fory'  and  lamentable. 

Soverain  lady,  furmounting  your  nobles, 
O'  intenuate  jeniprc'  and  daifi  delicious ! 
My  truft,  mine  helth,  my  cordial  foundrefle, . 
I   O  medi'cine  fanatife  to  fores  lango'rous, 
Comfortable  creture  of  lovirs  amo'rous  ! 
|  O'cxcellente  herbir  of  lovelie  countinaunce  ! 
Regiftir  my  love  in  your  remembraunce. 

Certis,  Sir,  your  ypeinted  eloquence, 
So  gaye,  fo  frefhe,  and  eke  fo  talcatife, 
It  doth  tranfcende  the  wit  of  Dame  Prudence 
For  to  declare  your  thought  or  to  difcrive, 
So  glorioufly  glad  langage  ye  contrive 
Of  your  confeite,  your  thought,  and  your  entente 
1  wil  be  ware,  for  drede  or  I  be  fhent. 

O  rubi'cunde  rofe,  and  white  as  the  lyly, 
Clari'fied  chriftal  of  worldly  portraiture  ! 

0  courfin  figure,  refplendent  with  glory, 
Geme  of  beaute' !  o  carbouncle  fhining  pure  ! 
Your  fairnea  excedetfTthe  craft  of  Nature, 
Moft  womanli  your  loveli  countinaunce, 
Regiftir  my  love  in  your  remembraunce. 

What  availeth,  Sir,  your  proclamacicn 
Of  curious  talking,  not  touching  fadnes  ? 
It  is  but  winde,  flatering  and  adulacion, 
Imefurable  thought  of  worldly  wildnes, 
Whiche  is  chief  caufe  of  goftly  feblenes  ; 
Your  wil,  your  thought,  your  double  entendement 

1  wil  beware  of  drede  or  I  be  fhent. 

My  witte,  my  thought,  and  myne  entencion, 
Is  for  to  plefe  you,  my  lady  foveraine, 
And  for  your  love  throw  many  a  region 
]  would  be'  exiled,  fo  ye  wold  not  difdein 
To  have  pity  on  me  when  I  compleine, 
In  wele  and  wo  to  fuffre  perturbaunce, 
So  that  ye  wol  have  me  in  remembraunce. 

What  is  your  wil  plainly  ye  doe  exprtfle 
Thatmaketh  this  curious  fupplicacion  ; 
Seyon,  Sir,  on  hertely  tendirneiTe, 
Beth  well  advifed  of  veine  deledtacion, 
At  beginning  think  on  the  terminacion  ; 
Pafle  not  your  boundes,  be  not  to  negligente, 
And  er  beware  for  dred  or  ye  be  fliente. 

Your  behaving,  beaute,  and  countinaunce, 
Maketh  me  encline  to  do  you  reverence, 
Your  lovely  loking,  glorious  govirnaunce, 
Oercomcth  my  fpirites,  my  wit,  and  prudence, 


ome  drop  of  grace  of  your  magnifi-ence, 
Jnto  your  fervaunt  ye  ihewe  attendaunce. 
And  regifter  my  love  in  your  remembraunce. 

O  comberous  thought  of  manne'*  fragilite  ! 
O  fervente  wil  of  luftjs  furious ! 
O  cruel  corage  caufu:ge  adverfite  ! 

)f  women  corrupcion,  and  contrarioufe, 
Remcmbir  man  that  chaunge  is  perilous, 
To  breke  the'  virginite  of  virgines  innocente, 
Wherfore  beware  mankinde  or  thou  be  flicnt. 
My  peine  is  prevy'  impoffible  to'  d-^rne, 

My  lamentabel  thnughtes  by  calling  mWninge, 

0  general  juge  Jefu  !  fitting  fuperne, 
Gracioufly  convene  the  love  of  my  fwete  thing ; 
O'  amiable  lady,  gracious  and  benignc  ! 

1  put  me  wholy  in  your  govirnaunce, 
Exile  me  not  out  of  your  remembraunce, 

Me  femeth  by  langage  ye  be  fome  powftate, 
Or  els  fom  curious  glofir  dilcevable ; 
What  is  your  name  mekely  I  make  regrate, 
Or  of  what  fcience  or  craft  commendable  ? 
I'm  a  lady'  excellente  and  honorable, 
He  muft  be  gay  that  fhould  be  to  'min  entente, 
Wherfore  t  wil  be  ware  or  I  be  fhent. 

Lorde  God  !  this  is  a  fharpe  examinacion 
Of  her  that  is  moft  in  my  memorie, 
Unto  you  lady'  I  make  certification, 
My  name'  is  Trew  Love,  of  carnal  defidery, 
Of  manne's  copulation  the  verye  exemplary, 
Which  am  one  of  your  fervauntes  of  plefaunce, 
I  muft  be  chefe  callid  to  remembraunce. 

I  have  fought  true  love  of  yeres  gret  proces, 
Yet  fond  I  nevir  love  but  for  a  fefon  ; 
Some  men  be  diverfe,  know  no  gentilnes, 
'  And  fome  lackin  both  wifdome  and  refon  ; 
In  fom  men  is  truft,  in  fom  men  is  trcfon, 
Wherfore  I  wil  conclude  by  avyfemente, 
And  er  beware  for  drede  that  I  be  fliente. 

The  retour  Tullius^gay  of  eloquence, 
And  Ovide,  that  fheweth  Craft  of  Love  expre?, 
With  habundaunce  of  Salomon's  prudence, 
And  pulcritude  of  Abfalon's  fiirenefitf , 
And  I  wcr  poflefs'd  with  Job's  grete  richefTe, 
Manly'  as  Sampfonc  my  perfone  to  avaunce, 
Yet  fhuld  I  fubmit  me'  in  your  remembraunu. 

Now  Sir,  yf  that  it  plefe  your  nobilneffo 
To  gyve  advertence  to  my  queftion, 
What  thing;  is  the  plefure  of  fwemcfTe, 
And  moft  bittir  in  final  fucceflion  ? 
Or  what  thing  gevith  man  uccafion 
In  tender  age  to  be  concupifcent  ? 
Refolve^his  queftion  or  drede,  Sir,  ye'  be  fhent. 

My  foveraigne  lady',  Ovide  in  his  writing* 
Saith  defire  of  worldly  concupifcence       . 
As  for  a  time  is  fwete  in  his  worchinge, 
And  in  hisende  he  caufith  grete  offence; 
Notwithftandinge,  my  lady  Dame  Prudence, 
Grcne  flowring  age  and  manly  countinaunce 
Cuufith  ladies  to  have'  it  in  remembraunce, 

Your  godely  anfwir,  fo  notable'  in  fubftanr.ce, 
Wold  caufa  the  hert  of  womanhede  convene 
Unto  delyte  of  natural  plefaunce; 
But  of  one  thing  I  wulde  fuine  be  experte, 
Why  menne's  langage  v;ol  procure    and   tranl- 
vcrts 

O  o  iij 


C  E  R  T  A  I  N  E    B  A  L  A  t)  E  S,    &:. 


The  wil  of  women  and  virgincs  innocente, 
Wherfore  I  am  aferd  or  I  be  fhente. 

Let  nevir  the  love  of  true  love  be  lofed, 
My  foveraine  lady,  in  no  manir  -wife  ; 
In  your  confidence  my  wordes  I  have  clofed, 
My'  amyable  love  to  you  I  doe  promife; 
So  that  ye  knit  the  knot  of  exercyfe 
Both  locke  and  key  ye  have  in  govirnaunce, 
Emprint  my  love  in  your  remembciraunce. 

Of  very  truft  and  I  were  certified, 
The  plain  entencion  of  your  herte's  cordial, 
Me  femeth  in  blifle  than  were  I  glorified, 
Unto  your  plefure  I  would  be'  at  your  call 
But  er  t  fere  of  chauncis  cafual, 
Of  fraude,  difceipte,  and  langage  infolent, 
Then  were  1  fure  maidinhed  fiiould  be  fhent. 

Ther  was  ner  trefour1  of  terreftial  richeffc, 
Nor  precious  ftones  rekened  innumerabell, 
To  be  of  comparifon  to  yotfr  high  godenes, 
Above  al  cretures  to'  me  mofl  amiable ; 
Truft  not  the  contrary',  I  was  ner  difcevabell ; 
Kepe  wel  true  love,  forge  no  diffembelaunce, 
And  gracioufly  take  me  to*  your  remenVbraunce. 

Me  femeth  by  feituf  e  of  manly  properte 
Ye  fhuld  be  trufty*  and  trewe  of  comprimis, 
I  finde  in  you  no  falfe  duplicite, 
Wherfore,  True  Love,  ye  have  my  hert  I  wis 
And'  ermore  fhal  endure,  fo  have  I  bfis, 
The  fede'rafy  made  with  gode  avifement, 
God  graunt  grace  that  nothir  of  us  be  fhertt ! 

Whan  Phcebus  frefhe  wes  in  his  chare  fplen- 

dente, 

In  the  moneth  of  Maye,  erly  in  a  morninge, 
I  herd  two  lovirs  profir  this  argu'mcnte, 
In  the  yere  of  our  Lorde  a  M.  by  rekening, 
CCCXL.  and  VII.  yere  folowing, 
O  potent  princefTe  !  conferva  true  lovirs  al, 
Graunt  them  thy  region  and  blifle  celeftial. 


Ablate. 

OF  ther  nature  they  gretly  them  delite, 
With  holy  face  yfeinid  for  the  nones, 
In  faintwarie  ther  frendis  to  vifrte, 
More  for  reliquis  than  for  fsintis  bones, 
Though  they  be  clofid  undir  precious  ftones, 
To  gete  them  pardon,  lyke  ther  olde  ufages, 
Tok  ifle  no  fhrines  but  lufty  cjuike  images. 

Whan  maidens  ar  wedded  and  houfhold  have 

take 

All  ther  humility/  is  exiled  awaye, 
And  the'  cruU  hertes  beginnith  to  awake, 
They  do'  al  the  befy  cure  they  can  or  maye 
To  vex  ther  houlholdes-maiftirs,  foth  to  faye, 
Wherfore,  ye  yong  men,  I  rede  yr  u  forthy 
Beware  alwaye,   Tleblinde  etetb  many  afyf. 

Of  this  matir  I  dare  make  ro  relation, 
In  defaute  of  flepe  my  fpirites  wex  feinre, 
In  my  fhidie  I'have  had  long  habitacion, 
My  body'  and  goft  are  grevcufly  attaint, 
And  therfore  I  make  no  lengir  complaint ; 
But  whethir  that  the  blind  etc  flefh  <  r  fifh 
I  pray  God  kepe  the  fly  out  of  my  difhe  1 


Now'  I  make  anjende,  and  laie  me  doune 

reft, 

For  I  knowe  by  experience  veramente 
If  maidinis  and  wivis  knewe  and  wift 
Who  made  the  mattir  h^  fhould  fone  be  fhent 
Wherefore  I  praie  that  God  omnipotente 
Hym  fave  and  kepin  bothe  night  and  daie» 
Writtin  in  the  luftie  i'efon  of  Maie. 


.  CommauKdcmcnts  of  Lew. 

CERT  is  ferre  extendith  yet  my  refon 
This  matir  as  it  fhould  be  to  clifcrive, 
But  I  tnifte  your  g^race  will  in  thisfefcn 
Confidir  howe  with  conyng  that  I  ftrivc, 
For  in  his  favour  coud  I  ner  arrive, 
Elo'quence  this  balade  hath  :n  grete  difpitc, 
The  makir  lackith  manir  to  endite. 

Of  Love's  comniaundementes  x.  is 
As  aftirward  fhall  rudely  be  reherfed, 
And  lovirs,  in  no  wile  departs  afonder 
Where  as  thei  be  obfervid  and  redreffed, 
Dautlgir  and  unkindnes  yben  opprefiedy 
And  he  that  is  commaundid  this  to  rn.;ict 
Is  your  owne,  all  othir  for  to  foriake. 


Faithe  is  the  firfl  and  principally  to  teli, 
And  verie  love  requirith  foche  credence, 
That  eche  beleve  othir  true  as  the  gofpel, 
Without  adulacion  or  flatteryng  audience, 
In  true  menyng  and  truftie  confidence  ; 
Paint  not  your  connyng  wi:h  colour  ne  fable, 
For  then  your  love  mull  nedis  be  umlable,. 

Enienclor.. 

In  the  feconde  to  tretc  of  entencipn. 
Your  lovir  to  plefe  doe  your  bufie  cure, 
For  asmyn  aucthor  Romance  maketh  me^cici 
Without  en  tent  your  love  mai  not  endure, 
As  women  will  thereof,  I  am  right  fure, 
Endevour  with  ther  herte,  will,  and  thought, 
To  plefe  hym  onely  that  ther  love  hath  fought. 

Difcrecicn. 

In  your  delyng  evir  ybe  difcrefe, 
Set  not  your  love  there  as  it  fhall  be  lofec, 
Advertife  in  your  minde  whether  he  be  mete, 
That  unto  hym  your  herte  maie  be  diklofedj 
And  aftir  as  you  finde  hym  then  difpofed 
Poincl  by  difcrcfion  your  hour,  t  jmc,  and  place, 
Conveniently  nietyag  with  armes  to'  embrace. 


Of  thefe  comrnaundementes  the  iiii.  ispacienc 
Though  by'  irous  corage  your  lovir  be  meved, 
With  foft  wordis  and  humble  obedience 
His  wrathe  maie  fone  be  fwagid  and  releved, 
And  thus  his  love  obteinid  and  acheved 
Will  in  you  ?ote  with  gretir  diligence, 
Bicaufe  of  ycur  meke  v/omlnly  pacience. 

S.'crft;:tff. 

Secretlie  "behave  you  in  yoar  werlcis, 
In  fhewing  couatcnance  or  mevyng  your  eyr, 
Though  foche  behavior  to  fame  folk  b~  derkf  , 
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He  that  hath  lovkt  will  it  fone  afpie, 
Thus  you  your  felf  your  counfaill  maie  defcrie  ; 
Make  privy  to  your  delyng  few'  as  ye  maie, 
For  Hi,  may  kepe  a  counfel  if  twain  be  aijuait, 

Prudence, 

Let  prudence  governe  aye  your  bridil  reine  ; 
Set  not  your  love  in  Ib  fervent  a  wife 
But  that  in  godely  haft  ye  may  refreine, 
If  that  your  lovirs  lift  you  to  difpife  : 
Romauncc  min  auclour  wold  you  this  advifc, 
To  flacke  your  love,  for  if  ye  doe  not  fo 
That  wanton  lilt  will  tourne  you  into  wo. 

Perfe'vcraitnce. 

Stabliflie  your  love  in  fo  ftedfaft  a  wife, 
If  that  ye  thinke  your  lovir  will  be  true, 
As  entirely  as  ere  you  can  devife, 
JLove  hym  onely  and  refufe  alle  newc, 
Then  fhall  not  your  worfhip  ychaunge  his  hew, 
For  certis,  maiftris,  then  is  he  to  blame 
But  if  that  he  will  quite  you  with  the  fame. 


Be  piteous  to  hym,  as  womanhod  requireth, 
That  for  your  love  endurith  painis  fmerte, 
Whom  fo  forely  your  plefaunt  Icke  enfireth, 
That  printid  is  your  beautie  in  his  herte, 
And  woundid  lyith  without  knife  or  darte; 
There  let  your  pitie  fpred  without  reftreinte, 
For  lacke  of  it  let  not  your  fervaunt  feint. 

Msfure. 

Take  mefure  in  your  talkyng,  be  n'ot  outrage 
For  this  reherfuh  Romance  de  la  Rofe, 
'A  man  endued  with  plenteous  langage 
Oft  tymis  is  deny  id  his  purpofe  ; 
Take  mefure  in  langage,  wifedome  ingrofe, 
For  mefure,  as  right  well  proved  is  by  refon, 
Thyngis  unfejb'nable  fettith  in  fefon. 

Mercle, 

Soche  daungir  exile  hym  all  uttirly, 
Ovir  all  mercie  to'  occupie  his  place, 
To  piteous  compfcintis  your  eres  applie, 
And  reccve  your  true  fervaunte  into  grace; 
To  him  that  boundin  is  in  Lov'islace 
Shewe  favour,  ladie',  and  be  not  mercilcs, 
Left  ye  be  called  a  common  murdires. 

L'envoye. 

When  ye  unto  this  balade  have  Infpeccion 
In  my  makyng  holde  me  excufable, 
It  is  fubmittid  unto  your  correccion  ; 
Confidir  that  my  connyng  is  difable 
To  write  to  you  the  figure  uniable, 
All  devoide  of  connyng  and  experience, 
Maner  of  indityng,  refon,  and  eloquence. 

Truft  it  well  the  makir  is  all  your  owne, 
You  to  obeie  while  his  life  maie  endure, 
To  doe  you  fervice  as  a  man  unknowne, 
No  guerdone  defiryng  cf  yerthly  trefure, 
But  if  it  might  accorde  with  your  plefure 
3;or  his  true  fervice  hym  for  to  avaunce, 
Aid  7?.ll  hvm  intovor.rrcmeiwbcranncf. 
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Sinope, 

PROFULCENT  inprecioufnefs,O  Sinope  the  Quene! 
Of  all  feminine  bcrynge  the  fceptir  and  regalie, 
Subduyng  the  la'rge  countrie  of  Armenie',  as  it 

was  fene, 
For  maugre  ther  mightis  thou  ybrought  them  for 

to  applie, 
Thin  honour  to  encrefin  and  thy  power  to  mag- 

nifie; 
O  moft  renoumed  Hercules !  with  al  thy  pom- 

pous  bofte 
This  princes  toke  the  prifonir  and  put  to  fighte 

thine  hoft. 

Ladle  Hippolyte. 
Yet  Hercules  wexed  red   for  fhame  when   I 

fpake  of  Hippolyt, 

Chief  patrones  and  captain  of  thepeple  of  Sinope, 
Which  with  her  amorous  chere  and  with  coragi- 

ous  might 

She  fmote  the  unto  the  ground  for  all  thy  cruiltic. 
Wherfore  the  dukefhip  of  Diamedes  and  dignitic 
Unto  her  grete  laude  ^nd  glorie  perpetuail 
Attributid  by  all  is  with  triumphs  laureall. 

Lady  Deipkile. 

The  moft  noble  triumphe  of  this  ladieDeiphile, 
In  releve  and  fuccor  of  the  gret  Duke  of  Athenis, 
She  chaftifid  and  brought  into  perpetual  exile 
The  aureat  citizeinis  of  the  mightie  Thebis, 
The  ftronge  braGn  pilliris  there  haddin  no  reles. 
But  fhe  with  her  fiftir  Agrife  them  did  doun6  call. 
And  with  furious  fire  cite  ybrent  at  laih 

Lady  Tcuca. 

O  pulchrior  fole  in  beautie  and  full  ylucidcnr, 
Of  all  feminine  creturis  the  mofte  formous  flour  ! 
In  Italy  reigning  with  great  chevalry  right  fervent, 
Chaiftifed  the  Romainis  as  maiftris  and  conque- 

rour, 

O  lady  Teuca  !  mochil  was  thy  glorie  and  honour, 
Yet  mochil  more  was  to  commcnde  thy  gretc 

benignite 
In  thy  perfite  living  and  virginall  chaftitie. 

Quene  Pentlcfilea. 

O  ye  Trojains !  for  this  noble  Quene  Penthefile 
.Sorowe  her  mortalitie  with  dolorous  compaifion, 
Her  love  was  towardis  you  fo  pregnante  and  fer 
tile, 
Which  that  againift  the  proude  Grekis  made  da- 

fenfion, 

With  her  victorious  hand  was  al  her  affeccion 
To  lafhe  the  Grekis  to  ground,  and  with   ther 
hert  'is  joie  [Troie. 

To  revengin  the  coward  deth  of  noble'  Hedtor  of 

G>ueen  Thamyris. 

O  thou  moft  rigorous  Quene  Thamyris  invin 
cible  !•  [>»?, 
Upon  the  ftrong  and  hideous  peple  of  citees  reiii- 
Whiche  by  thy  grete  powir  and  by  wittis  fenfibl" 
O  o  iiij 
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Ytokift  in  battaile  captive  Cyrus,  the  grete  Kmg 
Of  Perfia  and  of  Media,  Ms  hcd  in  biode  lying  f 
Thou  baddift  him  to  drinkin  of  the  Mode  he  had 

thurftid, 
And  xxii.  M.  of  his  hofte  there  were  diflreflid. 

Lad'ic  J^amtreda, 
The  famous  loude  trumpe  yinade  of  geld  yfcr- 

gid  fo  bright 

Hath  blowin  fo  up  the  fame  arid  glory  environ 
Of  this  lady  Lampedo,  with  her'ftftir  Maiifit,' 
That  al  the  land  of  Feminie,  Europe, and  Ephefcn, 
5Je  yeldin  and  applied  lowly  to  her  fubjeccion  ; 
Many  an  high  toure  £he  raifid,  and;  ybilt  tonris 

long, 
Ferpetuelly  to  laftirj,  with  huge  wallis  flrong, 

S^jtene  Ssm'iramis. 

Lohcre  Semiramis,  the  Quene  of  grete  Babilon, 
The  mofte  generous  gem  ana  the  fioure-  of  loveily 

favor,  [trion 

tVhofe  excellent  powir  from  Mede  unto  Septeri- 
Florifhed  in  her  regally  as  a  mightie  conqueror, 
Subdued  a  I  Barbary,and  Zoraft  the  King  of  honor, 
&ie  flue  Ethiop,  and  conquirid  Armenie  and  Inde, 
?n.  which  non  entrid  but  Alexander  and  fhe  as  I 

finde. 

Ladle  Jh'Ienal'ippe, 

Alfo  the  ladie  Menalippe,  thy  fifter  fo  dere, 
%Vhofe  martial  powir  there  was  no  man  that  could 

withftand, 
For   thorough  the  wide  worlde  there  was  not 

yfound  her  pere, 
The  famous  Duke  of  Athenis,  Thefeus,  fhe  had 

m  hande, 
And  Ihe  forely  chaftifid  him  and   conquirid  his 

lande ; ' 

The  proud J  Grekis  mightilie  alfo  fhe  did  afTaile, 
And  ovircame  and  vaaquifhid  them  bravely  in 

ba'taile. 


ALONE  walkyng,  •} 
In  thought  plaiuyng,  C 
And  fore  fighyng,  jj 

Me  remembryng          ~) 

Of  my  livyng, 

My  death  wilhyng       j 

Infortunate 

Js  fo  my  fate, 

That  wote  ye  what  ? 

My  life  I  hate. 
Thus1  defperSte 
In  ibche  pore  eflate 

Of  othir  cure 
Am  I  not  fure. 
Thus  to  to  endure 

SH che  !«;  my  ure 

}  yen  e'nfijrf  : 
^Vhutcrca.urfi 


Ail  defolate, 


Both  cr!y  and  late, 


'Out  of  mefure 


» Doe  I  endure. 


•Is  hard  certain. 


-  Maie  have  mo'ie 


My  truthe  fa  plain        T 

Is  take  in  vain,  *>  In  remembrance; 

And  grete  difdain        J 

Yet  I  full  faine  •) 

Would  me  complaine    >  From  this  penaunce; 

I\Ie  to  abilame  j 


But  in  fuhftaunce 
None  allegenunce 
Of  my  grevaunce 


Can  I  not  finde  : 


Right  fo  my  chaunce    "p 

With  difplefaunce         S  And  thus  an  ende. 

Doeth  me  avaunce  ;      j 


A  ballade. 

IN  Fcverere,  when  that  it  v/H3  full  coide, 
Frofte,  fnowe,  haile,  raine,  hath  dominacion, 
With  chaungable'   elementes  and  windes  mani-» 

folde, 

Whiche  hath  of  ground,  flour,  herbe,  jurrifdicciou 
For  to  difpofe  aftir  their  correccion, 
And  yet  Aprih's  with  his  plefaunt  fhoures 
Diffo^veth    the    fnow    and    bringith    forthe    hi$ 
flourcs, 

Of  v/hofe  invention  lovirs  maie  be  glade, 
For  thei  bring  in  the  kalei  dis  of  Maie, 
And  thei  with  countinuance  demure,  meke,  aod 

'    fad, 

Owe  to  v/orfhip  the  luftie  floures  alwaie, 
Arid  in  fpeciall  one  called  fe  of  the  dai, 
The  daifie,  a  flowir  white  and  rede, 
And  in  French  callid  La  lei  Margarete. 

O  commei^.dable  floure,  and  mode  in  minde  ! 
O  flcure  and  gracious  of  excellence  ! 

0  amiable  Marga'rite  !  of  natife  kind, 
To  whom  I  muiVrcibrt  with  diligence, 

With  hert,wil,  thought,  molt  lowly  obedience, 

1  to  be  ^our  fevvaunt,  ye  my  regent, 
For  life  ne  derh  nev'ir  for  to  repent. 

Of  this  proceffe'row  forth  will  I  precede, 
Whiche  happith  unto  me  with  grete  difdain, 
As  fof  the  time  thereof  I  take  left  hede, 
For  unto  me 'was  brought  the  fore  paine, 
Therfore  my  caufe  was  the  more  to  corhpiaine, 
Yet  unto  me  my  grevaunce  was  the  leffe 
That  I  was  fo  nigh  my  iadie'  and  maiftreffe. 

There    where  ihe"  was   prelent  in    this    fame 

place, 

I  having  in  hcrte  grete  adverfite, 
Except  onely  the  irjrtune  and  gotie  grace 
0f  her  wliofe  I  am,  the  whiche  reieved  me, 
And  my  grete  durc?  unlafid  hath  liie, 
Ana  brought  me  out  of  the  fearful  grevaunce, 
If  'it  were  her  tie  i't  were  to  me  piefaunce. 

As  (or  the  wo  whiche  that  I  did  endure 
It  was  to  me  a  verie  plefaunt  pain,, 
fc'cyng  it  war.  for  that  i'nire  creature 
Whiche  is  my  Indie  and  my  fov^rain, 
In  whofe  prefence  I  would  be  paffyng  fain, 
So  (hat  1  wift  it  werin  lur  pleluie, 
F'Oi-  fhe  is. from  all  diftauiice  m       ro'.rclcur- 
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Though,  unto  me  dreadfull  ywere  the  chaunce, 
tfo  maner  of  gentilnes  owerh  me  to  blame, . 
?or  1'  had  levir  iuffrc'  of  deth  the  penaunce 
Than  flic  fhould  for  me'  have  difhonor  or  ihame, 
}r  in  any  wife  loiin  her  gode  name  ; 

So  wifely  God  for  his  endlefle  mercie 

Graunt  every  lovir  joy  of  his  lady  \ 

A  ballade. 

0  Merciful  and  o  merciable 
vyng  of  kyngis,  and  fathir  of  pite, 
Whofe  might  and  mercie  is  incomperable  \ 

D  prince  eterne,  o  mightie  Lorde  \  faie  we, 
To  whom  mercie  is  given  of  propirtie, 
On  thy  fervaunt  that  lieth  in  prifbn  bounde 
Save  thou  mercie  or  that  his  herte  wounde. 

And  that  thou  wilt  graunt  to  him  thy  prifoner 
Pre  libertie,  and  lofe  hym  out  of  pain, 
All  his  defires,  and  all  his  hevie  chere 
To  all  gladneffe  thei  were  reftored  again, 
Thy   high   vengeance  why  ihould  thou  not  re 
frain, 

And  fhcwe  mercie,  fith  he  is  penitent  ? 
Now  helpe  hym  Lorde.  and  let  him  not  be  fhente 

But  fith  it'  is  fo  there  is  a  trefpas  done, 
Unto  Mercie  let  yelde  the  treipaflbur, 
It  is  her  office  to  redreffe  it  fone, 
For  trcfpaffe  to  Mercie  is  a  mirrour, 
And  like  as  the  i'wete  hath  the  price  by  foure, 
(So  by  Trefpaffe  Mercie  hath  all  her  might, 
[without  Trefpaffe  Mercie  hath  laclce  of  light. 

1  What  fhould  phifike  doe  but  if  fikenes  were  ? 
jwhat  nedith  falve  but  if  there  were  a  fore  ? 
What  nedith  drink  wher  thirft  hath  no  power  ? 
What  fhould  Mercie  do  but  Trefpas  go'  afore  ? 
ffiut  I  refpas  Mercie  woll  b.e  litil  ftore, 
Without  Trefpas  ner  execution 

i  Maie  Mercie  have  ne  chief  perfeccion. 

The  caufe  at  this  time  of  my  writyng, 
[And  touchyng  Mercie,  to  whom  I  make  mone, 
Os  for  fere  left  my  fovereigne  and  fwetyng, 

I  menin  her  that  lovelyir  is  none, 

Kvith  me'  is  difplefed  for  caufis  more  than  one ; 

[What  caufis  thei  be  that  knoweth  God  and  me, 

But  fo  do  n'ot  I  ;  alas,  it  forthinketh  me  \ 

What  fe  fhe'  in  me,  what  defaute  or  offence  ? 
\  [What  have  I  doe  that  fhe  on  me  difdaine  ? 
I  Mow  might  I  doe  come  into  her  prefence, 
I  [To  tell  my  complaint,  whereof  I  were  fame  ? 
I D  drede  to  loke,  to  fpeke,  or  to  complaine, 
IjTo  her  that  hath  my  herte  every  dele ; 
.•So  help  me  God  1  would  al  thing  wer  wele  : 

I     For  in  this  cafe  came  I  never  or  now 
I  Up  Lov'is  daunce  fo  ferre  in  the  trace, 
IrFor  with  myne  efe  efcapin  I  ne  mow 
I  Out  of  this  daungir,  except  her  gode  grace, 
I  For  though   my  countenaunce  be  mery'  in  her 

face, 

I  ks  femith  to  her  by  worde  or  by  chere, 
I  p'et  her  gode  grace  fettith  myne  herte*  nere. 

I     And  if  my  foveraine  have  any  marvaile 
I  ^Vhy  I  to  her  now  and  afore  ywrote, 
I  Che  niaie.  \vell  think  it  is  no  grete  travaile 

a 


To  him  that  is  in  love  brought  fo  hote" ; 

t  'fe  ajimple  tre  that  fallteb  "with  onejlrokc  ; 
That  mene  1,  though  that  my  foveraine  to  fora 
Vie  hath  denied  yet  grace  may  come  to  morn. 

Maiftris,  for  the  gode  will  I  have  you  ought, 
And  evir  fhall  as  long  as  life  durith, 
Pitie  your  fervant,  kepe  him  in  your  thought, 
ive'  him  fom  comfort  or  medi'cin,  and  curith 
rlis  ague,  that  encrefith,  that  renuith  : 
So  grievous  ben  his  paines  and  fighis  fora 
That  without  mercy  his  dais  be  fcrlore. 

Go,  litil  bill,  go  forth,  and  hie  the  faft, 
Recommende  me',  and  excufe  me  as  you  can, 
For  very  feble  am  I  at  the  laft, 
My  pen  is  woren,  my  hew  is  pale  and  wan, 
My  eyen  ben  fonke,  disfigured  like  no  man, 
Till  Deth  his  dart  that  caufith  for  to  fmert 
My  corps  have  confumed,  then  farewel  fwet  hert. 

Doughtre'  of  Phcebus  in  vertuous  apparence, 
My  love  eledt  in  my  rememberaunce, 
My  carefull  herte  diftrained  caufe  of  abfence, 
Till  ye  my'  empreffe  me  relefe  my  grevaunce 
Upon  you  'is  fet  my  life,  myne  attendaunce, 
Is  fette  without  recure  I  wis  until! 
Ye  grauntin  my  true  herte  to  have  his  will. 

Thus,  my  dere  fwetyng  !  in  a  traunce  I  lye, 
And  fhal,  til  drops  of  pitie  from  you  fpring, 
I  mene  your  mercie,  that  lieth  my  herte  nye, 
That  me  maii  rejoyce,  and  caufe  for  to  fyng 
Thefe  termes  of  love  ;  lo  I  have  won  the  ring, 
My  godely  raaiftris ;  thus  of  his  gode  grace 
God  graunt  her  bliffe  in  heven  to  have  a  place ! 


Here  follovuetb  boiv  Mercuric,  it-lib  Pallas,  Vemtt, 
and  Junoy  appered  to  Paris  of  Treie,  bejlifyng  Ly 
a  fountain  *. 

Pallas  loquitur  ad  Par  in. 
SONNE  of  Priam,  gentill  Paris  of  Troie, 
Wake  of  thy  flepe,  beholde  us  goddefles  thre, 
We  bavin  brought  to  the  encrefe  of  joye, 
To  thy  difcrefion  reportyng  our  beautic ; 
Take  here  this  appill,  and  well  advife  the 
Whiche  of  us  is  the  fairift  in  thy  fight, 
And  give  thou  it,  we  praie  the,  gentil  knight» 

'Juno  loquitur  prime. 
If  fo  be  thou  give  it  to  mi .,  Parife, 
This  fhal  I  give  unto  thy  worthines, 
Honour  and  conqueft,  nobley,  lofe  and  prife, 
Viclorie,  courage,  force,  and  hardines, 
Gode  avinture,  and  famous  manlines; 
For  that  appil  ail  this  give  I  to  the, 
Confidir  this  Parife,  and  give  it  me. 

Vefiui  loquitur  ad  Parin. 
Naie,  give  it  me,  and  this  I  fhall  you  give, 
A  glad  afpe&c  with  favour  and  fairnes, 

*  The  title  in  Speeht  and  Hrry  runs,  How  Mercury, 
with  Pallas,  Venus,  and  Minerva,  &c.  but  as  Pallas  and 
Minerva  Is  one  and  tlie  fame  ROtldeh-,  and  as  Juno  wa« 
the  third  goddels  at  this  interview  well  Paris,  her  name 
in  the  title,  and  as  one  of  the  appellants  to  the  IrojAD 
l-rince,  h  fubitituttd  (or  that  of  Mineriia. 


^86  C  E  R  T  A  I  N  E 

And  love  of  ladies  alfo  while  ye  live, 
Famous  flature  and  princely  femelines, 
Accordyng  to  yournatife  gentilnes; 
Undirftand  this  gift  well,  I  you  advife, 
And  give  it  unto  me  hardly  Parife. 

Pallas  loquitur  ad  Parin. 

Ye, ye,  Farife,  takkh  hede  unto  me; 
Thou  art  a  prince  yborne  by  thy  difcente, 
And  for  to  rule  thy  royall  dignite 
T  (hall  the  givin  firft  intendemente, 
Difcrecion,  prudence  in  right  judgemente, 
Whiche  in  a  prince  is  thing  moft  covenable  : 
Give  it  to  me  ;  I  am  to  have  it  able. 


A  balad:  plefaitnts. 

I  HAVE  a  ladie,  where  fo  that  fhe  be, 

*That  feldome  is  {he  foveraine  of  my  thought, 

On  whofe  beautie  when  I  beholdeand  fe, 

IRemembryng  me  how  well  {he  is  ywrought, 

3  thanke  Fortune,  that  to  her  grace  me  brought, 

So  faire  is  {he,  but  nothyng  angelike, 

Her  beautie  is  unto  none  othir  like. 

For  hardily  and  {he  were  made  of  braffe, 
Her  face  and  all,  {he  hath  enough  fairnefle  ; 
Her  eyen  ben  holow'  and  grene  as  any  grafle, 
And  ravenifli  yelowe  is  her  founitreffc, 
Thereto  fhe  hath  of  every  comelineffe, 
Socne  quantitie  givin  her  by  Nature 
That  with  the  left  fhe  is  of  her  ftature. 

And  as  a  bolt  her  browis  ben  ibent, 
And  betiil  browed  {he  ia  a!fo  with  all, 
And  of  her  witte  as  fimple'  and  innocent 
As  is  a  childe  that  can  no  gode  at  all ; 
She  is  not  thicke,  her  ftature  is  but  fmall; 
Her  fingers  ben  lltiland  nothyng  long; 
Her  {kin  is  fmothe  as  any  ox 'is  tong  : 

Thereto  {he  is  fo  wife  in  daliaunce, 
Ard  befet  her  wordis  fo  womanly, 
That  her  to  here  it  doeth  me  difplefaunce, 
lfor  that  fhe  faieth  ifc  faied  fo  connyngly 
That  when  there  be  no  mo  then  {he  and  I 
I  had  levir  fhe  were  of  talkyng  ft  ill 
Then  that  fhe  fhould  fo  godelie  fyeche  fpill. 

And  flothe  none  fhall  ye  have  in  her  entrefle, 
So  diligent  is  {he  and  vertuleffe, 
And  fo  bufie  aie  all  gode  to  undreffe, 
That  as  fhe  ape  fhe  is  harmleffe, 
And  as  an  harnet  meke  ano  piteleffe, 
With  that  {he  is  fo  wife  and  circumfpe&e 
That  prudence  none  her  folie  can  infc&e. 

Is  it  not  joye  that  foche  one  of  her  age, 
"Within  the  boundes  of  fo  grete  tendirnelTe, 
Should  in  her  werke  be  fo  fadde  and  fo  fage, 
That  of  the  weddyng  fawe  all  the  noblefie 
Of  Quene  Jane,  and  ywas  tho  as  I  geffe 
But  of  the  age  of  yeris  ten  and  five  ? 
I  trowe  there  are  not  many  foche  alive. 

For,  as  Jefu  my  finfull  foule  fave, 
There  n'is  creture  in  all  this  woride  livyng 
Like  unto  her  that  I  would  gladly  have, 
So  plefith  mii.e  hertthat  godelyfwete  thyng, 
Whofe  foule  in  hafte  unto  his  blis  ybring 
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That  firft  her  formid  to  be  a  creture, 
For  were  fhe  well  of  me  I  did  no 


An  oiler  Lalade* 

0  Moffie  quince  !  yhangyng  by  your  fialke, 
The  whiche  no  man  dare  plucke  awaie  nor  take 
Of  all  the  foike  that  paffe  lorthe  by  or  walke, 
Your  flouris  IVeflie  be  fallen  awaie  and  {hake  ; 

1  am  right  forie,  maiflreffe  ;  for  your  fake  ; 
Ye  feme  a  thyng  that  all  men  have  forgoten  ; 
Ye  be  fo  ripe  ye  waxin  almofte  roten. 

Your  uglie  chere  ceinous  and  froward, 
Y-our  grene  eyin,  frownyng  and  nothing  glad, 
Your  chekes,  enboined  like  a  melowe  coftard, 
Colour  of  orenge,  your  brcftes  fatournad, 
Gilt  on  wara'ntiie,  the  colour  wil  not  fade, 
Bawfin  buttockid,  belied  like  a  tonne, 
Men    crie    S.   Barba'ry    at    the'  lofing    of  yo 

gonne. 

Lovely  lende  maiftris,t;iko!  ccnfideracion, 
I  'am  fo  forrowfull  there  as  ye  be'  abfeut, 
Floure  of  the  baikfate  foulett  of  al  the  nacion, 
To  love  you  but  a  little'  is  myne  en  tent  ; 
The  ivvert  hath  fent  you,  the  fmoke  hath 

fhent, 

I  trow  y'  have  ben  laid  on  fome  kill  to  drie, 
You  do  foch  worfhip  there  as  yc  be  prefent, 
Of  al  women  I  love  you  heft  a  M.  t'imis  fie. 


A  balade  •uiarrylrg  men  to  ictcare  of  d:ceitfu> 


LORE  well  aboute  ye  that  loviris  be, 
Let  not  your  luftis  Icde  you  to  dotage, 
Be  not  enamoured  on  all  tliynges  ye  fe ; 
Sampfon  the  forte  and  Salomon  the  fage 
Decevid  were  for  all  ther  grete  courage  ; 
Men  demin  it  right  that  thei  fe  \Vith  eye, 
Beware  therefore,    The  blind  etetL  many'  a  fie. 

I  mene  of  women  ;  for  ail  ther  cheres  queint 
Truft    thrm    not   to    moch,    ther   truthe  is 

trefon 

The  fairift  outward  wel  can  thei  ypaint, 
Ther  ftedfaftneffe  endurith  hut  a  fefon, 
For  thei  faine  frendlinesand  vrorchin  trefoc, 
And  for  thei  are  chaungable  natu'rally, 
Beware  therefore,  The  Iliad  etetb  many   a  fie 

What  wight  on  lyve  ytruftith  on  ther  cheres 
Shall  have  at  lait  his  guerdon  and  hismede; 
Thei  can  {have  nerir  than  rafours  or  fheres  ; 
All  is  not  geld  thai  fjiniih,  men  take  hede, 
Their  gaile  i?  hid  undir  a  fugrid  wede ; 
It  is  but  queint  ther  fantafie  to'  afpie, 
Beware  therefore,    Tie  Wind  etetb  many1  a  fie. 

Though  all  the  woride  doe  his  bufie  cure 
To  make  women  ftandin  in  ftablenefle 
It  would  not  be ;  it  is  againft  nature ; 
The  woride  is  doe  when  thei  lacke  cloublenes, 
For  thei  laugh  and  love  not,  this  is  expreffe ; 
To  truft  on  them  it  is  but  fantafie, 
Beware  therfore,   Tie  blind  ctetk  many*  a  fit. 
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Women  of  kinde  hath  condicions  thre; 
The  firft  is  that  the!  he  full  of  difleite, 
To  fpinnin  alib  is  ther  propertic, 
And  women  have  a  wondirfull  confeitc, 
For  thei  can  \vepe  oft,  and  all  is  a  fleite, 
And  when  thei  lift  the  tere  is  in  the  eye, 
Beware  therfore,  The  blind  eteth  man*f  ajlie. 

In  foth  to  faie,  though  all  the  yerth  lo  wanne 
Wer  parchement  fmoth,  white  and  fcribab-ell, 
And  the  gret  fe,  that  called  is  the'  Ocean, 
Were  tournid  into  ynke  blacker  than  fabell, 
Eche  fticke  a  pen,  eche  man  a  fcrivener  abel, 
Not  coud  thei  writin  woman's  trechirie, 
Beware  therfore,  The  blind  citfh  many"  a  file. 


A  balade  declaring  that  tvomens  clajliie  doetb  moche 
excel  all  trejure  worldly, 

IN  womanhede,  as  anctours  al  ywrite, 
Moft  thing  commendid  is  chafte  honefte, 
Thing  moft  flaund'erous  ther  nobles  to  atwite, 
As  when  women  of  hafty  fraclte 
Exceden  the  .bondes  of  wifely  chaftire, 
For  what  availeth  lynage  or  rial  blode 
When  of  ther  Ivying  the  report  'is  not  gode  ? 

The  holy  bed  defoilid  of  marriage 
j  For  ones  defoiled  may  not  recovered  be. 
|  The  vice  goth  forth  and  the  froward  langagc 
i  By  many*  a  relme  and  many'  a  grete  cite ; 
Slav.ndir  hath  a  cuftome,  and  that'  is  grete  pite, 
That  true  or  fals,  by  a  contrarious  foune, 
,1  Onis  areife  it  goth  not  lyghtly  downe  : 

For  when  a  lechour  by  force  or  maftry 
I  Defoulid  hath  of  virgin"  the  clennes, 
J  \V'idous  oppreffed,  and  ly  in  advoutry, 
j  Afiailid  wives  that  flode  in  Itablenes, 
Who  may  then  ther  ilaunderous  harme  redrefle 
When  ther  gode  name  is  hurt  by  foch  report  ? 
for  fame  loji  ones  can  ner  have  bis  refert. 

A  thefe  may  robbe  a  man  of  his  richeffe, 
And  by  fome  mene  make  reftitucion, 
And  fome  man  maye  dyfherit  and  opprefCe 
I  A  povir  man  from  his  pofleffion, 
And  aftir  make  him  fatisfaccion, 
But  No  man  may  rejlore  in  no  Jcgry 
ji  maid  rabbid  of  her  *virginitc9 
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A  man  may  alfo  bete  a  caftil  doune, 
And  bilde  it  aftir  more  frefhe  to  the  fight, 
Exile  a  man  out  of  his  regioune, 
And  him  revoke  whether  it  be  wrong  or  right, 
But  No  man  hath  the  fnuair  ne  the  might 
For  to  report  tfre  palace  virginal 
Of  Cbajlite  when  brokln  is  the  ivaL 

Men  may  alfo  put  out  of  ther  fervicc, 
And  officirs  remeve  out  of  ther  place, 
And  at  a  day,  when  Fortune  lift  devife, 
Thev  may  again  reftorid  be  to  grace, 
But  Tber  nis  time  nothirfet  ne  fpace% 
Nor  ner  injiory  nelibir  rad  ns  fain, 
That  maydenhode  loft  recovered  ivas  again  : 

For  whiche  men  fhouldin  have  a  confciencc,' 
Rewe  in  ther  hertis  and  repentin  fore, 
And  bavin  a  remorcc  of  gret  offence 
To  ravime  thing  which  they  may  not  reftore, 
For  it  is  faide,  and  hath  be  faid  ful  yore, 
The  emeraud  grene  of  parfite  cbajlite 
Stole  ones  aivay  may  net  recovered  be, 

And  hard  it  is  to  ravifhe  a  trefour 
Whiche  of  nature  is  not  rccuperable ; 
Lordlhip  may  not  of  kinge  nor  emperour 
Reforme  a  thinge  whiche  is  nat  reformable  ; 
Ruft  of  defame  i%  infeparable, 
And  Maidinhode  yloft  of  netve  or  yore 
No  man  in  live  may  it  again  rejlore. 

The  Romanes  olde  thorough  ther  pacience 
Suffirid  tyrauntes  in  ther  tyranyes 
On  ther  cites  to  do  grete  violence, 
The  peple  to  oppreffe  with  ther  roberies, 
But  them  to  puniflie  they  fet  gret  efpies 
On  falfe  avouterers,^s  it  is  wel  couth, 
Which    widowes   raviih   and   maidens  in    ther 
youth. 

C&aucer's  ivordes  unto  bis  own  fcr'menere. 

ADAM  SCRIVENERE,  yf  ever  it  the  befalle 

Boece  or  Troiles  for  to  write  new 

Under   thy  longe   lockes  thou    maift    have  the 

fcalle, 

But  after  my  makynge  thou  write  more  true, 
So  ofte  adaye  1  mote  thy  werkc  renew 
It  to  correcie  and  eke  to  rubbe  and  fcrape, 
Ajid  al  is  thorow  thy  negligence  and  rape. 


• 
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POPE'S  WINDSOR  FORZST. 


EDINBURGH: 

PRINTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE, 
Anno  1793. 


• 


THE   LIFE   OF   SURRET. 


AFTER  the  death  of  Chaucer,  no  confidcrable  improvements  were  made  in  Englifh  poetry,  till  about 
the  beginning  of  the  fixteenth  century.  At  that  period,  our  intercourfe  with  Italy,  not  only  in 
troduced  the  ftudy  of  claffical  literature  into  England,  but  gave  a  new  turn  to  our  vernacular  poetry. 
The  language  and  the  manners  of  Italy,  were  efteemed  and  ftudied.  The  fonnets  of  Petrarch,  were 
the  great  models  of  compofition.  They  entered  into  the  genius  of  the  faihionable  manners ;  and  in 
the  boifterous,  but  polifhed  court  of  Henry  the  Eighth,  Petrarch  of  courfc  became  the  popular 
poet. 

Henry  Howard,  Earl  of  Surrey,  the  unrivalled  ornament  of  that  court,  and  of  his  age,  led  the  way 
to  great  improvements  in  Englifh  poetry,  by  a  happy  imitation  of  Petrarch,  and  other  Italian  poctt, 
who  had  been  rr.ofl  fuccefsful  in  painting  the  anxieties  of  love  with  pathos  and  propriety. 

He  was  the  fon  and  grandfon  of  two  Lord  Treafurers,  Dukes  of  Norfolk ;  and  in  his  early  child 
hood,  difcovered  the  mod  promifing  marks  of  lively  parts,  and  an  active  mind. 

While  a  boy,  he  was  habituated  to  the  modes  of  a  court  at  Windfor  Caftle,  where  he  refided,  yet 
"tinder  the  care  of  proper  inftru&ors,  in  the  quality  of  a  companion  to  Henry  Fitzroy,  Duke  of  Rich 
mond,  a  natural  fon  of  King  Henry,  and  of  the  higheft  expectations. 

Afriendfhip  of  the  clofeft  kind  commencing  between  them,  about  1530,  they  were  both  removed 
to  Cardinal  Wolfey's  College  at  Oxford  ;  which  was  one  of  the  firft  feminarics  of  an  Englifh  univcr- 
fity  that  profefled  to  explode  the  pedantries  of  the  old  barbarous  philofopby,  and  to  cultivate  the  gra 
ces  of  polite  literature. 

Two  years  afterwards,  he  accompanied  his  noble  friend  into  France,  where  they  received  King 
Henry  on  his  arrival  at  Calais,  to  vifit  Francis  the  Firft,  with  a  mod  magnificent  retinue. 

'  The  friendfliip  of  thefe  two  young  noblemen,  was  foon  ftrengthened  by  a  new  tie ;  for  Richmond 
married  Lady  Mary  Howard,  Surrey's  fifter. — Richmond,  however,  appears  to  have  died  in  ^536, 
about  the  age  of  feventeen,  having  never  cohabited  with  his  wife. 

It  was  long  before  he  forgot  the  untimely  lofs  of  this  amiable  youth,  the  friend  and  aflociate  of  his 
childhood,  and  who  nearly  refembled  himfelf  in  genius,  refinement  of  manners,  and  liberal  acqui- 
$tions. 

It  is  not  known  at  what  period  he  began  his  travels.  They  have  the  air  of  a  romance.  He  made 
the  tour  of  Europe  in  the  true  fpirit  of  chivalry  ;  proclaiming  the  unparalleled  charms  of  Geraldine 
his  miftrefs,  and  prepared  to  defend  the  caufe  of  her  beauty  with  the  weapon*  of  knight  errantry. 

In  his  way  to  Italy,  he  paffed  a  few  days  at  the  Emperor's  court,  where  he  became  acquainted 

with  Cornelius  Agrippa.     This  celebrated  adept  in  natural  magic,  fhewed  him,  in  a  mirror  of  glafs, 

a  living  i:r.age  of  Geralcline,  reclining  on  a  couch,  Cck,  and  reading  one  of  hi*  mod  tender  fonnets  by 

a  waxen  taper.     His  imagination  was  heated  anew  by  this  interefting  and  affecting  fpe&acle.     In- 

'  flamed  with  every  enthufiafrn  of  the  moft  romantic  paflion,  he  haftened  to  Florence,  the  original  feat 

of  the  anccftors  of  his  Gcraldine ;  and  on  his  arrival,  immediately  publiihed  a  defiance  againft  any 

"  perfon  who  fliould  prefurae  to  difpute  the  fuperiority  of  her  beauty.     The  grand  Duke  of  Tufcany 

permitted  this  important  trial  to  be  decided.    The  challenge  was  accepted,  anJ  Surrey  vicjtcrioOf . 
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His  herok  vanities  did  not,  however,  fo  totally  engrofs  the  time  which  he  fpent  in  Italy,  as  to  ali 
enate  his  mind  from  literature  :  he  ftudied,  with  the  greateft  fuccefs,  a  critical  knowledge  of  the  I 
lian  language,  and  attained  a  juft  tafte  for  the  peculiar  graces  of  the  Italian  poetry. 

He  was  recalled  to  England,  for  fome  idle  reafon,  by  the  King,  and  appeared  at  court  the 
polite  lover,  the  moft  learned  nobleman,  and  the  moft  accomplifhed  gentleman  of  his  age. 

He  fhon-e  in  the  tournaments  of  the  court ;  and  his  name  is  renowned  in  the  military  achievements 
of  that  martial  age. 

In  1542,  he  marched  into  Scotland  as  a  chief  commander  in  his  father's  army,  and  was  confpicu- 
ous  for  his  conduct  and  bravery  at  the  mern-orable  battle  of  Flodden-field,  where  James  the  Fourth  of 
Scotland  was  killed. 

The  year  following,  he  was  imprifoned  in  Windfor  Caftle,  for  eating  flefh  in  Lent ;  a  circumftance 
•worthy  of  notice,  only  as  it  marks  his  character,  impatient  of  any  controul,  and  regardlefs  of  petty 
formalities,  and  as  it  gave  occafion  to  one  of  his  moft  fentimental  and  pathetic  fonnets. 

In  1544,  he  was  field-marfhal  of  the  Englifli  army  in  the  expedition  to  Boulogne,  which  he  took; 
but  being  defeated,  endeavouring  to  cut  off  a  convoy  of  the  enemy,  a  difgrace  he  repaired,  he  loft  the 
King's  favour,  and  was  fuperfeded  by  the  Earl  of  Hertford. 

Confcious  of  his  high  birth  and  capacity,  he  could  not  refrain,  upon  this  occafion,  from  dropping1 
forae  reproachful  exprefftons  againft  a  meafure  which  feemed  to  impeach  his  perfonal  courage. 

It  was  his  misfortune  to  ferve  a  monarch,  whofe  refentments,  which  were  eafily  provoked,  c 
only  be  fatisfied  by  the  moft  fevere  revenge. 

The  brilliancy  of  his  character  was  viewed  by  Henry  with  difguft  and  fufpicion.     His  popular!' 
ty  was  mifconftrued  into  a  dangerous  ambition,  and  gave  birth  to  accufations  equally  groundlefs 
frivolous. 

He  was  fufpected  of  a  defign  to  marry  the  princefs  Mary ;  and  it  was  infinuated  that  he  conver 
fed  with  foreigners,  and  correfponded  with  Cardinal  Pole. 

The  addition  of  the  arms  of  Edward  the  Confeffor  to  his  own,  though  juftified  by  the  ufage  of  hi 
family,  and  the  authority  of  the  heralds,  was  made  a  foundation  for  an  impeachment  of  hig 
treafon. 

He  was  arraigned  at  Guildhall;  and  notwithftanding  his  eloquent  and  manly  defence,  he  was 
condemned  by  the  prepared  fuffrage  of  a  fervile  and  obfequious  jury,  and  beheaded  on  Tower- 
,hill,  January  1 9th  1546-7. 

The  Duke  of  Norfolk,  charged  with  allegations  equally  groundlefs,  efcaped  the  fame  unhappy  fate, 
by  the  death  of  the  tyrant,  which  happened  nine  uays  after  the  unmerited  death  of  hisfon. 

Swrrey  was  buried  in  the  church  of  All  Hallows-Barking,  Tower-ftreet,  but  afterwards  remo 
to  Framlingham,  Suffolk,  where  an  honourable  monument  was  erected  to  his  memory,  by  his 
<XHitl  fon,  Henry  Earl  of  Northampton. 

He  married  Frances,  daughter  of  John  Earl  of  Oxford;  by  whom  he  left  feveral  children .    One 
his  daughters,  Jane,  Countefs  of  Weflmoreland,  was  among  the  learned  ladies  of  that  age,  and  be 
came  famous  for  her  knowledge  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  languages. 

Hiftory  is  filent  as  to  the  name  of  t\\e,falr  Geraldine,  the  general  object  of  his  pafEonate  fonnets, 
and  as  to  the  reafons  why  the  gallantries  he  performed  for  her,  did  not  end  in  a  marriage. 

The  notices  concerning  her  in  his  fonnets  are  obfcure  and  indirect ;  but  they  have  been  illuftrated 
•with  the  moft.happy  fagacity  by  the  prefent  Eail  of  Orford,  and  applied  to  Lady  Elizabeth  Fitz 
gerald,  whofe  poetical  name  is  almoft  her  real  one.  She  was  i'econd  daughter  of  Gerald  Fitzgerald, 
Earl  of  Kildare,  fecoVid  coulin  to  the  Princcires  Mary  and  Elizabeth,  bred  up  with  them,  as  it  is  con 
jectured,  at  Hunfdon-Houfe,  and  afterwards  the  third  wife  of  Edward  Clinton,  Earl  of  Lincoln. 

His  Songes  and  Sonnettes,  as  they  have  been  {Hied,  were  firft  collected  and  printed  at  London,  by 
Toltell,  in  1557,  together  with  the  "  Songes  and  Sonnettes"  of  his  amiable  and  tfccomplifhed  friend 
Sir  Thomas  Wyat,  the  elder,  and  of  uncertain  authors.  Another  edition  appeared  1565.  Others 
in  1574,  1585,  1587.  The  laft  edition  was  printed  in  j  717.  They  are  now,  for  the  firft  time,  re 
ceivcdiato  a  collection  of  plaffical  Englifh  poetry. 
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They  were  in  high  reputation  with  his  contemporaries,  and  for  many  years  afterwards,  though 
they  are  fcarcely  known  at  prefent.  They  have  been  praifed  by  Leland,  Sydney,  Tuberville,  Put- 
tcnhart,  Churchyard,  and  Drayton,  and  in  more  recent  times  by  Dryden,  Waller,  Fenton.  and  Pope, 
They  merit  attention  equally  as  compofitions  of  real  and  incrinfic  merit,  and  as  objedU  of  curiofuy, 

They  are  chiefly  amatory  and  fentimental ;  but  in  elegance  of  fentiraent,  and  in  nature  and  fenfi. 
bility,  they  are  equal  to  the  bed  love  verfes  in  our  language  ;  and  in  harmony  of  numbers,  perfpicui- 
ty  of  expreffion,  and  facility  of  phrafeology,  they  approach  fo  near  the  productions  of  the  prefent  age, 
that  they  will  hardly  be  believed  to  have  been  produced  in  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Eighth. 

But  Surrey  was  not  merely  the  poet  of  idlenefs  and  gallantry.  He  was  fitted,  both  from  nature 
and  ftudy,  for  the  more  folid  and  laborious  parts  of  literature.  He  tranflated  the  ad  and  4th  books 
of  the  JEneid  into  blank  verfe,  which  are  the  firft  compofitions  extant,  in  that  meafure,  in  the  Englifh 
language.  They  were  printed  in  1557,  I  zmo ;  but  the  book  is  fo  extremely  {carce,  that  a  copy  could 
not  be  procured  for  this  edition  of  his  works.  He  wrote  many  other  poems,  which  were  never  pub- 
liihed,  and  are  now  perhaps  entirely  loft.  He  tranflated  the  Eccleiiaftes  of  Solomon  into  Englifli 
verfe.  He  alfo  tranflated  a  few  of  the  Pfalms  into  metre.  Thefe  verfions  of  Scripture  fhew  that 
he  was  a  friend  to  the  Reformation.  Among  his  works  are  alfo  mentioned  a  poem  on  the  death  of 
his  friend  the  Duke  of  Richmond,  an  exhortation  to  the  city,  of  London,  a  tranflation  of  Boccace's 
epiftle  to  Pinus,  and  feveral  Latin  epiftles. 

All  his  biographers,  particularly  the  Earl  of  Orford  and  Mr.  Warton,  have  been  lavifh,  and  very 
juftly,  in  his  praife  ;  he  merits  the  higheft  encomiums,  as  the  firft  refiner  of  our  language,  and  the 
unrivalled  ornament  of  his  age  and  country,  and  challenges  the  gratitude  and  efteem  of  every  matt 
of  literature,  for  the  generous  afliftance  he  afforded  it  in  its  infancy,  and  his  ready  and  liberal  affift. 
ance  to  all  men  of  merit  in  his  time. 

His  poetical  chara&er  isfo  elegantly  drawn  by  the  happy  pencil  of  Mr.  Warton,  as  to  render  the 
bungling  after -ftrokes  of  a  cafual  hand  unneceflary. 

"  In  the  fonnets  of  Surrey,"  fays  that  judicious  and  claflical  critic,  whofe  death  is  an  irreparable 
lofs  to  Englifli  literature,  "we  are  furprifed  to  find  nothing  of  that  metaphyfical  caft,  which  marks 
tHc  Italian  poets,  his  fuppofed  matters,  efpecially  Petrarch.  Surrey's  fenuments  are  for  the  moft 
part  natural  and  unaffected;  arifing  from  his  own  feelings, and  dictated  by  the  prefent  circumftances. 
His  poetry  is  alike  unembarrafled  by  learned  allufions,  or  elaborate  conceits.  If  he  copies  Petrarch, 
it  is  Petrarch's  beft  manner,  where  he  defcends  from  his  Platonic  abftra&iops,  his  refinements  of 
pafllon,  his  exaggerated  compliments,  and  his  play  upon  oppofite  fentiments,  into  a  track  of  tender-  , 
nefs,  fimplicity,  and  nature. 

"  Surrey,  for  his  juftncfs  of  thought,  correclnefs  of  ftyle,  and  purity  of  expreflion,  may  juftly  be 
pronounced  the  firft  Englifh  claflical  poet.  He  unqueftionably  is  the  firft  polite  writer  of  lor«  ver 
fes  in  our  language." 

VPL.  I.  P  p 


THE    ORIGINAL   PREFACE. 


THAT  to  have  well  written  in  verfe,  yea  and  in 
ftnall  parcelles,  deferveth  great  prayfe.  The 
workes  of  dyvers  Latines,  Italians  and  other,  doe 
prove  fufficiently,  that  our  tong  is  able  in  that 
kynde  to  dooe  as  prayfe  worthely  as  the  reft,  the 
Honorable  Style  of  the  Noble  Earl  of  Surrey,  and 
the  weightinefle  of  the  deep  wittcd  Syr  Thomas 
"Wyat  the  Elders  verfe,  with  feveral  graces  in  fun- 
dry  good  Englifh  writers,  doe  fhoe  abundantly. 
It  refteth  nowe  (gentle  reader)  that  thou  thynke 
it  not  evil  done,  to  publyfti  to  the  honour  of  the 
Englyfti  tong,  and  for  the  profit  of  the  ftudioufe 
of  Englyih.  Eloquence,  thofe  woorkes  which.e  the 


ungentle  horders  up  of  fuche  treafure,  have  here 
tofore  envyed  thee  ;  and  for  this  point  (good  read 
er)  thyne  owne  profile  and  pleaiure  in  thefe  pre- 
fently,  and  in  mo  hereafter  fhall  aunfwere  for  my 
defence.  If  perhappes  fome  myflyke  the  ftateli- 
nefie  of  ftyle  removed  from  the  rude  ikyll  of 
common  eares  :  I  afk  helpe  of  the  learned  to  de- 
fende  thyre  learned  frend  the  authore  of  thi* 
woorke,  and  I  exhorte  the  unlearned  by  reading 
to  learne  to  be  more  ikyllfull,  and  to  purge  that 
fwinelike  groflenefle  that  maketh  the  fweet  ma-  ; 
feroine  not  to  fmell  to  theyr  delight, 


SONGES   AND   SONN£TT£S. 


cription  of  the  reJHefsJrate  cfa  Lover,  ivM  Sute  til 
bis  Ladyy  to  rut  on  Lis  dleng  hart. 

THE  Sunne  hath  twyfe  brought  fourth  his  tender 

grene, 

Twyfe  cladde  the  earth  in  lyvely  luftinefle  ; 
Ones  have  the  wyndes  the  trees  dyfpoled  clenc, 
And  once  agayne  begynnes  theyr  cruelnefle, 
Synce  I  have  hyd  under  my  breft  the  harme, 
That  never  fhall  recover  healthfulnefie. 
The  wynters  hurt  recovers  \vith  the  warme, 
The  parched  grene  reftored  is  with  fhade  : 
"What  warmth,  alas  !  may  ferve  for  to  dyfarme 
The  frofen  hart  that  myne  inflame  hath  made .? 
What  colde  agayne  is  able  to  reftore 
My  frefh  grene  yeares,  that  wither  thus  and  fade. 
Alas  !  I  fee  nothing  has  hurt  fo  fore 
But  tyme,  in  tyme  reduceth  a  returne  : 
In  tyme  my  harme  encreafeth  more  and  more 
And  feemes  to  have  my  cure  allwayes  in  fcorne, 
Strange  kindes  of  death,  in  lyfe  that  I  doe  trye 
At  hand  to  melt,  farre  of  in  name  to  burne  : 
And  lyke  as  tyme  lyft  to  my  cure  applye, 
So  doth  eche  place  my  comfort  cleane  refufe. 
All  things  alive,  that  feeth  the  heavens  with  eye, 
With  cloke  of  night  may  cover  and  excufe 
Itfelf  from  travayle  of  the  dayes  unreft, 
Save  I,  alas !  againft  all  others  ufe 
That  then  ftyrre  up  the  tormentes  of  my  breafte ; 
And  curfe  eche  ilarre  as  caufer  of  my  fate  : 
And  when  the  fun  hath  eke  the  darke  oppreft, 
And  brought  the  day,  it  doth  nothing  abate 
The  travayles  of  rnync  endlefs  fmarte  and  payne  : 
For  then  as  one  as  hath  the  light  in  hate, 
wifh  for  night  more  covertly  to  playne 
And  me  withdrawe  from  every  haunted  placej 
Left  by  my  chere  my  chaunce  appeare  to  playne, 
To  fecke  the  place  where  I  my  felf  had  loft, 
And  in  my  mynde  I  meafure  pace  by  pace. 
That  day  that  I  was  tangled  in  the  lace, 
In  femyng  flacke  that  knitted  ever  moft  ; 
But  never  yet  the  travayll  of  my  though; 
C)f  better  ftate,  could  catche  a  caufe  to  boft  : 
For  if  I  fouhde  fometime  that  t  have  fought, 
l^hofe  fteires  by  whom  t  trufted  of  the  port, 
My  fayles  do  fall,  and  I  advaunce  right  nought, 
AS  arikfed  faft,  my  fprites  do  all  refer: 


'  To  ftand  agazed,  and  fink  in  more  and  more  : 
The  deadly  harme  which  he  doth  take  in  fport 
Lo  !  if  I  feek,  how  I  do  find  my  fore  ! 
And  if  1  flee,  I  cary  with  me  ftyli 
The  venomed  fliaft  which  <Joth  hys  force  reftore 
By  haft  of  flight,  and  I  may  plague  my  fill 
Unto  my  felf,  unlefs  this  carefull  fong 
Print  in  your  hart  fome  parcell  of  my  tene 
For' 1  alas  !  irt  filence  all  too  long 
Of  myiie  olde  hurt,  yet  fcele  the  wound  but  grene  J 
Rue  on  my  lyfe,  or  elfe  your  cruel  wronge 
Shall  well  appeare  and  by  my  death  be  fene. 


Defcrfption  of  Springy  ivhereln  eche  thing  renstvet^ 
fa*ve  only  the  Lover* 

THE  foote  feafon  that  bud,  and  bloome  fourth 

bringes, 

With  grene  hath  cladde  the  hyll,  and  eke  the  vale. 
The  nightingall  with  fethers  new  flic  finges; 
The  turtle  too  her  mate  hath  told  her  tale  ; 
Somer  is  conie,  for  every  fpray  now  fpringes. 
Th^  hart  hath  hung  hys  olde  head  on  the  pale  ; 
The  bucke  in^brake  his  winter  coate  he  flyngesj 
The  fifhes  flete  with  hewe  repayred  fcale  : 
The  adder  all  her  flough  away  the  flynges,. 
The  fwift  fwallow  puriueth  the  fiyes  fmalle, 
Thebufybee  her  honey  how  fhemynges; 
Winter  is  worhe  that  was  the  flolircs  ball. 
And  thus  I  fee  among  thefe  pleafaht  thynges  \ 
Eche  care  decaycs,  and  yet  my  forrow  fpryriges. 


Dcfcripcion  of  tie  rtfllefs  ejiate  of  a  Lover. 


youth  had  led  me  halfe  the  rice, 
That  Cupides  fcourge  had  made  me  runne  } 
I  looked  back  to  meet  the  place, 
Froni  whence  my  weary  cburfe  begunne  : 
And  then  I  faw  howe  my  defyre 
Mifguidjng  me  had  led  the  waye, 
Alyne  cyne  to  gr.eedy  of  theyre  hyre, 
Had  made  me  lofe-a  better  prey. 
For  when  in  fighes  I  fpent  the  day, 
And  could  sot  doake  my  grief  with  gayne  ; 
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The  boyling  fmoke  dyd  ftill  bewray, 

The  prefcnt  heate  of  fecret  flame  : 

And  when  fait  teares  do  bayne  my  breaft, 

Wh?re  love  his  pleafent  traynes  hath  fowen, 

Her  beauty  hath  the  fruytes  oppreft, 

Ere  that  the  buddes  were  fpronge  and  blowne. 

And  whea  myne  eyen  dyd  irill  purfue, 

The  flying  chafe  of  theyre  reque • ; 

Theyre  greedy  looks  dyd  oft  renew, 

The  hydden  wounde  within  my  brefte. 

"When  every  loke  thefe  cheekes  might  ftayne, 

From  dcdly  pale  to  glowing  red  ; 

.By  outward  fignes  appeared  playne, 

To  her  for  helpe  my  hart  was  fled. 

But  all  to  late  love  Icarneth  me, 

To  paynt  all  kynd  of  colours  new; 

To  blynd  theyre  eyes  that  elfe  mould  fee 

My  fpeckled  chekes  with  Cupids  hew. 

And  now  the  covert  breft  I  clame, 

That  worfhitCupidefeeretely; 

And  nourifhcd  hys  facred  flame, 

Prom  whence  no  blairing  fparkes  do  flye. 


Dffcrlpcion  of  tie  fclle  AjfeEtionit  Pangi^  and 
Sleigbtet  ef  Love. 

SUCH  wayward  wayes  hath  Love,  that  mod  part 

in  difcord 
Our  willes  do  ftand,  whereby  our  hartes  but  fel- 

dom  do  accord : 

Decytc  is  hys  delighte,  and  to  begyle  and  mocke 
The  fimple  hartes  who  he  doth  ftrike  with  froward 

divers  ftroke. 
He  caufeth  th'  one  to  rage  with  golden  burning 

.  darte,  [harte. 

And  doth  alay  with  leaden  cold,  again  the  others 
Whofe  gleames  of  burning  fyre  and  eafy  fparkes 

of  flame,  [ame 

In  balance  of  unequal  weyght  he  pondereth  by 
Prom  cafye  ford  where  I  myghte  wade  and  pafs 

full  well, 
He  me  withdrawes  and  doth  me  drive,  into  a  depe 

dark  hell : 
And  me  witholdes  where  I  am  calde  and  offred 

place, 
And  willes  me  that  my  mortal  foe  I  do  befeke 

of  grace ; 

He  lettf  s  me  to  purfue  a  conquefl  welnere  wonne 
To  followe  where  my  payhes  were  loft,  ere  that 

my  fute  begunne.  [turne 

So  by  this  means  I  know  how  foon  a  hart  may 
From  warre  to  peace,  from  truce  to  ftryfe,  and  fo 

agayne  returnr . 

I  know  how  to  content  my  felf  in  others  luft, 
Of  little  ftufle  unto  my  felf  to  weave  a  wcbbe  of 

truft: 
And  how  to  hyde  my  harmes  with  fole  dyffem- 

blyng  cbere 
Whan  in  my  face  the  painted  thoughtes  wou'd 

outwardly  appeare.  [<lred, 

1  know  how  that  the  bloud  forfakes  the  face  for 
And  hovr  by  fbame  it  It  ay  nes,  agayne  the  chekes 

with  flamj  ng  red  ; 
3 


I  know  under  the  grene,  the  ferpent  how  he  lurkes:   j 
The  hammer  of  the  reftlefs  forge  I  wotc  eke  how  •  j 

it  workes. 

I  know,  and  can  by  roate  the  tale  that  1  woulde  tell 
But  ofte  the  woordes  came  fourth  awryc  of  himj  \ 

that  loveth  well. 

I  know  in  heate  and  colde  the  lover  how  he  makes,  j  : 
In  fyngeing  how  he  doth  complayne,  in  fleeping  j 

how  he  wakes 

Tolanguifh  without  ache,  fickelefle  for  to  confume,  | 
A  thoufand  thynges  for  to  devyfe,  refolvynge  of  'f, 

his  fume :  [fore ':  < 

And  though  he  lyfle  to  fee  his  ladyes  grace  full  ji 
Such  pleafures  as  delyght  his  eye,  do  not  his  helthe  I 

reftore. 

I  know  to  feke  the  tra&e  of  my  defyred  foe, 
And  fere  to  fynde  that  I  do  fcek,  but  chiefly  this  !j 

I  know,  [loved, 

That  lovers  muft  tranfourme  into  the  thynge  be-  9 
And  live  (alas !  who  would  believe  ?)  with  fprite  1 

from  lyfe  removed. 

I  knowe  inhartyfighesand  laughters  of  the  fpleene,  y 
At  once  to  chaunge  my  ftate,  my  will,  and  ek$  || 

my  colour  clene. 

I  know  how  to  decey ve  my  felf  wythe  others  helpe,  ] 
And  how  the  lyon  chaftifed  is,  by  beatynge  of  the  I 

whelpe. 

In  ftandynge  nere  the  fyre,  I  know  how  that  I  freafe  j 
Farre  of  1  burne,  in  bothe  1  wafte,  and  fo  my  lyfc 

1  leefe.  [mynde,  ' 

I   know   how  Love  doth  rage  upon  a  yeylding 
How  fmalle  a  nete  may  take  and  mafe  a  harte  of  j 

gentle  kynde  : 

Or  elfe  with  feldom  fwete  to  feafon  hepes  of  gatf, 
Revived  whh  a  glympfe  of  grace  old  forrows  t» 

let  fall.  [Love. 

The  hydden  traynes  T  know,  and  fecret  friares  of 
How  foone  a  loke  will  prynte  a  thoughte  that  ne 
ver  may  remove.  [wekhe 
The  fiypper  itate  I  knowe,  the  fodein  turncs  from 
The  doubtfull  hope,  the  certaine  wooe,  and  fure 

defpaired  hethe. 


7be  Complainte  of  a  Lover  that  defied  Love,  an 
by  Love  after  the  more  tormented. 


WHEN  fomer  tooke  in  hande  the  wynter  to  afTayle,' 
With  force  of  myghte  and  vyrtue  grete,  hisftormy 

blafts  to  quaile  : 
And  when  he  clothed  fayre  the  earthe  about  wythc  1 

grene, 
And  every  tree  new  garmented,  that  pleafure  was 

to  fene  : 
Mine  hart  gan  new  revive,  and  changed  blood  did 

ftir 
Me  to  withdrawe  my  wynter  woes,  that  kept^ 

wyth>n  the  dur. 

Abrode,  qnod  my  defyre,  afTay  to  fet  thy  fote. 
Where  thou  fhalt   fynde  the  favour  fweete,  forf 

fprong  is  every  rote 

And  to  thy  helthe  if  th«u  were  fycke  in  any  cafe 
Nothing  more  good,  than  in  the  fprynge  the  avre 

to  fele  a  place  : 
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There  (halt  thou  heare  and  feealkyndeof  Byrdes, 

ywrought 

Wei  tune  theyrc  voyce,  with  warble  fmal,  as  na 
ture  hath  them  tought.  [leave, 
Thus  pricked  me  my  luft  the  fluggifti  houfe  to 
And  for  my  helthe  1  thoughte  it  heft,  fuch  coun 

fel  to  receave  : 
io  on  a  morrow  furth,  unwift  of  any  wyghte, 
went  to  prove  how  well  it  woulde,  my  hevy 

burden  lyghte  : 
And  when    I   felt  the  ayre,   fo  pleafant  round 

aboute;  [gotten  out. 

[Lorde  to  my  felfe  how  glad  I  was,  that  1  had 
There  myght  I  fee  how  Ver  had  every  bloffome 

ktnt,  [they  went ; 

[And  eke  the  new  betrothed  byrdes  y  coupled  how 
pVnd  in  thy  re  fonges  me  thought,  they  thanked 

nature  much, 
rThat  by  her  lycence  al  that  yere,  to  Love  theyre 

hope  was  fuch  : 
Right  as  they  could  devlfe  to  chofc  them  trees 

throughout, 
rWyth  much   reyoyng  to  theyr  Lord,  thus  flew 

they  all  about.  [ceave, 

Kvhyche  when  I  gan  refolve,  and  in  my  head  con- 
rWhat  pleafant  lyfe,  what  heaps  of  joy,  thofe  little 

birdes  receave. 

And  faw  in  what  eftate  I  weary  man  was  wroughte, 
By  want  of  that  they  had  at  will,  and  I  refcet  at 

nought : 

Lord,  how  I  gan  in  wrath!  un wifely  me  demeane! 
I  curfed  Love,  and  hym  defied,  I  thoughte  to  turne 

the  ftreame : 

But  when  I  well  behelde,  he  had  me  under  aWe, 
Talked  mercy  for  my  faulte,  that  fo  tranfgreft  his 

lawe, 

Thou  blinded  God  (quod  I)  forgive  me  this  offence, 
Unwittingly  I  went  about  to  malice  thy  pretence  . 
Wherewith  he  gave  a  btcke,  and  thus  methoughte 

he  fwore, 
Thy  forrow  ought  fuffice  to  purge  thy  faulte  if  it 

were  more  : 

The  virtue  of  which  found,  mine  hart  did  fo  revive, 
That  I  methought  was  made  as  whpale,  as  any 

man  alive, 
But  here  I  may  perceve,  myne  errof  and  all  and 

fome,  [ftill  undone  : 

For  that  I  thought  that  fo   it  was,    yet  was  it 
And  al  that  wasno  more  but  mine  exprefled  myndc, 
That  fain  wou'd  have  fome  good  reliefc,  of  Cu 
pid  well  affigned. 
I  turned  home  forthwith,  and  might  perceyve  it 

well,  [rebel 

That  he  agreved  was  right  fore,  with  me  for  my 
My  harmes  have  ever  fince  encreafed  more,  and 

more,  [evermore. 

And  I  remaind  without  his  helpe,  undone  for 
A  mirror  let  me  be  unto  ye  lovers  all ;  [befall. 
Strive  not  with  Love,  for  if  ye  do,  it  will  ye  thus 


Ctmplaint  of  a  Lover  Rebuked. 

LOVE  that  livcth,  and  raigneth  in  my  thought, 
That  built  his  feat  within  my  cative  breft 


Clad  in  the  armes,  wherein  with  me  he  fought, 
Oft  in  my  face  he  doth  his  banner  reft. 
She  that  methought  to  love,  anxl  fuffer  pain, 
My  doubtfull  hope,  and  eke  my  hot  defire, 
With  fh  am  fa  ft  cloke  to  fhadowe  andreftrain, 
Her  fmiling  grace  converteth  ftraight  to  ire, 
And  cowred  Love  then  to  the  hart  apace 
Taketh  his  flight,  whereas  he  lurkes  and  plaines, 
His  purpofe  loft,  and  dare  not  fhe  we  his  face, 
For  my  Loves  gilt  thus  faultlefs  bide  I  paines, 
Yet  from  my  Love  (hall  not  my  foote  remove 
Swete  is  his  deth,  that  takes  his  end  by  Love. 


Complaint  of  the  Lover  Difda'tntd. 

IN  Ciprus  fpringes  whereas  dame  Venus  dwelt, 
A  well  fo  hote,  that  who  fo  taftes  tiie  fame ; 
Were  he  of  ftone,  as  chawed  yfe  fhould  melt, 
And  kindlede  finde  his  breft  with  fired  flame. 
Whole  moyft  poiion  diffolved  hath  my  hate, 
This  creping  fire  my  cold  lims  fo  oppreft; 
That  in  the  hart  that  harborde  fredome  late, 
Endleffe  defpayre  long  thraldome  hath  impreft. 
An  other  fo  coldcitflroZcn  yfe  is  founde, 
Whofe  chilling  venom  of  repugnant  kinde  ; 
The  fervent  heat  doth  quenche  of  Cupideswounde 
And  with  the  fpoted  change  infedes  the  minde  : 
Whereof  my  dere  hath  tailed  to  my  paine, 
My  fervice  thus  is  grown  into  difdaine. 


ftefcription  and  Praife  of  bit  Love  GERALDINS. 

FROM  Tufcane  came  my  Ladies  worthy  race, 
Faire  Florence  was  fometime  her  auncient  feate  : 
The  Wettern  Yle  whofe  pleafant  fhore  doth  face 
Wild  Cambers  clifs,  did  geve  her  lyuely  heate  : 
Foftered  fhe  was,  with  milke  of  Iriftie  breft  : 
Her  fire,  an  erle,  her  dame,  of  princes  blood ; 
From  tender  yeres,  in  Britaine  ihe  doth  reft, 
With  kinges  childe,  where  ihe  tafteth  coftly  foode. 
Honfdon  did  firft  prefent  her  to  myne  yien  : 
Bright  is  her  hewe,  and  Geraldine  fhe  hight, 
Hampton  me  taught,  to  wifhe  her  firft  for  mine* 
And  Windfor,  alas,  doth  chafe  me  from  her  fight. 
Her  beauty  of  kinde,  her  vertue  from  above, 
Happy  is  he,  that  can  obtain  her  Love. 


Tbefraiitye,  and  burtfalnes  of  Beautie* 

BRITTL  E  beautie  that  nature  made  fo  frailf , 
Whereof  the  gift  is  Imall,  and  fhort  the  feaion ; 
Flowring  to  day,  to  morowe  apt  to  faile, 
Tickled  treafure,  abhorred  of  reafon  : 
Dangerous  to  deale  with,  vaine  of  none  availe, 
Coilly  in  keeping,  pail  not  worthe  two  peafon ; 
biipper  in  fliding,  as  is  an  eles  taile ; 
Harde  to  attain,  once  gotten  not  geafon. 
Jewell  <  f  jeopardie,  that  peril  doth  aflaille, 
Fajfe  and  vntrewe,  enticed  oft  to  treafrn ; 
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Enemy  to  youth,  that  moft  may  I  bewaille  ; 
Ah  bitter  fwete  !  infecting  as  the  poyfon, 
Thou  fareft  as  frute,  that  with  the  froft  is  taken, 
To  day  redy  ripe,  to  morow  al  to  fhaken. 


A  Complaint  by  night  of  tie  Lever  not  Beloved. 

ALAS  !  fo  al  thinges  now  doe  holde  th^re  peace, 

Heaven  and  earth  difturbed  in  nothing  ; 

The  beaftes,  the  ayer,  the  birdes  their,  fonge  doe 

leafe, 

The  nij>htes  chare  the  flares  aboute  doth  bringe  : 
Calme  is  the  fea,  the  waues  worke  leffe  and  leffe. 
So  am  not  I,  whome  Love  alas  doth  wring, 
Bringing  before  my  face  the  great  encreafe 
Of  my  defires,  whereas  I  wepe  and  fing, 
In  joy  and  wo,  as  in  a  doubtful  cafe, 
For  my  fwete  thoughts,  fome  tyme  doe  pleafure 

bring ; 

But  by  and  by,  the  caufe  of  my  difeafe, 
Geves  me  a  pang,  that  inwardly  doth  flinge  ; 
When  that  I  thinke  what  grief  it  is  againe, 
To  live  and  lacke  the  thing  fhoold  ridde  my  pain. 


How  eche  tiling,  fave  the  Lover  in  Spring,  Reinuetb  to 
pleafure. 

WHEN  Windfor  walles  fufteined  my  wearied  arme, 
3My  hande,  my  chin,'  to  eafe  my  reftleffe  hed, 
l"he  pleafant  plot  reuefled  green  with  warme, 
The  bioffornd  bowes  with  lufty  Ver  y fprcd  : 
The  floured  meades,  the  wedded  byrdes  fo  late, 
Myne  eyes  difcouer,  and  to  my  mynde  reforte 
The  ioly  woes,  the  hatekffe  fhort  debate, 
The  rakehell  lyfe,  that  longes  to  loues  difporte, 
Wherewith,  ala?,  the  heauy  charge  of  cafe 
Heapt  in  my  breft,  breakes  fourth  agaynft  my  wyll, 
In  fmoky  fightes  that  ouercaft  the  ayre, 
My  vapor'd  eyes  fuch  drearly  teares  dyftill. 
The  tender  fpring  whiche  quicken,  where  they  fall, 
And  I  halfe  bent  to  throwe  me  downe  withall.   • 


A  Pwwe  to  love  faithfully  Lcttfoeuer  be  be  rewarded. 


me  whereas  thefonne  doth  parch  the  grene, 
Or  where  his  beams  do  not  dyfiblve  the  yfe, 
In  temperate  heat,  where  he  is  felt,  and  fene, 
In  presence  preft  of  people,  madde,  or  'wife  ; 
!Set  me  in  hye,  or  yet  in  Jovve  degree, 
In  longed  night,  or  in  the  fhorteft  day  ; 
hi  cleareft  'fkyt.,  or  where  cloudes  thickeft  be, 
In  lufty  youth,  or  'when  my  hears  are  gra|^  ':    \L\ 
Set  me  r'n  heaven,  in  earth,  or  elfe  in  hell, 
In  hyll  or  dale,  or  in  the  foaming  flood  ; 
Thrall,  dr  at'lurge,  alyve  where  fo  I  dwell, 
Sicke,or  in  heh'he,  in  .evyll  fame  or  good  ;• 
Hers  will  I  be,  'and  only  with  this  thought, 
Content  my  fclf  ahhoug  my  chaunce  be  nought. 


Complaint  that  by  t  Lady  after  Joe  ineiu  of  /jys  Lovtt 

kept  her  face  al-wayi  hidden  from  bym. 
\  NEVER  fa  we  my  Lady  laye  apart, 
Her  cornet  blacke,  in  colde  nor  yet  in  heate, 
Sith  fyrft  fhe  knewmy  griefewasgrowcu  fo  greate, 
Whyche  other  fancies  dry  veth  from  my  harte 
That  to  my  felfe  I  do  the  thought  referve, 
The  whyche  unwares  dyd  wound  my  woeful  breft, 
But  on  her  face  myne  eyes  mought  never  reil :  V\ 
Yet  fynce  (he  knew  I  dyd  her  love  and  ferve, 
Her  golden  treffes  cladde  allway  with  blacke ; 
Her  fmyleyng  lookcs  that  haa  thus  evermore, 
And  that  rcftraynes  which  I  deiire  fo  fore  : 
So  doth  this  cornet  governe,  me  alacke  ! 
In  fummer  fan,  in  winters  breathe,  a  frofle, 
Wherebye  the  lyghte  of  her  fayre  lookes  1  loft. 


Beyuejl  to  hys  Love  to  ioyne  Bountlc  -with  Beatify*. 

THE  golden  gyft  that  Nature  dyd  thee  geve, 
To  faften  frendes  and  feed  them  at  thy  will ; 
With  fourme  and  favour,  taught  me  to  believe, 
How  thou  arte  made  to  fhowe  her  greateft  fkyll 
Whofe  hydden  vertues  are  hot  fo  miknowen, 
But  lyvely  dames  myghte  gather  at  the  fyrfte  ; 
Where  beauty  fw  her  perfec-le  feede  hath  fowen, 
Of  all  other  graces  follow  nedes,  there  muft. 
Now  certes  Ladle,  fynce  all  thys  is  true, 
That  from  above  thy  gyftes  are  thus  elccl ; 
Do  not  deface  them  than  wyth  fanfies  newe. 
Nor  chaunge  of  myndes  let  not  the  mynde  infect; 
But  mercy  hyme  thy  frende,  that  doth  thee  fen 
Who  feekes  always  thyne  honour  to  preferve. 


Prifoner  in  Windsor,  be  recoxnteib  bis  pleafure  tl 


So  cruell  prifon  howe  could  betyde,  alas  ! 
As  proude  Windfor  :   Where  I  in  luft  and  joy, 
Wythe  a  kyngesfonne,  my  chyldyfhyeres  dydpaf 
In  greater  feail,  than  Priams  fonnes  of  Troye  : 
Where  eche  fwete  place  returnes  a  taftfull  fower  : 
The  large  grene  where  we  were  wont  to  trove, 
Wyth  eyes  caft  up  into  the  Maydens  tower, 
And  eafy  fighes,  luch  as  folkes  draw  in  Love  : 
The  {lately  feates,  the  ladies  brighte  of  hewe  ; 
The  daunces  fhort,  long  tales  of  greate  delight 
Wyth  woordes  and  lookes;  that  tygers  could 

rewe, 

Where  eche  of  us  dyd  plcade  the  others  ryghte. 
The  palme  play,  where  defpoyled  for  the  game, 
With  dared  eyes  oft  we  by  gleamesof  love, 
Have  myft  the  ball,  and  gote  fighte  of  our  dame 
To  bayte  her  eyes,  whyche  kept  the  leads  above 
The  gravel  grounde,  .wythe  fleves  tyde  on   tl 

helrr.e  [hartesj 

On  fomyr.g  horfe,  with  fwordes  and  frendl 
VTythe  chere  as  though  one  {hould  another  whelm< 
Where\ve  have  fought,  and  chafed  oft  wyth  darte 
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With  filver  droppes  th*  meade  yet  fpreade  for 

ruthe, 

n  actives  games  of  nimblenefs  and  ftrength, 
Where  we  did  ftrayne  trayned  with  fwarmes  of 

youthe 

Our  tender  limmes,  that  yet  (hot  up  in  lengthe. 
The  fecrete  groves  which  oft  we  made  refounde, 
)f  pleafant  playnte,  and  of  our  Ladies  prayfe, 
Recordyng  oft  what  grace  eche  one  had  founde, 
What  hope  of  fpede,  what  dreade  of  long  delayes. 
The  wylde  forreft,  the  clothed  holes  with  grene, 
Vith  raynes  availed  and  fwiftly  breathed  horfe ; 
Vyth  cry  of  houndes  and  merry  blaftes  betwene, 
Vhere  we  did  chafe  tlie  feareful  harte  of  force, 
'he   wyde  vales    eke,    that    harbordc    us  eche 

nyghte, 

Wherewyth,  (alas)  reviveth  in  my  brefte ; 
'lie  fwete  accorde,  fuch  flepes  as  yet  delyt, 
"he  pleafant  dreames  the  quyet  bed  of  reft ; 
The  fecret  thoughtes  imparted  with  fuch  truft, 
The  wanton  talke,  the  dy  vers  chaunge  of  playe  ; 
The  friendfhip  fworne,  eche  promife  kept  fo  faft, 
Wherewith  we  paft  the  winter  nyghte  away. 
And  wyth  thys  thoughte,  the  bloud  forfakes  the 

face, 

The  teares  berayne  my  chekes  of  deadly  hewe, 
The  whyche  as  foone  as  fobbyng  fighes,  (alas !) 
Upfuppcd  have,  thus,  I  my  playnt  renewe  : 
O  place  of  bliffe  !  renewer  of  my  woes  ! 
Give  me  a,ccompt  where  is  my  noble  fere, 
Whom  in  thy  walles  thou  doeft  eche  nyghte  en- 

clofe, 

To  other  lufe,  bat  unto  me  moft  clere  : 
Eccho  (alas !)  that  doth  my  forrow  rewe, 
Returns  thereto  a  hollowe  founde  of  playnt ; 
Thus  I  alone,  where  all  my  freedome  grewe, 
In  pryfon  pyne,  withe  bondage  and  reftraynt : 
And  wirh  remembrance  of  the  greater  griefe, 
To  banifh  the  lefie  I  fynd  my  chief  reliefe. 


Yin  Lover  comfortetl  bimfelfe  ivytbe  the   WortbyneJJe 
of  bys  Love. 

WHEN  rageyng  love  wyth  extreme  payne, 
Moft  cruelly  diftrayhes  my  harte  ; 
When  that  my  teares  as  floudes  of  rayne, 
Bear  witnefs  of  my  wofull  fmarte  : 
When  fighes  have  wafted  fo  my  breathe 
That  I  lye  at  the  poynt  of  deathe. 
I  call  to  mynde  the  navy  greate, 
That  the  Greekes  brought  to  Troy  townc, 
And  how  the  b(oyfterous  \vyndes  dydc  beate 
Theyre  fnippes,  and  rent  thayre  fayles  adowne; 
Tyll  Agamemnons  daughters  bloode, 
Appeafed  the  goddefs  that  them  withftood  : 
And  how  that  in  thofe  ten  years  warre, 
Full  many  a  bloody  dede  was  done; 
And  many  jv  Lorde  that  came  full  farre, 
There  caughte  his  bane  (alas!)  too  foone  : 
And  many  a  good  knyghtc  overcome, 
Before  the  Grekes  had  Helenne  wonne. 
Then  think  1  thus  fith  fuch  repayre, 
£o  icng  tynie  v^arre  of  valiant  menne, 
a 
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Was  all  to  wynne  a  lady  fay  re, 
Shall  I  not  learne  to  fuffer  then  ? 
And  think  my  tyme  well  fpent  to  be; 
Serving  a  woorthier  wyghte  than  ftie  ? 
Therefore  I  never  will  repent, 
But  paynes  contented  ftyll  endure ; 
For  like  as  when  rough  winter  fpent, 
The  pleafant  fprynge  ftraight  draweth  i 
So  after  raging  ftormes  of  care, 
Joyfull  at  length  may  be  my  fare. 
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Complaint  of  tie  abfence  of  her  Lover  le'mg  upon 
ibe  feas, 

0  Happy  dames  that  may  embrace, 
The  fruite  of  your  delyghte ; 
Help  to  bewayle  the  woefull  cafe, 
And  eke  the  heavy  plyghte 

Of  me  that  wonted  to  reioyce, . 

The  fortune  of  my  pleafant  choice  : 

Good  ladyes  helpe  to  fill  my  mourning  voice. 

In  Ihippc  freighte  wythe  remembraunce 

Of  thoughtes  and  pleafures  paft, 

He  fayles  that  hath  governaunce; 

My  life  while  it  will  laft. 

With  fcalding  fighes  for  lacke  of  gale, 

Furderyng  hys  hope  that  is  his  fayle, 

Toward  me,  the  fwete  port  of  hys  avayle. 

Alas  !  how  oft  in  dreams  I  fee 

Thofe  eyes  that  were  my  foode, 

Whych  fometyme  fo  delyted  me 

That  yet  they  do  me  goode  : 

Wherewith  I  wak  wythe  his  returne, 

Whofe  abfent  flame  dyd  make  me  burn, 

But  when  I  fynde  the  lacke,  Lord,  how  I  mournel 

When  ojher  lovers  in  armes  acrofle, 

Reioyce  their  encchyfe  delyght ; 

Drowned  in  teares  to  mourne  my  lofle 

1  ftand  the  bytter  nyghte 

In  my  window  where  I  may  fee 

Before  the  wyndes  how  the  cloudes  flee 

Lo  !  what  a  mariner  love  hath  made  me. 

And  in  grene  waves  when  the  fait  floode 

Doth  ryfe  by  rage  of  wynde, 

A  thoufand  fanfies  in  that  mood 

Aflayle  my  rcftlefle  mynde  :  ' 

Alas  !  how  drencheth  my  fwet  fo 

That  wyth  the  fpoyle  of  my  hart  did  go, 

And  left  me,  (but  alas  !)  why  did  he  fo  ? 

And  when  the  feas  were  calme  agayne, 

To  chace  from  me  annoye, 

My  doubtful  hope  doth  caufe  my  playne, 

So  drede  cuts  of  my  loye. 

Thus  in  my  wealth  myngled  with  woe, 

And  of  eche  thought  a  doubt  doth  growe 

Now  he  comes !  will  he  come  ?  alas  !  no  1 


Compla 


IN 


t  of  a  dying  Lever  refufed  upon  bys  Ladyej 

Infult  m^jlaking  of  hys  "ivrytyng, 
wynters  iuft  returne,    when  Boreas  gan  his. 

raygne, 

And  every  tree  unclothed  faft,  as  nature  taughc. 
them  playne: 

P       «ij 
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In  myfty  morning  darke,  as  fliepe  are  then  in 

holde, 
I  hyde  me  faft,  it  fat  me  on,  my  fliepe  for  to  un- 

folde. 

And  as  it  is  a  thynge  that  lovers  have  by  fyttes, 
Under  a  palme  I  heard  one  cry,  as  he  had  loft  hys 

wittes. 
Whofe  voice  did  ringe  fo  ihryll  in  utterynge  of 

hys  playnt, 
That  I  amazed  was  to  heare,  how  love  coulde  hym 

attaynt, 
Ah !  wretched  man  (quod  he)  come  death  and 

ryd  thys  woe ; 
A  iuft  reward,  a  happy  end,  if  it  may  chaunce 

thee  foe. 

Thy  ple'afures  paft,  have  wrought  thy  w«e  with 
out  redreffe; 
If  thou  hadft  never  felt  no  ioy,  thy  (mart  had  been 

the  lefle. 
And  rechlefle  of  bys  lyfe,  he  gan  both  figh  and 

grone, 
A  ruefull  thynge  methought  it  was  to  here  hym 

make  fuch  mone 
Thou  curfed  pen  fayd  he,  wo  worthe  the  byrde 

fhe  bare, 
The  man,  the  knyfe,  and  all  that  made  thee,  wo 

be  to  thyre  ftiare  : 
Wo  worth  the  tyme  and  plate,  where  I  could  fo 

eridyte, 
And  wo  be  it  yet  once  agayne,  the  pen  that  fo 

can  wryte. 

Unhappy  hand  !  it  had  been  happy  tyme  for  me, 
If  wken  to  wryte  thou  learned  fyrfte,  unjoynted 

'    hadft  thou  be. 

Thus  curfed  he  himfelf,  and  every  other  wyghte, 
Save  her  alone  whom  love    him'  bound  (o  Jerve 

both  day  and  nyght. 

Whyche  when  1  heard  and  faw,  how  he  hymfelf 
v  foredyd 

Againft  the  ground  with  bloody  ftrokes,  hymfelf 

even  thereto  rid ;  ' 
Had  been  my  hart  of  flynt  it  muft  have  melted 

though, 

For  in  my  lyfe  I  never  faw  a  man  fo  full  of  wo, 
Wyth  teares  for  hys  redreflei  1  rafhely  to  him 

ran, 
And  in  my  armes  I  caught  hym  faft,  and  thus  I 

fpake  hym  than : 
What  wofull  wyght  art  theu  that  in  fuch  heavy 

cafe, 
Tormentes  thy  felfe  wyth  fuch  defpyte  here  in 

thys  defert  place  ? 
Wherewyth  as  all  agayfte,  fulfylde  with  ire  and 

.dread,        , 
He  cafl  on  me  a  ftareing  loke  with  colour  pale 

and  dead ;  [ptygbt, 

Nay  what  art  thou  (quod  he)  that  in  thys  heavy 
Doeft.fynde  me  here,  moft  wofull  wretch,  that 

;  lyfe  hath  in  defpight  ? 

I  am  (quod  I)  but  poore  and  fymple  in  degree, 
A  fhepheardes  charge  I  have  in  hande,  unworthy 

though  I  be :  • 

Wyth  that  he  gave  a  fighe  as  though  the  fkye 

fhould  fall,  [he  call  : 

And  loud  alas  he  ftiryked  oft,  and  fhepheard  gan 


Come  hye  thee  faft  at  ones,  and  prynt  it  in  th} . 

hart, 
So  thou  fhall  know,  and  I  ihall  tell,  thy  gyltleffi 

how  I  fmart. 
Hys  backe  agaynlle  the  tree  fore  feebled  all  wyth< 

faynte 
Wyth  weary  fpritc,  he  ftretcht  hym  up,  and  thus 

he  told  hys  plaint : 
Once  in  my  harte  (quod  he)  it  chaunced  me  t» 

love    ' 
Such  one  in  whome  hath   nature  wrought  her 

cunning  for  to  prove  : 

And  fure  I  cannot  fay  but  many  yeres  were  fpent,  \ 
With  fuch  good  will  fo  recompenft,  as  both  we  ' 

were  content. 

Where  to  (hew  I'me  bounde,  and  ftie  lykewife  alfo,  i 
The  funne  fhould  runfc  hys  courfe  awry  ere  we  j 

thys  fayth  foregoe. 
Who  joy€d  then  but  I  ?  who  hadde  thys  worldes  I 

blyffe? 
Who  myghte  compare  a  lyfe  to  myne  that  never 

thought  on  this1? 

But  dwellyng  in  thys  truth,  amid  my  greateftjoy, 
It  me  befalled'a  greater  lofle  then' Priam  had  of 

Troy  ; 

She  is  reverfed  cleane  and  beareth  m«  in  hand, 
That  my  defertes  have  geven  caufe  $>  breke  thys 

faythful  band. 

And  for  my  juft  excufe  avayleth  no  defence  : 
Now  knoweft  thou  all,  I  can  no  more,  but  {hep- 
heard  hye  thee  hence;  [lyve» 
And  gave  him  leave  to  dye,  that  may  no  longer 
Whofe  record  to  1  claime  to  have,  my  death  I  do 

forge  ve ; 
And  eke  when  I  am  gone,  be  bold  to  fpeake  it 

playne, 
Thou  haft  feen  dye  the  trueft  man  that  ever  love 

dydpayne. 
Wherewith  he  turnde  hym  rounde,  and  gafping 

oft  for  breath, 
Into  his  armes  a  tree  he  caught,  and  fayd  welcome 

my  death   • 

Welcome  a  thoufand  fold,  now  dearer  unto  me 
Than  fhould  without  her  love  to  live,  an  empe- 

•  rour  to  be,  - 

Thus  in  this  wofull  ftate  he  yelded  up  the  goft, 

And  little  knoweth  his  ladyrf,   what  a  lover  Ihe 

i   hath  loft.  •  i  [right 

Whofe  death  when  I  beheld,  no  marvel  was  it 

,  For  pitic  though  my  heart  dyd  blede,   to  fee  fo 

piteous  fight. 

My  bloud  from  heate  to  cold  oft  chaunged  won 
ders  fore,  i  [before ; 
A  thoufand  troubles  there  I  found  I  never  knew 
Twene  drcade  and  dolour,  ib  my  fpretes  were 
i               brought  in  feare, 
That  long  it  was  ere  1  could  call  to  minde,  what 

*         I  dyd  there.  < 

But  as  eche  thing  hath  ende,  fo  had  thefe  paynes 

of  myne, 
The   furies  paft,  and   I  my  wittes  reftorde  by 

.  length  of  tyme  : 

Then  as  1  c(ould  devyfc,  to  feek  I  thought  it  beft,] 
Where  I  might  finde  fome  worthy  plaee  for  fuch- 

a  corps  to  reft  ; 
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And  in  my  mynde  it  came,  from  thence  not  farre 
away 

Where  Crefelds  love,  king  Priams  fone  the  wor 
thy  Trolus  lay : 

By  him  I  made  his  tombe,  in  token  he  was  true. 

And  as  to  him  belongeth  well,  I  covered  it  with 
•  blewe;  [foone, 

Whofe  foule  by  aungels  power,  departed  not  fo 

But  to  the  heavens,  fo  it  fled,  for  to  receive  his 
dome. 


Complaint  of  the  abfence  of  her  lover  beyng  upon  the  feu. 

Goon  ladies,  ye  that  have  your  pleafures  in  exile, 
Step  in  your  foote,  come  take  a  place,  and  morne 

with  me  a  while  : 

And  fuch  as  by  theyr  lordes  do  fet  but  little  pryce, 
t,et  them  fit  ftill,  it  fkilles  them  not  what  chaunce 

come  on  the  dice  : 

But  ye  whom  love  hath  bound  by  order  of  defyre, 
To  love  your  lords,  whofe  good    deferts  none 

other  would  require  :  [myne, 

Come  ye  yet  once  agayne,  and  fet  your  foote  by 
Whofe  wofull  plight,  and  forrwes  great,  no  tong 

can  well  define. 
My  love  and  lord,  alas !  in  whom  confifles  my 

welth, 
Hath  fortune  fent  to  pafle  the  feas  in  hazard  of 

his  helth :  [mynde, 

Whom  I  was  wont  tembrace  with  well  contented 
Is  now  amyd  the  fomyng  floods  at  pleafure  of  the 

wynde : 
Where  God  will  him  preferve,  and  foone  him 

home  me  fend, 
Without  which  hope  my  lyfe  (alas)  were  fliortly 

at  an  ende : 
Whofe  abfence  yet  although  my  hope  doth  tell 

me  playne 
With  fhort  returne  be  comes  anone,  yet  ceafeth 

not  my  payne  : 
The  fearefull  dreames  I  have,  oft  tymes  doe  grieve 

me  fo, 
That  when  I  wake,  I  lye  in  doubte,  where  they 

be  true  or  no  : 
Sometimes  the  roaring  feas,  me  femes  do  grow 

fo  hye, 
That  my  deare  Lord,  ay  me,  alas !  methinkes  I 

fee  him  dye. 

An  other  time  the  fame  doth  tell  me  he  is  come, 
And  playing,  where  I  fhali  hym  finde  with  his 

faire  little  fonne. 

So  fourth  I  goe  apace  to  fee  that  lefefome  fight, 
And  with  a  kyfle,  methinke  I  fay  welcome  my 

lord  my  knight, 

Welcome  my  fwete,  alas,  the  (lay  of  my  welfare, 
Thy  prefence  bringeth  forth  a  truce  atwixt  me 

and  my  care : 

Then  lively  doth  he  look,  and  falveth  me  agayne, 
And  fayth  my  dere  how  is  it  now  that  you  have 

all  this  payne  ?  [breft, 

Wherewith  the  heavy  cares  that  heapt  are  in  my 
Breake  fourth  and  me  difchargen  dene  ef  all  my 

huge  unreft. 


But  when  I  me  awake,  and  find  it  but  a  dreame 
The  anguiih  of  my  former  wo  beginneth  more 

extreme 

And  me  tormenteth  fo  that  uneath  may  I  fynde, 
Some  hidden  peace  wherein  to  flake  the  gnawing 

of  my  mynde.  [burne. 

Thus  every  way  you  fee  wythe  abfence  how  I 
And  for  my  wound  no  cure  I  fynde  but  hoape 

of  good  returne ; 
Save  when  I  thynke  by  fowre  how- fwete  is  felt 

the  more  [fore  s 

It  doth  abate  fome  pf  my  paynes,  that  I  abode  be» 
And  then  unto  myfelf  I  fay,  when  we  ihall  mete, 
But  little  whyle  fhall  feme  thys  payne,  the  joy 

fhall  be  fo  fwete. 

Ye  wyndes  I  you  conjure  in  cheifefl-  of  your  rage, 
That  ye  my  lord  fafely  fend  my  forrowes  to  af» 

fwage. 

And  that  1  may  not  longj  abyde  in  thys  excefle, 
Do  your  good  will  to  cure  a  wyght  that  liveth  in 

diftreffe. 


A  fraife  of  bys  Love,  -wherein  ht  reprovcth  them  that 
compare  their  ladies  -with  bis. 

GIVE  place  ye  lovers  here  before, 

That  (pent  your  boaftes  and  bragges  in  vain, 

My  ladies  beuty  pafleth  more, 

The  beft  of  yours  I  dare  well  fayne, 

Then  doth  the  funne  the  caundle  lyght, 

Or  bryghteft  day  the  darkeft  nyght, 

And  thereto  hath  a  troth  as  juft, 

As  had  Penelope  the  fayre, 

For  what  fhe  fayeth  ye  may  it  truft. 

As  it  by  wrytyng  fealed  were  : 

And  virtues  hath  me  many  tnoe, 

Than  I  wyth  pen  have  fkill  to  fhoc. 

I  could  reherfe  if  that  I  would, 

The  whole  effedte  of  natures  playnt, 

When  me  had  loft  the  perfedte  moulde, 

The  like  to  whome  Ihe  could  not  paynte  : 

With  wringeing  handsv  how  fhe  did  cry, 

And  what  fhe  laid,  I  know  it,  I. 

I  knowe  fhe  fwore  with  rageing  mynde, 

Her  kyngdome  only  fet  apart ; 

There  was  no  loffe  by  law  of  kynde. 

That  could  have  gone  fo  nere  her  hearte ; 

And  this  was  chiefely  all  her  payne. 

She  could  not  make  the  lyke  agayne. 

Syth  nature  thus  gave  her  the  prayfe, 

To  be  the  chiefeft  worke  fhe  wroughte ; 

In  fayth  me  thynke  fome  better  ways, 

On  your  behalfe  myghte  well  be  foughte. 

Then  to  compare  (as  you  have  done) 

To  matche  the  candle  withe  the  funne. 


To  a  Ladie  that  Jkorned her  Lover. 

AITHOUGHE  I  have  a  checke, 
To  geve  the  mate  is  harde  j 
For  I  hare  found  a  necke, 
To  keep  my  men  in  garde* 
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And  you  that  hardy  are, 
To  geve  fo  great  affaye 
Unto  a  man  of  warre 
To  dry  ve  hys  men  away  : 
I  nt-de  you  take  good  hede, 
And  marke  this  foolyfh  verfe  ; 
For  I  wyll  fo  provyde, 
That  I  wyll  have  you  ferce. 
And  when  *  our  ferce  is  had, 
And  all  your  warre  is  done, 
Then  fhall  yourfelf  be  glad, 
To  end  that  you  begonne. 
For  if  by  chaunce  I  winne, 
Your  perfonne  in  the  feilde, 
To  late  then  you  come  in 
Your  felfe  to  me  to  yelde. 
For  I  will  ufe  my  power, 
As  caprayne  full  of  ntyghte  ; 
And  iuch  I  will  devoure, 
As  ufe  to  (hew  my  fpyghte. 
And  for  becaufe  you  gave 
JMe  cheke  in  your  degree  ; 
This  vantage  lo  I  have, 
Now  check  and  guarde  to  thee: 
Defend  it  if  thou  may, 
Stand  ftyffe  in  thyne  cftate  ;  ' 
For  fure  I  wirT  affay,  .    s 

If  I  can  geve  the  mate. 


A  "warning  to  ibe  Lover  t  hote  he  is  abufed  by  bis  Love, 

To  dearly  had  I  boughte  my  grene  and  youthful 

yeres, 
If  in  myne  age  I  coulde  not  fynde,  when  craft  for 

love  apperes.  [reft, 

And  feldome  though  I  come  in  Court  among  the 
Yet  can  I  iudge  in  colours  dymme,  as  deep  as  can 

the  beft. 
"Where  grief  tormentes  the  man  that  fuffereth  fe- 

cret  fmart, 
To  breake  it  fourth  unto  fome  frende,  it  eafeth 

well  the  heart : 

So  (land  it  now  with  me,  (for  my  beloved  frend) 
This  cafe  is  thine,  for  whom  I  feel  Iuch  torments 

of  my  mynde ; 

And  for  .thy  fake,  I  burne  fo  in  my  fecret  brefte, 
That  tyll  thou  know  my  whole  difeafe,  my  heart 

can  have  BO  reft. 

I  fee  how  thyne  abufe  hath  wrefted  fo  thy  wittes, 
That  all  it  yeldes  to  thy  defire,  and  followes  thee 

by  fittes. 
Where  thou  haft  loved  fo  long,  with  heart  and 

all  thy  power,  [devour  ; 

I  fee  thee  fed  with  fayned  wordes,thy  freedom  to 
I  know,  (though  flie  fay  nay ,  and  would  it  well 

withftande, 
When  in  her   grace,  thou  yeldeft  thee  moft,  fhe 

bare  thee  but  in  hand ; 

I  fee  her  pleafant  chere,  in  chiefeft  of  thy  fuite, 
When  thou  art  gone,  I  fee   him  come,  that  ga 
thers  up  the  fruite ; 

Arid  eke  in  thy  refpecft,  I  fee  the  bafe  degree, 
pf  him  to  whom  Ihc  gave  the  hart,  that  promifed 

was  to  thee. 


I  fee  (what  woulde  you  more)  ftode  never  man ! 

fure, 
On  womans  woord,  but  wifedome  would  inf 

it  to  endure. 


The  forfalen  Lover  defcribetb,  andforfaketb  Love*     \ 

O  Lothfome  place  where  I, 
Have  feene  and  heard  my  dere ; 
When  in  my  hart  her  eye, 
Hath  made  her  thought  appere. 
By  glinfing  with  fuch  grace, 
As  fortune  it  ne  woulde 
That  laften  any  fpace, 
Between  us  longer  fhoulde. 
As  fortune  did  advance, 
To  further  my  defire, 
Even  fo  hath  fortunes  chaunce, 
Throwen  all  ammiddes  the  myre. 
And  that  I  have  deferved, 
With  true  and  faithfull  hart ; 
As  to  his  handes  referved, 
That  never  felt  the  fmart. 
But  happy  is  that  man, 
That  fcapeth  hath  the  griefe, 
That  love  will  feek  him  can, 
By  wanting  his  reliefe. 
A  fcourge  to  quiet  myndes, 
It  is  who  taketh  hede  ; 
A  common  plague  that  byndes, 
A  travell  without  mede. 
This  gift  it  hath  alfo, 
Who  fo  enjoyes  it  moft, 
A  thoufand  troubles  grow, 
Yo  vex  his  wearied,  ghoft. 
And  laft  it  may  not  long, 
The  trueft  thynge  of  all ; 
And  fure  the  greateft  wronge, 
That  is  within  thys  thrall. 
But  fince  thou  defert  place, 
Canft  give  me  no  accompte; 
Of  my  defyred  grace, 
That  I  to  have  was  wont : 
Farewell !  thou  haft  me  taughtea 
To  thinke  me  not  the  fyrfte, 
That  love  hathe  fet  a  loft, 
And  caften  in  the  duft. 


The  Lover  defcriles  bis  refile/e  EJIate* 

As  ofte  as  I  beholde  and  fe, 
The  foveraigne  beautie  that  me  bounde, 
The  nier  my  comforte  is  to  me, 
Alas  1  the  freiher  is  my  wound. 
As  flame  doth  quench  by  rage  of  fire, 
And  running  ftremes  confumes  by  rakie  ; 
So  doth  the  fight  that  I  defire, 
Appeafe  my  griefe  and  deadly  paine. 
Firit  when  I  faw  thofe  chryftal  Itremes, 
Whofe  beauty  made  my  mortall  woundes, 
1  little  thoughte  within  her  beames, 
So  fwete  a  venom  to  be  founde, 
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But  wilfull  Will  did  pricke  me  forth. 
And  blinde  Cupid  did  whippc  and  guyde; 
Force  made  me  take  my  grief  in  worth 
My  fruitlefle  hope  my  harme  did  hide. 
As  cruel  waved  full  oft  he  founde, 
Againft  the  rockes  do  rore  and  cry, 
So  doth  my  hart  full  oft  rebound, 
Againft  my  breft  ful  bitterly. 
I  fall  and  fe  mine  own  decay, 
As  one  that  beares  flame  in  his  breft ; 
Forgets  in  pair>e  to  put  away, 
The  thinge  that  bredeth  mine  unreft. 


The  Lover  excufetb  bimfelf  offuffefted  change,. 

THOUGH  I  regarded  not 

The  promife  made  by  me, 

Or  paffcd  not  to  fpot 

My  faith  and  honeftie  ; 

Vet  were  my  fanfie  ftrange, 

And  wilful  will  to  wite ; 

If  I  foughte  now  to  change 

A  falkon  for  a  kite. 

All  men  might  well  difpraife 

My  wit  and  enterprife, 

If  I  efteemed  a  pefe 

Above  a  pearle  in  price  : 

Or  judged  the  owle  in  fight, 

The  fparhauke  to  excell ; 

Which  flyeth  but  in  the  nighf 

As  all  men  know  righte  well.     - 

Or  if  I  foughte  to  faile, 

Into  the  brittle  porte; 

Where  anker  hold  doth  faile, 

To  fuch  as  do  refort ; 

And  leave  the  haven  fure, 

Where  blowes  BO  bluftring  windej 

Nor  fickeenefle  in  u're 
So  farforth  as  1  finde. 

No,  think  me  not  fo  lighte, 

Nor  of  fo  churlifli  kinde, 

Though  it  lay  in  my  wighte, 

My  boundage  to  unbinde  : 

That  I  woulde  leave  the  kinds. 

To  hunt  the  ganders  fo. 

No,  no,  I  have  no  minde 

To  make  exchanges  fo  ; 

Nor  yet  to  change  at  all, 

For  thinke  it  may  not  be. 

That  I  fhouldc  feke  to  fall 

From  my  felicitie. 

Defirous  for  to  win, 

And  loth  for  to  forgo, 

Or  new  change  to  begin, 
.  How  may  all  this  be  fo  ? 

The  fire  it  cannot  frefe, 

For  it  is  not  his  kinde  ; 

Nor  true  love  cannot  lefe 

The  conftancye  of  minde  : 

Yet  as  fone  fhall  the  fire, 

Want  heate  to  blafe  and  burne, 

As  I  in  fuch  defire 

Have  once  a  thought  to  turne.. 


Careleffe  Man  /corning  and  defer  thing  tbefuttle  ufags 
of  Women  towards  their  Lovers. 

WRAPT  in  me  careleffe  cloke,  as  I  walk  to  and 

fro, 
fee  how  love  can  Ihew  what  force  there  reign- 

eth  in  his  bow, 

And  how  he  fhoteth  eke  a  harty  hart  to  wound ; 
And  where  he  glaunceth  by  again,  that  little  hurt 

is  found. 

For  feldme  is  it  fene  he  wounde  the  harts  alike  ; 
The  tone  may  rage,  when  tothers  love  is  often 

farre  to  feke  : 
All  this  I  fee  with  more,  and  wonder  thinketh  me, 
Huw  he  can  ftrike  the  one  fo  fore,  and  leave  the 

other  free ; 
fee  that  wounded  wight,  that  fuffereth  all  this 

wrong, 
How  he  is  fed  with  yeas  and  nays,  and  Hveth  al 

to  long 

In  filence,  though  I  kepe  fuch  fecretes  to  my  felf ; 
Yet  do  1  fee  how  fhe  fometime  doth  yelde  a  looke* 

by  ftelth, 

As  though  it  femde,  y  wis  y  will  not  lofe  the  fo. 
When  in  her  hart  f«  fwete  a  thought  did  never 

truly  grow ; 

Then  fay  I  thus,  alas,  that  man  is  farre  from  blifTe 
That  doth  receive  for  his  relief  none  other  game 

but  this ; 

And  fhe  that  fedes  him  fo,  I  fele  and  find  it  plain, 
U  but  to  glory  in  her  power,  that  over  fuch  can 

raignc ; 
Nor  are  fuch  graces  fpent,  but  when  fhe  thinks 

that  he 

\  wery  man  is  fully  bent  fuch  fancies  to  let  flee, 
Then  to  retains  him  ftill,  fhe  wrefteth  new  her 

grace; 
And  fmileth  lo  as  though  fhe  woulde  forthewithx. 

the  man  embrace : 
Bat  when  the  proofe  is  made  to  try  fuch  lokes 

withall, 
He  findeth  then  the  place  alvoide,  and  frighted 

full  of  Gall  : 
Lord  what  abufe  is  this !  who  can  fuch  women 

praife  ? 

That  for  theire  glory  do  devife  to  ufe  fuch  craf 
ty  ways .:  [rowe, 
I  that  amonge  the  reft,  do  fit  and  marke    the 
Find  that    in  her  is  greater   crafte   then  is   in 

twenty  moe, 
Whofe  tender  years,  alas !  with  wiles  fo  wel  are 

fped, 

What  will  fhe  do,  when  hory  heares,  are  pow 
dered  in  her  hed  ? 


An  Anf-were  in  the  behalf  of  a  Woman  of  an  uncer 
tain  Auflbor. 

GIRT  in  my  giltles  gowne,  as  I  fit  here  and  fow 
I  fee  that  thinges  are  not  in  dede  as  to  the  out- 
warde  Ihow.  [what  nere. 

And  who  fo  lift  to  loke,  and  note  thinges.  fomc. 
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Shal  find  wher  plainefFe  femes  to  haunt,  nothing 

but  craft  appear : 

For  with  in  different  eyes  my  felf  can  well  difcerne, 
How  fom  to  guide  a  fhip  in  ftormes  feke.  for  to 

take  the  fterne ; 
Whofe  pra£,ice  it  were  proued  in  calme  to  ftere  a 

barge, 

Affuredly  believ  it  well  it  were  to  great  a  charge  : 
And  fome  I  fe  again  fit  ftill  and  fay  but  fmall, 
That  coulde  do  ten  times  more  then  they  that  fay 

they  can  do  all ; 
Whofe    goodly  giftes  are  ftach,    the  more  they 

understand, 
The  more  they  feke  to  learn*;  and  know,  and 

take  lefe  charge  in  hand. 
And  to  declare  more  plain  the  time  fleets  not  fo 

faft. 
But  I  can  bear  full  well  in  mind  the  fong  now 

fong  and  paft, 

The  audfor  whereof  ceme  wrapt  in  a  crafty  cloke, 
With  will  to  force  a  flaming  fire,  where  he  could 

raife  no  fmoke ; 

If  power  and  will  had  joined,  as  it  appereth  plaine, 
The  truth  no  right  had  tane  no  place  their  ver- 

tues  had  been  vain, 

So  that  you  may  perceive,  and  I  may  falfly  fe 
The  innocent  that  giltlefle  is,  condempned  fhould 

have  be. 


Tie  Conflant  Lover  Lamentb. 

SINS  fortunes  wrath  envieth  the  welth 
Wherein  I  raigned  by  the  fight 
Of  that,  that  fed  mine  eyes  by  ftelth, 
With  fowre,  fwete,  dread  and  delight. 
Let  not  my  griefe  move  you  to  mone, 
For  I  will  wepe  and  waile  alone. 
Spite  drave  me  into  Boreas  raigne, 
Where  hoary  froftes  the  fruites  do  bite, 
When  hills  were  fpread,  and  every  plaine 
With  ftormy  winters  mantle  white, 
And  yet  my  dere  fuch  was  my  heate, 
When  others  freaze  then  did  I  fweate. 
And  now,  though  on  the  funne  I  drive, 
Whofe  fervent  flame  all  thinges  decaies, 
His  beames  in  brightnefie  may  not  ftrive, 
With  light  of  your  fwete  golden  rayes ; 
Nor  from  my  brefte  this  heate  remove, 
The  frozen  thoughtes  graven  by  love. 
He  may  the  waves  of  the  fait  floode 
Quench  that  your  beautie  fet  on  fyre, 
For  though  myne  eyes  forbeare  the  foode, 
That  dyd  relieve  the  hot  defire  : 
Such  as  I  was,  fuch  will  I  be, 
Your  owne,  what  woulde  you  more  of  me  ? 


A  Song  -written  by  tie  Earle  o/"  SURREY,  by  a  Lady 
that  refufed  to  Daunie  •with  him, 

EC  HE  beaft  can  choofe  his  fere  according  to  his 

mynde, 
And  eke  can  fliewe  a  friendly  chere  lyke  to  their 

beaftly  kynde ; 


A  lyon  faw  I  late  ai  whyte  as  any  fnowe, 
Which  femed  well  to  leade  the  race,  his  part  the 

fame  did  fiiowe  : 
Upon  the  gentle  beaft  to  gaze  it  pleated  me, 
For  ftill  me  thoughte  he  fecmed  well  of  noble 

bloud  to  be. 

And  as  he  praunced  before,  ftill  feeking  for  a  make, 
As  who  would  fay,  there  is  none  here,  I  trowe 

will  me  forfake ; 

J  might  perceive  a  woolfeas  whi*e  as  whales  bone, 
A  fairer  beafte,  of  frefher  hue  beheld  I  never  none, 
Save  that  her  lookes  were  coy,  and  froward  eke 

her  grace, 
Unto  the  whiche  this  gentle  beaft  gan  him  avauncc 

apace. 

And  with  a  becke  full  lowe  he  bowed  at  her  feete, 
In  humble  wife,  as  who  woulde  fay,  I  am  too 

farre  unmeete. 
But  fuch   a  fcornfull  chere  wherewith  fhe  him 

rewarded, 
Was  never  feene  I  trowe  the  like  to  fuch  as  well 

deferved. 

With  that  (he  ftart  afydewellneereafoot  or  twaine, 
And  unto  him1  thus  gan  fhe  fay  with  fp^te  and 

great  difdaine, 
Lyon  fhe  faide,  if  thou  hadeft  known  my  mind 

before, 
Thou  hadft  not  fpent  thy  travaile  thus,  nor  all 

thy  paine  for  lore.  [me« 

Do  way  1  lete  thee,  wete  thou  fhalt  not  play  with 
Go  range  about,  where  thou  maift  finde  fome 

meter  fere  for  thee. 

With  that  he  bet  his  tayle,  his  eyes  began  to  flame, 
I  might  perceive  his  noble  heart,  much  moved  by 

the  fame. 

Yet  faw  I  him  refrayne,  and  eke  his  wrath  affwage, 
And  unto  her  thus  gan  he  fay,  when  he  was  paft 

his  rage. 

Cruel  you  do  me  wronge,  to  fet  me  4hus  fo  Hghte, 
Without  defert  for  my  good  will,  to  fhew  me 

thus  defpyte ; 

How  can  ye  thus  entreate  a  lyon  of  the  race, 
That  with  his  pawes,  a  crowned  kynge  devourec 

in  the  place. 

Whofe  nature  is  to  prey  upon  no  fimple  foode, 
As  long  as  he  may  fucke  the  flefh,  and  drink 

noble  bloud. " 

If  you  be  fayre  and  frefh,  am  I  not  of  your  hue, 
And  for  my  vaunt  I  dare  well  fay,  my  bloud  is 

not  untrue. 

For  you  yourfelf  have  heard,  it  is  not  long  agoe, 
Sith  that  for  love,  one  of  the  race  dyd  end  his 

life  in  wo. 

In  tower  ftrong,  and  hye  for  his  allured  truth, 
Whereas  in  tears  he  fpent  his  breath,  alas  the 

more  the  ruth. 
Thys  gentle  beafte  fo  dyed,  whom  nothing  could 

remove,  [love. 

But  willingly  to  leefe  hys  life  for  lofs  of  his  true 
Other  thjsre  be,  whofe  lives  do  linger  ftill  in  payne, 
Againft  their  wills  preserved  are,  that  woulde 

have  dyed  fayne. 
But  now  I  do  perceive,  that  nought  it  moveth  you, 
My  good  entent  my  gentle  heart,  nor  yet  my 

kinde  fo  true. 


Yfafaitbf till  Lover  dcclaretb  bis  Paynes  and  b*  un- 
certaine  Joys,  and  -with  cae'y  hope  rtcomfort  Joint- 
what  bis  ivojull  heart. 

IF  care  do  caufc  men  crye,  why  do  not  I  com- 

playne  -.' 
If  eche  man  do  bewaile  his  wo,  why  fhew  I  not 

my  payne  ? 


S  O  N  E  T  T  E  S.  ioj 

Synce  that  amongft  them  all,  I  dare  well  fay  is  nonefj 
So  farre  from  weal,  fo  full  of  woe,  or  hath  more 

caule  to  mone. 
For  all  thinges  haveing  life>  {bmctime  hath  quiet 

reft,  [beaft : 

The  bearing  affe,  the  drawing  oxe,  and  every  other 
The  peafant,  and  the  poft,  that  ferves  at  all  afiayes, 
The  ftiip  boy,  and  the  galley  Have,  have  time  to 

take  their  cafe. 

Save  I,  alas!  whom  care  of  force  doth  fo  conftrayne, 
To  wale  the  day,  and  wake  the  night,  continually 

in  payne. 
From  penfivenefs  to  plaint,  from  plaint  to  bitter 

teares, 
From  teares,  to  paynfull  playnt  againe,  and  thus 

ray  life  it  weares. 

Nothyng  under  the  fun,  that  I  can  heare  or  fee, 
But  moveth  me  for  to  bewayle  my  cruel  deftyny. 
For  where  men  do  rejoyce  (fince  that  I  cannot  fo) 
I  take  no  pleafure  in  that  place,  it  doubleth  but 

my  woe. 

And  when  I  hear  the  found  of  fong  or  inftrument 
Methinke  eche  tune  there  dolefull  is,  and  helps, 

me  to  lament ; 

And  if  I  fee  fome  have  theyre  moft  defyredfyghte, 
Alas !  thynke  I,  eche  man  hath  weale  fave  I  moft 

wofull  wyghte. 
Then  as  the  ftricken  deere,  withdrawes  himfelf 

alone, 
So  d®  I  feeke  fome  fecret  place,  where  I  may  make    »  . 

my  moane. 
There  do  my  flowing  eyes  fhew  fourthe  my  melt-     ,  t       «»• 

ting  hart, 

So  the  ftremes  of  thofe  two  welles,  right  well  de 
clare  my  fmart. 

And  in  thofe  cares  fo  could  I  force  my  felf  a  heate, 
As  ficke  men  in  theyr  fhaking  fittes  procure  thein- 

felfe  to  fweate. 
With  thoughtes  that  for  the  tyme  do  much  ap- 

peafe  my  payne, 
But  yet  they  caule  a  farther  feare,  and  brede  my 

wo  agayne.  [appere 

Methinke  within  my  thought  I  fee  right  playne 
My  hartes  delight,  my  forowes  lethe,  myne  earthly 

goddefie  here, 

With  every  fundry  grace  that  I  have  feene  her  have, 
Thus  I,  within  my  wofull  breft  her  picture  paynt 

and  grave  ; 

And  in  my  thought  I  role  her  beauties  too  and  fro, 
Her  laughing  chere,  her  lively  looke,  my  heart 

that  perced  fo. 

Her  ftrangenes  when  I  fued  her  fervaunt  for  to  be, 
And  what  fhe  fayde,  and  how  fhe  fmylde,  when 

that  fhe  pitied  me. 

Then  comes  a  fodyane  feare  that  rueth  all  my  reft, 
.Left  abfence  caufe  forgetfulnes  to  finke  within 

her  breft.  [divyde, 

For  when  I  thinke  how  farre  this  earth  doth  us 
Alas,  me  femes  love  throws  me  downe,  I  fele  ho-slr 

that  1  flide  : 
But  when  I  thinke  agayne,  why  fhould  I  thus  mif- 

truft,  [juft. 

So  fvete  a  wight,  fo  fad  and  wife,  that  is  fo  true  and 
For  loth  fhe  was  to  love,  and  wavering  is  fhe  not,- 
The  farther  off  the  more  defyrde>  thus  lovers  tye 

theyr  knot ; 


THE    WORKS 
•meed  am  I  bott«p 


OF   SURREY. 


Kas  tfcc  vsv^rry  mower*  delay  the  raging  wind, 

-- 


wot  I  the  2&er  wok  dot  faitKsc  wfles 

ttat  ore  do  kaowe,  aad  cafted  have  of 
t.u.yr. 
When   rfedktkwoMI  pare.  «hc  joymal 

Amihyoer  <e»d^menowti>makemetaftethe 


[hart, 

Do  feyle  or  £im*,my  w9  k  is  thatflilmc  fcepc  my 
And  when  that  care»  hoe  to  carrii  fcall  be  ic&n!, 
^oft  to  fcrfc  her  a&cr- 


~-:-'. 

:.-.-.  -ti:.:        :. _:i      :"-:: 

Tne  wiflilome  jcyade  with 
The  night  £feharged  cf  aS 

the  wkte  may  not  opptcfEe. 


Or  tby  lyfe  Thorny  tkk  onpafe  wdl  marke- 
Koe  aye  wkk&fl  £do  the fcye  feast*  bcate, 

:    :   -      ::,.-;  -_--.;    .:-  _  ..  '  z/.:    -_         _:^.-: 
0»lu*V»wr  tore*  tiykttl  in  roiB  tret. 


•rfwMb/fci* 

::    -       .-i  ,._..-      :-../£-;•- 
Jbr  palace  Oc,  whereat 

•;.    ~    ---  '--•'  .  '  -    '  '  ..'.--  r .---- 

tnrxets  ftepe, 
L  L---:  ZT- ,'--?-    .--.  .-.--r:  -..---.---•  -----  .---.--.. 
AL«wcfift»yde,a«7trikwa.-tcidcyet 


N  .-::i-:  :.- 

Widi  bowe 

Ba 


And  ••  wildy,  whem  iKky  gak  of  wade 
Afl  thy  pdt  fryks  ftall  flfl,  looke  weB  ah 
Take  ma  oft,  haft  is  waft, pcoafed 


dz^; 


T.  W.  dr 


THC  great  Macedon,  that  o«t  of  Perfia  chafed 
Darns,  of  whoie  hoge  powers  aO  Afie  rong, 
Indbeidkhe  arke  Dan  Homers  rimes  he  ptaced, 

'       fl^H 

WhatP 

Tc 

Wnerc  he  ini 

The 


Where  mkfs  May  fee  in  a  myxrov  clear, 


How  Jewry  hoaght  Unas  death  faldeare. 

In  |M  UMTt  hartes  Gods  iLuwge  cxoprmted  dc 
awake  ott  of  their  finMlflcpe. 


D«-i  tftkfime  Sr  T.  W. 


Dims  thy  4 


tiiax  in  prc£cDcc  «  thy  fimJihed 


-.V.:}. 
Bntl, 

What  veraes  rare  weretempred  in  that  breftj 
the  place  that  Inch  a  jewel  tred, 


WTAT  rdlrti  bere,  that  qoicke  coald  nerer 
Wiofe  h^raniy  gyfees  eacreaieth  by  dtfdayne. 
And  «ertne  £mke  the  deper  in  ha  breft. 

..:':.  --.i -.-'.'-'•         •      --    --  -     ----- 

:  -:;i  ;.-^  ..-..--.=  r:.^.::--^-.:, 

Wbofe  hammm  bet  ftyU  in  that  K*rfy  brame, 
As  on  a  Sytte,  wi«eTe  tfcar  ferae  worke  of  faois 
Was  dayly  wrovgfat,  to  tarn  to  Bkitaines  gayne. 
A  fifege  licroe,  and  xnihle,  where  both  d 

grow;. 

Vycc  to  onotenme,  in  wuuit  to  fcjoyce : 
Amyd  great  formca,  whom  grzxi  aflmrd  ib. 


Bint  reft  Chaucer  the  glory 

hrnarke,  the  which  (unparfited,  for  time) 

(Some  mav  apprc^;,  bjt  nev-r  cons  Oufl  hi:. 
I    A  tong,  that  ferved  in  forein  realmes  his  king, 
•Ihofe  courteous  talke  to  venue  did  inflame, 
•Be  noble  hart,  a  woorthy  guyde  to  bring 
Dor  Engliih  youth,  by  travayk  unto  fame. 
f  Ac  -  r.t  none  afied  could  blind, 

Bendes  to  allure  and  foes  to  reconcyle; 
fcbofr  piercing  lockc  did  reprefcnt  a  myade 
with  vertue  fraught,  repafcd  Toy  de  of  gvyle. 
I    A  hart,  where  dreade  was  never  fo  impreft, 
ITo  by  de  the  thought,  that  might  the  trooth  avannce 
[n  nsW.sr  :orr_£e  I-ir..  OBf  7::  r;p::;:, 


SONGES    AND    SONETTES. 
be  fayd  in  ryme 


A  V3_i.^::  ccrp;.  wnere  wet  ;.: 

appy,  alas!  too  happy, but  for  foes, 

ived,  and  ran  the  race,  that  natnrefct, 

F  •abodes  fhape,  where  fee  the  mold  did  lofe. 

But  when  to  the  heavens  that  fixnplefonle  is  fled 

Inch  left  with  fuch,  as  covet  Chrift  to  knowc, 

IJtnefc  of  faith,  thai  never  fcal  be  dead; 

m  for  our  health,  but  not  received  fo. 

bus  for  our  gik,  this  jewel  have  we  loft, 

he  earth  his  boccs,  the  heavens  poflcfle  his  ghoft. 


Of&cJ-e. 


In  the  rude  age  when  knowledge  was  not  ryfe, 
If  Jove  in  Crete  and  other  were  that  taught, 
Arts  to  conven  to  profile  of  our  lyfe, 
Wend  after  death  to  have  theyr  temples  fought, 
If  venae  yet  no  voyde  unthackmll  tymes, 
Fayled  of  feme  to  Uaft  her  endkfc  fame, 
A  goodly  mcane  both  to  deterre  from  crime, 
And  to  our  fteppes  our  feqnde  to  enflame  :    - 
In  di»«  of  truth  if  Wyates  frendes  them  wayle, 

:.iv  det  that  dead  or  quick  may  clayme, 
That  rare  wit  fpent,  employed  to  our  avayle, 
Where  Chrift  is  tanght  we  led  to  vertmes  traync. 
His  lively  face  their  breaftes  how  did  it  freat, 
Whofc  cyndresyet,  with  envy  they  do  cate. 


Of  S*r±m*}*l*s  £Jt 


THASSTEIAX  king  in  peace,  with  foule  defyre, 
And  filthy  luftes,  tbatfiayBde  his  regoll  hart. 
In  warre  that  (bwikl  let  princely  heanes  on  fyre, 
Did  yeld,  vano^Hbt  for  want  of  marcial  arte. 
The  dynt  of  fwordes  from  kifies  femed  ftrange, 
And  harder,  than  his  ladies  fyde,  his  targe, 
From  glutton  feaftes,  to  fonldiers  fare,  a  change, 
His  helmet,  farre  above  a  garlandes  charge, 
Who  fcafe  the  name  of  manhood  did  retaine, 
Drenched  in  flouth,  and  womaamai  delight, 
Feble  of  Iprite,  impacient  of  payne, 
When  he  had  loft  his  honour,  and  his  right 
Proud  time  of  wealth,  in  ftonncs  appalled  with 
dread, 


if  Ay  1*1  fia  to 


LATB  in  my  qnet  bed,  in  ftadj  as  I  were 

I  fcw  within  my  tzonbkd  bead,  a  heap  oftboo^t* 

appear, 
And  every  thought  did  mew  fc  ryvely  m  myae 


That  no  w  1  figbt,  and  then  I  fmDde,  as  came  of 


I  fkwe  the  nttle  boy,  io  tbongbt  how  oft  that  be 
Didwimeof  God,tofcapctherod,aaay0wC 

man  to  be, 
The  young  man  cake  that  feles  his  bones  wkb 

How  he  would  be  a  riche  old  man,  to  live  ml 

rye  at  reft?  [fae. 

The  richeolde  man  that  fees  hk  end  draw  on  fo 

How  he  would  be  a  boy  againe  to  live  fo  mndb 

^, 

Whereat  fall  oft  I  finyide,  t»  fee  how  a&  thofe 
From  boy  to  man,  front  man  to  boy,  would  chop 


wealth,  tohvemwo, 


TmKtboughtfnU  as  1  lay,  I  fawe  my  withered  fty«, 
How  k  doth  new  my  dented  chewes,  the  flem 


tttes,  as  I  do  fpeak,  do  tbn.«n^ 

me  fay; 

The  white  and  bflrimbcvB,  the  meffengezsof  age. 
That  mew  like  Knes  of  true  bdkf,  that  tbisfife 

dodiaffiuge, 
Biddcsthe  ky  hand,  acd  feck  them  bancmgoa 

The  which:  doth  write  to  ages  paft,  the  Aird  now 


Hang  np  therefore  the  bitte,  of  tky  T 
And  thon  th*t  thocin  beaten  art,  the 

defync:  '   [a 

Whereat  I  fighed,  and  fkyde,  fareweQ  mj  won** 
Tnftje  op  thy  packc,  and  tradgc  from  me  to  every 

And  teU  them  thu  from  me,  their  dn^moft  hap- 

If  to  theyr  time  they  reafon  bad,  to  know  the 

:._:..  . .  :."..: 


Tnr 
And 
her  the 


A_d   •   ::; 


::.:: 

of  grides 


T&e  fwete  r 
No 
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Thraldom  at  large,  hath  made  this  prifon  free, 
Danger  well  paft  remembred  workes  delight, 
Of  lingering  doubles  fuche  hope  is  fprong  pardie, 
That  nought  I  finde  difpleafant  in  my  fight, 
But  when  my  glafie  prefented  unto  me, 
The  curelefs  wound  that  bledith  day  and  night, 
To  think  (alas)  fuch  hap  fhould  grauntcd  be; 
Unto  a  wretch  that  hath  fo  oft  been  fhed, 
For  Britanncs  fake  (alas)  and  now  is  ded. 


Exhortation  to  learne  ly  ethers  trouble. 

MY  Ratclif,  when  thy  rechelefle  youth  offendes, 
Receive  thy  fcourge  by  others  chaftifement, 
For  fuch  calling,  when  it  woorkes  none  amendes 
Then  plages  are  fent  without  advertifement ; 
Yet  Salomon  fayd,  the  wronged  fhall  recure, 
But  Wyat  faid  true,  the  fcarre  doth  aye  endure. 


The  fan/ie  of  a  -wearied  Lrver. 

The  fanfy,  which  that  I  have  ferved  long, 
That  hath  alway  been  enemy  to  myne  cafe, 
Semed  of  late  to  rue  upon  my  wrong, 
And  badde  me  flye  the  caufe  of  my  mifcafe. 
And  I  furthwith  did  preafe  out  of  the  throng, 
That  thought  by  flight  my  painfull  heart  to  pleafc 
Some  other  way,  till  I  faw  faith  more  ftrong, 
And  to  my  felf  I  faid,  alas,  thofe  dayes 
In  vain  were  fpent,  to  runne  the  race  fo  long. 
And  with  that  thought,  1  met  my  guydc,  that 

plaine, 

Out  of  the  way  wherein  I  wandered  wrong} 
Brought  me  amiddes  the  hilles  in  bafe  Bullayne,  , 
Wherein  I  am  now,  as  reftlefs  to  remayn, 
Againft  my  will,  full  pleafed  with  my  payn. 


DIDO  AND  AENEAS  GOING  TO  THE  FIELD. 


IDO  AND  AENEAS  GOING  TO  THE  FIELD  *; 

TRANSLATED    FROM    THF    FOURTH   BOOK    OF   VIRG1I/S    ENEIDE. 


'»•.    .  AT  the  thrcfhnld  of  her  chamber  dore 
The  Ca  .  did  on  the  queue  attend  ; 

The    trampling    iteed,    with    gold    and    purple 

trap:, 

•towing  the  foaming  bit  ther  fercely  flood. 
Then  Tiued  fhe,  away  ted  with  great  train, 
Clad  in  a  cloke  of  Tyre  embroider'd  rich. 
Her  quiver  hung  behind  her  back,  her  trefle 
Knotted  in  gold,  her  purple  vefture  eke 
Buttned  with  gold.  The  Trojans  of  her  train 
Before  her  go,  with  gladfome  lulus, 
,/Eneas  eke,  the  goodlieft  of  the  route, 
Makes  one  of  th^m,  and  joyneth  clofe  the  throng. 
Like  when  Apollo  leaveth  Lycia, 
His  wintring  place,  and  Xanthus'  flood  likewife 
To  vifit  Delos,  his  mother's  manfion, 
Repairing  eft  and  furnifhing  her  quire  : 
The  Candians  and  the  folke  of  Driopes 
With  painted  Agathyrfies,  flioute  and  crye, 


Environing  the  altars  round  about ; 

When  that  he  walkes  upon  Mount  Cynthus*  top 

His  fparkled  trefle  repreft  with  garlandes  fofte, 

Of  tender  leaves,  and  trufled  up  in  golde  ; 

His  quivering  darts  clattering  behind  hib  backe. 

So  frefh  and  luftie  did  ./Eneas  feme — 

But  to  the  hills  and  wild  holteswhen  they  came,' 

From  the  rockes  top  the  driver  favage  rofe. 

Loe  from  the  hills  above,  on  thother  Tide, 

Through  the  wide  lawns  thy  gan  to  take  their 

courfe. 

The  hartes  likewife,  in  troops  taking  their  flight, 
Rayfmg  the  duft,  the  mountain  faft  forfake. 
The  childe  lulus,  blithe  of  his  fwift  fteede 
Amids   the  plain,  now   pricks   by   them,  now 

thefe ; 

And  to  encounter,  wifheth  oft  in  minde, 
The  foming  boar  infteede  of  fearful  beafts, 
Or  lion  browne,  might  from  the  hill  defcend* 


DIDO'S  PASSION,  AND  ITS  EFFECTES  ON  THE  RYS1NGE  CITIE, 


FROM  THE  SAME  BOOK. 


——AND  when  they  all  were  gone, 
And  the  dimme  moon  doth  efte  withold  her  light ; 
And  fliding  ftarres  provoked  unto  flepe, 
Alo?.e  {he  mourns  within  her  palace  voide, 
And  fits  her  downe  on  her  forfaken  bed  : 
And  abfent  him  (he  heares,  when  he  is  gone, 
And  feeth  eke.    Oft  in  her  £yppe  (he  holdes 


Afcanius,  trapped  by  his  father's  forme. 

So  to  begile  the  love  cannot  be  told  ! 

The  turrettes  now  arize  not,  erft  begonne  : 

Neither  the  youth  welde  arms,  nor  they  avance 

The  portes,  nojr  other  mete  defence  for  warr. 

Broken  there  hang  the  workes,  and  myhty  frame 

Of  walks  high  raifed,  thretening  the  fkic. 


*  r&h 

VOL.  I. 


iflgfteefi  art  now  printed,  far  the firjt  time,  among  Surrey's  Poems  > 
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Qver  the  toinb   of  Thomas  Clere,  Efq.t  in   Lamb  th   Church,   was  formerly 
tablet  with  the  following  epitaph,  written  by  the  Earl  of  Surrey. 


THOMJE  CLF.RE,  qui  fafo  fun&us 
eft  1545  >  au&ore  Henrico  Howard  comite  Surri- 
cnfi,  in  cujus  felicis  iugenii  fpeciriicn  &  fingularis 
facundiae  argumentum  appenfa  futt,  hzec  tabula 
per  W.  Howard,  filium  Thomas  nuper  Dticis  Norf. 
iilii  ejufdena  Henrici  cbmitis  burrienfis. 

Norfolke  fprung  thee,  I.ambcch  holds  thee  deacj, 
Clere  of  the  Count  of  Cleremont  thou  hight, 
Within  the  womb  of  Ormond's  race  thou  bred, 
fawefi  thy  coSn  crowned  in  thy  fight ; 


Shelton  for  love,  Surrey  for  Lord  thou  chafe, 
Aye  me  while  life  did  lalt  that  lea<tTirj  was  tcnc 
Tracing  whofe  fteps  thou  faweft  KeHall  blaze, 
Launderfey  burnt  and  batter'd  Bulleyn's  renderj 
At  Muttreil  gates  hopcleis  of  all  rccure 
T-l)ine  Earl  half  dead,  gave  in  thy  hand  hi?  wi 
Which  caufe  did  thee  this  pining  death  procure 
Ere  fummers  four  times  fevcn  thcu  couldft  fulfil 
Aye  Clere,  if  love  had  booted  care  or  c<>it 
Heaven  had  not  wonne,  nor  earth  fo  timely  loi 


THE 


POETICAL    WORKS 


SIR    THOMAS    WYAT. 


Containing  his 


SONKETS,  |  IMITATIONS, 

EPISTLES,  TRANSLATIONS, 


To  which  is  prefixed 

THE    LIFE    OF  THE    AUTHOR. 


They  with  the  Mufes  who  converfed,  were 
That  princely  SURREY,  early  in  the  time 
Of  the  Eight  Henry,  who  was  then  the  prime 
Of  England's  noble  youth.  With  him  there  came 
WYAT,  with  reverence  whom  we  ftill  do  name 
Amongft  our  poets  :  BRYAN  had  a  fhare 
With  the  two  former,  which  accounted  are 
The  time's  beft  makers,  and  the  authors  were 
Of  thofe  fmall  poems  which  the  title  bear 
Of  Songts  and  Sonnettes,  wherein  oft  they  hit 
On  many  dainty  paffages  of  wit. 

DRAYTON'S  ELEGY  TO  REYNOLDS. 


EDINBURGH: 

PRINTED  BY  MUtfDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  JBANK  CLOSE. 
Anno  179:3.  * 


THE   LIFE   OF   WTAT. 


SIR  THOMAS  WYAT  was  the  fon  of  Henry  Wyat,  Efq.  of  Allirigton  Caftle,  in  Kent,  where  he 
was  born,  in  the  year  1503.  He  is  commonly  called  the  elder,  to  diftinguifti  him  from  his  fon,  of 
the  fame  name,  who  raifed  a  rebellion  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Mary. 

He  received  the  rudiments  of  his  education  at  Cambridge,  and  afterwards  went  to  Oxford,  where 
he  completed  his  ftudies  :  But  his  chief  and  moft  fplendid  accomplifhments  were  derived  from  his 
travels  into  various  parts  of  Europe,  which  he  frequently  vifited  in  the  quality  of  an  envoy. 

He  was  the  contemporary  and  friend  of  the  accompliihed  and  high-fpirited  Earl  of  Surrey.  A 
fimilarity,  or  rather  famenefs  of  tafte  and  of  purfuits,  as  it  is  a  proof,  fo  perhaps  it  was  the  chief  ce 
ment  of  that  inviolable  friendfhip  which  fubfifted  between  them. 

His  wit  and  popular  accomplifhments  rendered  him  one  of  the  brilliant  ornaments  of  the  court  of 
King  Henry  the  Eighth,  which  at  leaft  affected  to  be  polite ;  and  as  Henry  did  not  always  act  from 
cruelty  and  caprice,  he  was  endeared  to  him,  for  his  fidelity  and  fuccefs  in  the  execution  of  public 
bufmefs,  his  fldll  in  arms,  literature,  familiarity  with  languages,  and  lively  converfation. 

Wood,  who  degrades  every  thing  by  poverty  of  ftyle,  fays,  that  "  the  king  was  in  a  high  manner 
delighted  with  his  -witty  jejls"  He  is  reported  to  have  occafioned  the  Reformation  by  a  joke,  and  to 
have  planned  the  fall  of  Cardinal  Wolfey  by  a  feafonable  ftory. 

But  he  had  almoft  loft  his  popularity,  either  from  an  intimacy  with  Queen  Anne  Boleyn,  which 
was  called  a  connection,  or  the  gloomy  cabals  of  Bifhop  Bonner,  who  could  not  bear  his  political 
fuperiority. 

Yet  his  prudence  and  integrity,  no  lefs  than  the  powers  of  his  oratory,  juftified  his  innocence. 
He  laments  his  fevere  and  unjuft  imprisonment,  on  that  occafion,  in  a  fonnet  addreffed  to  the  brave 
and  accompliflied  Sir  Francis  Bryan  ;  infmuating  his  folicitude,  that  although  the  wound  would  be 
healed,  the  fear  would  remain  ;  and  that  to  be  acquitted  of  the  accufation,  would  avail  but  litclc, 
while  the  thoughts  of  having  been  accufed  were  ftill  frefh  in  his  remembrance. 

He  recovered  his  liberty  and  the  king's  favour,  and  was  wife  enough  not  to  interrupt  his  pleafures, 
his  convenience,  or  his  ambition ;  but  fpent  much  of  his  time  at  Allington  Caftle,  which  he  magni 
ficently  repaired  "  for  the  reception,"  fays  Jacob,  "  of  one  of  his  noble  fpirit  and  refined  tafte  of 
life  ;  which  were  more  fuperior  to  his  anceftors  than  his  {lately  manfion,  by  the  coftly  reparations, 
exceeded  the  ancient  ftructure." 

In  one  of  his  efijlles  to  Poines,  on  the  life  of  a  courtier,  his  execration  of  flatterers  and  courtiers  is 
contrafted  with  an  entertaining  picture  of  his  own  private  life  and  rural  enjoyments 
Caftle. 

This  is  the  caufe  that  I  could  never  yet 

Hang  on  their  fleeves,  that  weigh,  as  thou  maift  fee, 

A  chip  of  chaunce  more  than  a  pound  of  wit ; 

This  maketh  me  at  home  to  hunt  and  hawkp, 

And  in  fowle  wether  at  my  booke  to  fit ; 

In  froft  and  fnowe  then  with  my  bow  to  ftalke; 

No  man  doth  marke  wherefo  I  ride  or  go  ; 

In  lufty  leas  at  liberty  I  v/alke  : 

And  of  thefe  newes  I  fele  no  weale  nor  wo, 

Save  that  a  clogge  doth  hang  yet  at  my  heJc ; 

No  forfe  for  that,  for  it  is  ordered  fo, 

That  I  may  leape  both  hedge  and  dike  ful  wele. 
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I  am  not  now  in  Fraunce,  to  judge  the  wine,  &c. 
But  I  am  here  in  Kent  and  Chriftendome, 
Among  the  mufes,  where  I  reade  and  rime. 

The  "  clogge"  he  complains  of,  probably  alludes  to  fome  office  which  he  ftill  held  at  court,  an£ 
which  fometimes  recalled  him,  but  not  too  frequently,  from  the  country. 

It  is  a  common  mjftake  of  his  biographers,  that  he  died  abroad  of  the  plague,  in  an  embaffy  to' 
Charles  the  Fifth.  Being  fent  to  conduct  that  emperor's  embaflador  from  Falmouth  to  London,  from 
too  eager  and  a  needlefs  defire  of  executing  his  commiffion  with  difpatch  and  punctuality,  he  caught 
a  fever, by  riding  in  a  hot  day;  and  in  his  return,  died  on  the  road  at  Sherborn,  in  the  year  1541, 
in  the  38th  year  of  his  age  ;  and  was  buried  in  the  great  abbey  church  of  that  place. 

The  next  year,  Leland  pubhfhed  a  book  of  Latin  verfes  on  his  death,  intitled,  Ntsnie  in  mvrttm 
7.  Viati,  with  a  wooden  print  of  his  head,  after  a  painting  of  Holbein,  and  the  following  elegant 
infcription  under  the  head  : 

Holbenus  nitida  pioger.di  maximus  nrte, 
Effi<ri? m  exprefiit  grapnice,  fed  nullus  Ape'iies 
.  lixprimet  ingenium  felix,  animumque  Viati. 

His  poems  were  printed  by  Tottell,  in  his  editions  of  Surrey's  poems,  of  ^559  and  1565,  under  the" 
title  of  the  Songes  and  Sonne'ttes  of  lir  Thomas  Wyat  the  elder,  and  reprinted,  with  the  poems  of  Surrey^ 
Ly  Dr.  Sew  el,  in  1717  ;  and  are  now  admitted,  for  the  firft  time,  into  a  collection  of  claffical  En-  , 
giifh  poetry. 

The  poetical  pieces  of  Wyat',  and  his  friend  Surrey,  were  in  high  reputation  with  their  contempo 
raries,  and  for  many  years  afterwards.  They  are  thus  characterifed  by  Piittenham,  the  author  of 
the  old  "  Art  of  Englifh  Pbefie,"  whofe  opinion  remained  long  as  a  rule  of  criticifm  :  "  In  the  lat 
ter  end  of  the  fame  lunge's  (Henry's)  raigne,  fpronge  up  a  new  company  of  wit  makers,  of  whont 
Sir  Thorhas  Wyat  the  elder,  and  Henry  Earle  of  Surrey,  were  the  two  chieftaines  ;  who  having  tra- 
•vailed'into  .talie,  and  there  tafted  the  fweete  and  ftately  meafures  and  flyle  of  the  Italian  poefie,  as 
noviie*  newly  crept  out  of  the  fchooles  of  Dante,  Ariofto,  and  Petrarch,  they  greatly  polilbed  our  rude 
and  homely  manner  of  vulgar  poefie  from  that  it  had  been  before,  and  for  that  caufe  may  juftly  be 
faydthe  firft  reformers  of  our  Englifh  meetre  and  ftyle."  And  again,  "  Henry  Earl  of  Surrey,  and" 
Sir  Thomas.  Wyat,  between  whom  I  find  very  little  difference,  I  repute  them  (as  before)  for  the  two 
chief  ianternes  of  light  to  all  others  that  have,  fince  employed  their  pennes  upon  Englifh  poefie  t 
Their  conceits  were  lofty,  their  ft'yles  {lately,  their  conveyance  cleanly,  their  terms  proper,  their  mee 
tre  fwect,  and  well  proportioned  ;  in  all,  imitating  very  naturally  and  ftudioufly  their  maifter,  Fran 
cis  Petrarch."  P.  48 — 50.  Edit.  1589. 

Leland  is  lavifii  in  his  praife,  and  fcruples  not  to  compare  him  to  Dante  and  Petrarch  : 

Let  Florence  fair  her  Dante  juftly  bdaft, 

And  royal  Rome  her  Petrarch's  number'd  feet ; 
In  English  Wyat)  both  of  them  doth  coaft, 

In  whom  all  graceful  eloquence  doth  meet. 

In  Surrey's  elegy  on  the  death  of  Wyat,  his  character  is  delineated  in  the  following  nervous  and 
manly  qiiatraines: 

A  vifage  fterne  and  mild,  where  both  did  growe ; 
Vice  to  contemne,  in  vertue  to  rejoycc  ; 
Amid  gn  :it  flormcs,  whom  grace  affurcd  fo 
To  live  upright,  and  fmile  at  fortune's  choycc, 
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A  r^v^g  that  ferved  in  forein  realmes  his  king1, 
Whdfe  courteous  talk  to  venue  did  enflame 
•,)ble -heart ;  a  worthy  guide  to  bring 
O'ir  Erglifh  youth  by  travail  unto  fame  ; 

An  eye,  whofe  judgment  none  affecT:  could  blind  ; 
Friend  to  allure,  and  foes  to  reconcile  ; 
"Whofe  perftiig  look  did  rerr-jfent  a  minde 
With  virtue  fraught,  renofed,  void  of  gile. 

A  hart,  where  arcade  was  never  fo  impreft 

To  hide  the  thought  that  might  the  truth  advance  ; 

In  neither  fortune  loft,  nor  yet  repreft, 

To  fweli  in  welch,  or  yeld  unto  mifchance  — 

Thy  fame,  great  Wyat,  fliall  by  all  be  read  ; 
What  vertues  rare  were  temper'd  in  thy  breafl ! 
Honour  that  England  fuch  a  jewel  bred, 
And  kifs  the  ground  whereon  thy  corpfe  did  reft. 

It  will  be  fuperfluous  to  tranfcribe  the  panegyrics  of  his  contemporaries,  after  th'Is  encomiuVn  o(? 
Surrey,  in  which  his  amiable  character  owes  more  to  truth  than  to  the  graces  of  poetry,  or  to  the 
flattery  of  friendship. 

It  is  mentioned,  to  his  honodr,  by  Puttonham,  that  he  co-operated  with  Surrey  in  correcting  the 
•i oughnefs  of  our  poetic  ftyle.  He  certainly  deferves  equally  of  pofterity  with  Surrey  for  the  dili 
gence  with  which  he  cultivated  elegant  literature.  But  in  his  poetical  capacity,  he  feems  to  have 
wanted  the  judgment  of  his  friend  Surrey,  who,  in  imitating  Petrarch,  refitted  the  contagion  of  hi-, 
conceits.  He  has  more  imitations,  and  even  tranflations  from  the  Italian  poets,  than  Surrey;  and  he 
fcems  to  have  been  more  fond  of  their  conceits.  He  is  confeffedly  inferior  to  him  in  harmony  of 
numbers,  perfpicuity  of  expreffion,  and  facility  of  phrafeology.  Nor  is  he  equal  to  him  in  eleganci 
fcf  fentiment,  in  nature  and  fenfibility.  His  feelings  are  difguifed  by  affectation,  and  obfcured  byfan- 
tafl.ic  incongruities.  His  declarations  of  pafliori  are  embarraffed  by  wit  and  fancy  ;  and  his  ftyle  is 
not  intelligible,  in  proportion  as  it  is  caretefs  and  unadorned. 

His  chief  merit  is  of  the  moral  and  didactic  kind.  His  poems  abound  rhore  in  good  fen'fe,  fatire,  and 
cbfervations  en  life,  than  in  pathos  and  imagination.  Yet  there  is  a.  degree  of  lyric  fweetnefs  in  the 
lines  to  his  lute,  in  which  the  lover  complaineth  the  unkiriSnefs  of  bis  love ;  arid  in  the  little  ode,  or  rather 
epigram  on  his  return  from  Spain  into  England,  there  is  great  fimplicity  and  propriety,  together 
with  a  £rain  of  poetic  allufion.  In  the  fatiric  vein  of  his  tftjttet  to  Points  and  Bryan,  there  is  much 
ef  the  familiar  elegance  of  Horace  ;  a  ftyle  of  writing  which  Cowper  has  caught  wkli  great  fia'ccefj, 
in  his  «  Table  Talk,"  «Scc.  &c. 

Among  Wyat's  poems,  is  an  unfinifhed  tran Ration,  in  Alexandrian  ve'rfe,  of  the  for.g  of  Jopas,  in 
the  firft  book  of"  VirgiTs  JEneid.  Wyat's  and  Surrey's  Vdrfions  fronV  Virgil,  are' the  firft  regular 
tranflations  in  Englifh  of  an  ancient  clafllcal  poet.  A  verfion  of  David's  Pfalms,  by  Wyat,  is  highly 
•extolled  by  Surfey  and  Leland.  But  Wyat's  verfion  of  the  Penitential  Pfr'hns,  feems. to'  be  a  feparate 
•work  from  his  tranflation  of  the  whole  pfeltery  ;  and  probably  that  which  is  prarfed  by  Surrey,  in 
the  ode,  intituled, Prulfs  of  certaine  Pfalmes  of  David^frdnfated  by  Sir  Thomas  Wyat  tie  elder.  They  were 
printed  in  1549.  But  this  verfion,  with  that  of  Surrey,  mentioned  in  his  life,  is  r*w  loft.  The 
cliara&cr  of  Wyat  has  received  every  poffible  illuftration  from  Lord  Orfrtrd  and  Mr.  Warton  ;  after 
whofe  difcrimihating  touches,  every  ftroke  froni  a  caiiial  hand  muft  ferve  rather  to  injure  than' im 
prove  the  likene'fs.'  , 

"  It  was  from  the  capricious  and  over-ftrained  invention  of  the  Italian  poeftf.*'  fay  slVlr.  Warton, "  thnt 
•Wyat  was  taught  to  torture  the  paffion  of  love,  by  prolix  and  intricate  comparifons,  and  unnatural 
•dliufion?.  I  am  of  opinion,  th.it  In:  l>i(looV.  when  in  compliance  with  ths  mode,  hs  ke- 

<^q  iiij 
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came  a  fonnetteer;  and,  if  we  may  judge  from  a  few  inftanccs,  that  he  was  likely  to  treat  any  other 
fubjec'l  with  more  fuccefs  thah  that  of  love.  His  abilities  were  feduced  and  mifapplied,  in  fabricat 
ing  fine  fpeeches  to  an  obdurate  miflrefs.  He  appears  a  much  more  pleafing  writer,  when  he  moralifes 
on  the  felicities  of  retirement,  and  attacks  the  vanities  and  vices  of  a  court,  with  the  honeft  indigna 
tion  of  an  independent  philofopher,  and  the  freedom  and  pleafantry  of  Horace.  Three  of  his  epif- 
tles  are  profefTedly  written  in  this  ftrain  ;  and  we  muft  regret,  that  he  has  not  left  more  pieces  in  a 
flyle  of  compofition  for  which  he  feems  to  have  been  eminently  qualified," 

To  the  poems  of  Surrey  and  Wyat,  are  annexed,  in  Tottell's  edition,  thofe  of  Uncertaine  Aufiouri. 
Many  of  thefe  pieces  are  much  in  the  manner  of  Surrey  and  Wyat,  which  was  the  fafhion  of  the 
times.  They  are  all  anonymous;  but  probably  Sir  Francis  Bryan,  George  Boleyn  Earl  of  Roch- 
ford,  and  Lord  Vaux,  contemporary  rhymers  and  fonnetteers,  were  large  contributes.  Two  of  them, 
intituled,  The  Aged  Lover  renoitnceth  Love,  in  which  are  three  ftanzas  of  the  grave-digger's  fong  in 
Shakefpear's  Hamlet,  and  The  A/auhe  of  Cupide,  £c.  are  the  undoubted  production  of  Lord  Vaux; 
"  a  man  of  marvellous  facility  in  vulgar  making." 

The  merit  of  fome  of  thofe  pieces  is  fo  confiderable,  as  to  juflify  a  felection ;  and  the  reader 
owes  to  the  compiler  ef  thefe  narratives,  whatever  pkafure  or  difguit  he  may  have  in  finding  a  fpeci- 
men  of  the  firfl  printed  poetical  mifcellany  in  the  Englifh  language  in  this  collection. 

What  has  pleafed  himfelf,  he  has  undertaken  to  recommend  to  others ;  and  as  fenfe  and  genius 
are  not  wanting  in  the  pieces  he  has  endeavoured  to  preferve,  it  will  not  be  fo  much  the  fault  of 
the  writers,  as  of  the  the  language,  if  they  are  not  read  withpleafure. 

The  ftanzas,  intituled,  A  Ptaifeof  his  Ladle,  have  that  elegance  which  refults  from  fimplicity.  The 
thoughts  fupport  themfelves,  without  the  affesStations  of  language  ;  and  the  compliments  are  fuch  as 
would  not  difgrace  the  gallantry  or  the  poetry  of  a  polifhed  age.  Puttenham  fpeaks  highly  of  the 
"  counterfait  action"  in  Lord  Vaux's  AJfuulte  of '  Cupide ;  but  there  is  more  poetry  in  fome  of  the  old 
pageants,  than  in  the  contrivance  of  the  allegory  of  this  piece.  In  the  little  ode  intitled  of  bit  mif- 
irefs  M.  S.  much  pretty  description  and  imagination  is  built  on  the  circurnflance  of  a  lady  being 
named  Bayes.  Harpalus't  complaint  of  Paiittdaei  love  lejloivcd  on  Corin,  is  perhaps  the  firfl  example  in 
our  language  now  remaining  of  the  pure  unmixed  paftoial ;  and  for  eafe  of  numbers,  elegance  of  ru 
ral  ailufion,  and  fimplicity  of  imagery,  excells  every  thing  of  the  kind  in  Spenfer,  who  is  erroneor-fly 
ranked  as  our  ear  lied  Englifh  bucolic.  In  the  poem,  intituled,  That  all  things  fometiixe  jinde  eafc  of  their 
faine,  favt  enly  the  lover,  fome  of  the  ftanzas  dcferve  attention  for  their  fimple  beauty  and  native  force 
of  expreflion.  In  the  ode,  in  which  The  lover  in  difpair  lamsnietl  Us  cafe,  there  is  more  pathos  and  feel 
ing  than  in  any  other  piece  of  the  whole  collection.  The  epigram,  Of  a  ne*w  married Jludent,  who 
wa-s  purfuir.g  his  ftudies  fuccefsfully,  but  in  the  midfl  of  his  literary  career,  married  unfortunately, 
contains  a  general  joke  on  an  unhappy  match.  It  is,  perhaps,  the  firft  pointed  epigram  in  the  En 
glifh  language ;  and  may  have  fallen  from  the  pen  cf  Sir  Thomas  More,  one  of  the  heft  jokers  of 
that  age.  In  the  elegant  little  ode,  intituled,  The  Lover  that  once  difdained  Icve,  &c.  are  the  two  lints  faid 
to  be  written  by  Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  in  a  window,  at  Fothcringay  caltle. 
From  the  toppe  of  all  my  truft, 
Mifiiap  hath  throwen  me  in  the  duft. 

The  unfortunate  queen  only  quoted  a  diftich  applicable  to  her  fituation,  which  fhe  remembered  in 
a  fafhiouaMe  collection  of  poems,  perhaps  the  dVnufement  of  her  youth.  With  the  Songes  and  Sonneetcs 
ef  Uncertain  An&t>urs,  the  original  editor  has  printed  Suites  written  by  JV.  G.,  the  initials  of  Nicholas 
Grimoald.  who  is  the  fecond  Englifh  poet  after  Surrey  that  wrote  in  blank  verfe  ;  to  which  he  added 
new  ftrcngth,  elegance,  and  modulation.  As  a  writer  of  verfe  in  rhyme  he  yields  to  none  of  his 
contemporaries,  for  a  mafterly  choice  of  chafte  expreflion,  and  the  ccncife  elegancies  of  didactic 
verfifkation,  His  poem  in  Pra',fe  of  Meafure  keeping  has  all  the  fmartnefs  which  belongs  to  the  mo 
dern  ftyle  of  fententicus  poetry.  The  ftanzas  an  the  Nine  Mufei  are  more  poetical,  and  not  lefs  correct. 
His  poems  en  the  Death  of  Cicero,  and  tie  Death  of  Zorcas,  arc  impregnated  jilmoft  throughout  by  a 
warmth  cf  imagination, 'and  the  fpirit  of  pathetic  poetiy. 

It  would  be  unpardonable  to  difmifs  the  poetical  works  of  Wyat  unaccompanied  by  thofe  ad 
mirable  fpecimer.s  of  ancient  genius,  for  which  Englifh  literature  is  highly  indebted  to  Richard  Tot- 
tell,  who,  at  a  critical  period,  collected  and  prcferved  them  from  the  general  depredations  of  timr, 
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laverforfeamefajlnefi'e  hldetb  bis  defire  within  lit 
faithful  heart. 

HE  long  love,  that  in  my  thought  I  harber 
Lnd  in  my  heart  doth  kepe  his  refidence, 
Into  my  face  preafeth  with  bold  pretence, 
Lnd  there  campeth,  difplaying his  banner; 
ie  that  me  learnes  to  love,  and  to  fuffer, 
Lnd  willes  that  my  trnft  and  luftes  negligence 

reyned  by  reafon,  fhame,  and  reverence 
fith  his  hardineffe  takes  difpleafure, 

srewith  love  to  the  hartes  foreft  he  fleeth 
..caving  his  enterprife  with  paine  and  crye, 
id  there  him  hideth  and  not  appeareth, 
''hat  may  I  do  ?  when. my  maifter  feareth, 
Jut  .in  the  field  with  him  to  live  and  dye, 
'or  good  is  the  lyfe,  ending  faithfully. 


*tbe  lover  tuaxetL  ivyfer,  and  -will  not  dye  for  affec 
tion. 

ET  was  I  never  of  your  love  agreved, 
'or  never  (hall,  whyle  that  my  life  doth  laft  ; 
ut  of  hating  my  felf,  that  date  is  paft, 
nd  tears  continual  fore  hath  me  weried  : 
will  not  yet  in  my  greave  be  buried, 
Nor  on  my  tombe  your  name  have  fixed  faft, 
As  cruel  caufe,  that  did  my  fprite  fooa  haft, 
From  th'  unhappie  bones  by  great  fyghes  ftyred ; 
Then  if  an  heart  of  amorous  faith  and  will 
Content  your  mind  withouten  doing  grief, 
Pleafe  it  you  fo  to  this  to  do  relief, 
If  otherwyfe  you  feke  for  to  fulfyJl 
Your  wrath,  you  erre,  and  fhal  not  as  you  wene, 
And  you  your  felf  the  caufe  thereof  have  bene. 


over  feetl  Lisfo'v,  and  intendtlb  to  tritfl 
more. 


,«.s  never  fyle  yet  half  fo  well^yfyled, 
o  fyle  a  fyle  for  any  fr.iithes  entent, 
s  I  was  made  a  fyling  inftrument, 
ITo  frame  other,  while  that  !  was  bcgyled, 
But  reafon  loe,  hath  at  my  foly  fmyltd, 


And  pardoned  me,  fins  that  I  me  repent* 
Of  my  laft  yeres,  and  of  my  tyme  mifpent. 

For  youth  led  me,  and  falfhod  me  mifguyded, 
Yet,  this  truft  I  have  of  great  appearance, 
Sins  that  deceyt  is  aye  returnable, 
Of  very  force  it  is  agreable, 
That  therewithall  be  done  the  recompence, 
Then  gyle  begiled,  plain'd  fhould  be  never 
And  the  reward  is  little  truft  for  ever. 


'Tbt  lover  defcribeti)  b:s  Being  jlriken  iu:tb  Jiglt  of  big 
love. 

THE  lively  fparkes,  that  iffue  from  thofe  eyes, 

Againft  the  which  there  vaileth  no  defence, 

Have  pcrft  my  hart,  and  done  it  none  offence, 

With  quaking  pleafure,  mere  than  once  or  twife 

Was  never  man  could  any  thing  devyfe, 

Sunne  beames  to  turne  with  fo  great  vehemence 

To  dafe  mans  fight,  as  by  their  bright  prefence 

Dafed  am  I,  much  lyke  unto  the  gyfe, 

Of  one  ftriken  with  dint  of  lightening, 

Blind  with  the  ftroke,  and  crying  here  and  there; 

So  call  I  for  help,  I  not  when  or  where, 

The  payn  of  my  fall  paciently  bearing  ; 

For  ftreight  after  the  blafe  (as  is  no  wonder) 

Of  deadly  noyfe  heare  I  the  fearfull  thunder. 


Tie  -wavering  lover  ivilletb  and  dreadetb  to  move  bit 
dejire. 

SUCH  vayn  thought,  as  wonted  to  miflead  me 

In  defert  hope  by  well  affured  mone, 

Makes  me  from  company  to  live  alone, 

In  following  her,  whom  reafon  biddes  me  flee, 

And  after  her  my  heart  would  fain  be  gone, 

But  armed  fighes  my  way  do  flop  anone, 

Twixt  hope  and  dreade  locking  my  libertie, 

So  fleeth  fhe  by  gentle  crueltie, 

Yet  as  I  geafie  under  difdainfull  brow, 

One  beam  of  truthe  is  in  her  cloudy  looke, 

Which  comforts  the  mind,  that  carft  for  fearfhoofce 

That  boldcil  ftrayght,  the  way  then  feeke  I  hovr 

To  utter  forth  the  fmart  I  hyde  within, 

But  fuch  it  is,  I  not  how  to  begin. 
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*Ths  lover  having  dreamed  e.-'hywg  of  bis  tot-e,  complain 
cth  that  the  dreams  is  not  either  longer  or  trtier. 

UNSTABLE  dreame  according  to  the  place, 
Be  ftedfaft  ones,  or  els  at  leaft  be  true, 
By  tafled  fweetnefTe,  make  me  not  to  rev/, 
By  good  refpe&  in  fuch  a  dang:  rous  cafe. 
Thou  broughteft  not  her  into  thefe  tolling  feas, 
Bat  madeft  my  fpirit  to  live,  niy  care  tencreafc, 
My  body  in  tempeft,  her  delight  tembrace, 
The  body  dead,  the  fpryte  had  his  defire, 
Painleffe  was  th'  one,  the  other  in  delight, 
Why  then,  alas  !  did  it  not  kepe  it  right, 
But  thus  returne  to  leape  into  the  fyer. 
And  where  it  was  at  wifh,  could  not  remaine, 
Such  mockes  of  dreames  do  turn  to  deadly  payne, 


^Tbc  lover  unhappy,  Liddeth  happy  lovers  rejoice  in  Mat 
'while  he  loaylctb  that  month  to  him  tuoft  unluckeiy. 

YE  that  in  love  find  luckc  and  fwete  abundance, 

And  live  in  luft  of  joyful  jolitie, 

Aryfe  fcr  fhame,  do  way  your  iluggardy, 

Arife,  I  fay,  do  May  fome  ohfervance, 

.Let  me  in  beds  lye  dreaming  of  milchaunce, 

J.et  me  remember  my  mifhappes  unhappy, 

That  me  betide  in  May  moil  commonly. 

As  one  whome  love  lift  little  to  advance. 

Stephan  faid  true,  that  my  nativitie 

Mifchaunced  was  with  the  rnler  of  May  : 

He  geft  ( I  prove)  of  that  the  veritie 

In  May  weith,  and  eke  my  wittes,  I  fay, 

Have  lland  fo  oft  in  fuch  pcrplexitie, 

Joy,  let  me  dreame  of  your  feiicitie. 


The  lover  confffitk  himfelfin  love  ivith  Phillis. 

IF  waker  care,  if  fodayne  pale  colour, 
If  many  fighes  with  little  fpeeche  to  plaine, 
Now  joy,  no\v  wo,  if  they  my  chtre  diflaine, 
For  hope  of  fmal,  if  much  to  fear  therefore, 
To  haft  or  flacke,  my  pace  to  kfle  or  more 
Be  fygne  do  love,  then  tof  love  againe  : 
If  thou  afke  whome,  fure  fyns  1  did  refraine, 
Brunet  that  fet  my  welth  in  fuch  a  rore  ; 
Th'  unfained  chere  of  Phyllis  hath  the  place 
That  Bcunethad,  (he  hath,  and  ever  fhall,, 
She  from  my  feif  now  hath  me  in  her  grace,, 
She  hath  in  hand  my  wit,  my  will  and  all.  , 
My  heart  alone  \vel  wconhy  fhe  doth  Hay, 
Without  whofe  helpe  fkant  do  I  live  a  day. 


Of  others 


,  ami  the  lovers  f  allied  mirth. 


CRSAR  when  tha:  the  traitour  of  Egipt. 
W.hh  t,'  honourable  head  did  him  prcfent 
Covering  his  heartes  gludneffe,  did  repr-fent 
Vlivnc  v  itti  Lis  rsarts  outward,,  as-  it  is  writ,. 


Eke  Hanniball,  when  fortuiie  him  out  thit 

Cieue  from  his-rcigne*  and  all  his  entent, 

L aught  to  his  folke,  whom  forow  did  torment^ 

His  cruel  difpite  for  to  difgorge  and  quit, 

So  chaunced  me,  that  every  paPiion 

The  mynd  hydeth  by  colour  contrary, 

With  fained  vifage,  now  fad,  now  wery, 

Whereby  if  that  I  latigh-at  any  feafon, 

It  is  becaufe  I  have  none  other  way 

To  cldakc  my  care,  but  under  fportc  and  } 


Of  change  in  minds. 

EC  HE  man  me  tel'th,  T  change  moft  my  devifej 
A;:d  on  my  faith,  methinke  it  good  reafon  ; 
To  chaunge  purpofe,  like  alter  the  feafon, 
For  in  eche  cafe  to  kepe  fiill  one  guife, 
L-  mete  for  them,  that  would  be  taken^wyfe^    \ 
And  I  -jfii  not  of  fuch  maner  condicion, 
But  treated  after  a  divers  fafhion, 
And  thereupon  my  diverfenefie  doth  ry'fe, 
But  you  tiiis  diverfeneffe  that  biamen  moft, 
Change  you  no  more,  but  flill  after  one  rate,   J 
Treate  you  me  welle,  and  kepe  you  in  that  ftate^ 
And   while   with    me    doth    dwell    this  weried 

ghoft, 

My  woord  nor  I  iliall  not  be  variable, 
But  always  one,  your  own  both  firm  and  ftablel 


Hotu  the  Iw'er  perijkda  in  his  dtllght,  as  ibefys  in  tl, 


SOMK  fowles-  there  15e  that  have  no  perfite  fighfl 

Againft  the  funnc  their  eyes  for  to  defend, 

And  fome  becaufe  the  light  doth  them  offend,  « 

Never*  appere,  but  in  the  darke  or  night  : 

Others  rejoyce,  to  fee  the  fire  fo  bright,. 

And  w,ene  to  play  in  it,  a±  they  pretend, 

But  fynd  contrary  of  it,  as  they  entende, 

Alas  of  that  fort,  may  I  be  by  fight. 

For  to  withftand  her  looke  I  am  not  able, 

Yet  can  I  not  hyde  me  in  no  darke  place, 

So  followeth  me  remembrance  of  that  face; 

That  with  my  teary  eyen,  fwolne,  and  un 

My  defteny  to  behold  her  doth  me  leade, 

And  yet  I  know  I  runne  into  the  glead. 


Agairfl  his  tont  that  failed  to  utter  alsfuitti. 

BECAUSE  I  ftill  kept  thee  fro  lyes  and  blame, 
And  to  my  powex  alwayes  the  honowred, 
Unkind  tongue,  to  yll  haft  thou  me  rendred,- 
Foffuch  defert  to  do  me  wreke  and  fhame. 
fn  nede  of  fuccour  molt  when  that  I  am 
To  afk  he  rewafcdc,  thou  ftandes  lyke  one  afra 
Alway  moft  cold  ;  and' if  one  word  be  fayd, 
As  in  a  dreame,  unperlk  is  the  fame; 
And  ye  fait  teares,  aeainft  my  will  each  nighf, 
1  i'.at  are  with  me  when  I  would  be  alone, 
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arc  yc  gone,  when  I  fliould  make  my  mone, 
d  yc  fo  ready  lighes,  10  make  me  fhright, 
:hvn  ar:;  yc  fhcke,  wheu  that  ye  fhoulde  outftart, 
i  only  doth  my  ioke  declare  my  hart. 


J)efcriptitn  of  tls  coxtrarious  fajfions  in  a  lover, 

FINDE  no  peace,  and  all  my  warre  is  done, 
feare  and  hope,  I  burne,  and  tret'e  lyke  yfe, 
flye  aloft,  yet  can  I  not  aryfe, 
id  nought  I  have,  and  all  the  world  I  feafon, 

ffhat  lockesnor  loftth,  holdcth  me  in  prifon, 
Lnd  holdes  me  not,  yet  can  I  fcape  no  wyfe, 
yc  lettes  me  live,  nor  dye,  at  my  devyfe, 
Lnd  yet  of  death  it  geveth  me  occafion, 
Without  eye  I  fee,  without  tongue  I  playne, 
wiflv  to  perifh,  yet  T  afk  for  health, 
love  another,  and  I  hate  my  felfe, 
fede  me  in  forow,  and  laugh  in  all  my  payne. 

|Lo,  thus  difpleafeth  me,  both  death  and  life, 
hid  my  delight  is  caufer  of  this  llrife. 


hver   compartib  his  flate  to  a  Jbippe  in  perilous 
Jlorme  tojjed  on  tbefea. 

MY  gaily  charged  with  forgetfulneffe, 
Through  fharpe  feas,  in  winter  nightes  doth  paffe, 
Twene  rbcke.  and  rocke,  and  eke  my  foe  (alas) 
That  is  my  lord,  iler'rth  with  cruelneffe. 
And  every  houre,  a  thought  in  readineffe, 
As  though  that  death  wer  light  in  fuch  a  cafe, 
And  eadlcffe  wyr.de  doth  teare  the  fayle  apace 
Of  forced  fighes  and  trufty  fearfulneffe  : 
A  rayne  of  teares,  a  cloude  of  dark  difdayne, 
Have  done  the  weried  coardes  great  hinderance  ; 
Wretched  with  errour,  and  with  ignorance, 
The  ftarres  be  hidde,  that  lead  me  to  this  payne. 
Drounde  is  reafon  that  fhoulde  be  my  comforte, 
And  I  remayne,  difparing  of  the  porte. 


Of  doubtful  love. 

AVYSING  the  bright  beanies  of  thofe  fayre  eyes, 
Where    he   abides   that    mine    oft    moyftes   and 

wafheth 
The  wearied  mynde  ftrdght  from  the  heart  de- 

parteth, 

To  reft  witlnn  his  worldly  paradyfe  ; 
ADI'.  ,   ;rcr  firide?  the  fwete,  under  his  gyfe, 
What   \vebbes  there  he  hath  wrought,  well  he 

,  perceiveth, 

Wherby  then  with  hymfelfe  on  love  he  playneth, 
That  fpurs  with  fyre,  and  brydleth  eke  with  yfe  : 
In  fuch  extrcmitie  thus  is  he  brptight, 
Frozen  now  cold,  and  now  he  itandes  in  flame, 
T\vixt  wo  and  wealth,  betwixt  earneft  and  gaine, 
With  feldome  glad,  and  many  a  divers  thought ; 
In  fore  rtpt;:itance  of  his  haidineiTe, 
Of  fuck  a  roote  {oc  coxnmetb.  frute  frutelefTe. 


lie  lover  foe-wet!)  low  he  it  forfakeu  of  fuel  as  be 
fometime  enjoyed. 

THEY  flee  from  me,  that  fometime  did  me  fcke, 
With  naked  fote  (talking  within  my  chamber, 
Once  have  J  Jene  them  gentle,  tame,  and  meke, 
Thaf  now  are  wyld,  a::d  Jo  n.,t  once  remember. 
That  fometime  they  have  put  themfelves  in  dan- 

To  take  bread  at  my  hand,  and  now  they  range, 
Bufely  feking  in  continual  change. 

Thanked  be  fortune,  it  hath  bten  otherwyfe, 
Twenty  tymes  better,  but  ouee  efpcciall, 
In  thine  aray.  after  a  pleafaunt  gyfe, 
When  her    loofe  gowne   did  from  her  Ihouldcrs 

fall, 

And  fhe  me  caught  in  her  armes  long  and  fmall ; 
And  therwithall,  fo  fwetely  aid  me  kyffe, 
And  foftly  fayd.  dear  hearte,  how  like  yviu  this  ? 

If  was  no  dreame,  for  I  lay  brode  awaking. 
But  all  is  turned  now  through  my  gentlenefle, 
Into  a  bitter  fafhion  of  forlaking, 
And  I  have  leave  to  goe  of  her  goodneffe  ; 
And  fhe  alfo  to  ufe  new  fangleneffe, 
But,  fyns  that  (  unkendiy  fo  am  ferved, 
How  like  you  this,  what  hath  fhe  now  deferv«d  i 


The  Lady  to  aunfwere  direSlly  tviib  yea  or  nay. 

MADAME,  withouten  many  woordes, 

Once  I  am  lure,  you  will,  or  no  : 

And  if  you  will,  then  leave  your  boordes, 

And  ufe  your  wit,  and  mew  it  fo. 

For  with  a  beck  you  fhall  me  call,  • 

And  if  of  one,  that  burnes  alwaye, 

Ye  have  pitie,or  ruth  at  all, 

Aunfwere  him  faire  with  ye  or  nay, 

If  it  be  nay,  frendes  as  before, 

You  fhall  an  other  man  obtayne, 

And  I  myne  own,  and  yours  no  more. 


To  bis  love  "ivbom  be  had  iiljed  againft  her  ivlll, 

ALAS,  madame,  for  ftealirig  of  a  kiffe, 
Have  I  fo  much  your  mind  therin  offended? 
Or  have  I  done  fo  grievoufly  am.-.fe, 
That  by  no  meenej  it  may  not  be  amended  ? 
Re venge  you  then,  the  readieft  way  is  this, 
Another  kiffe  my  life  it  fhall  have  ended, 
For,  to  my  mouth  the  firit  my  hart  did  fucke, 
The  next  fhall  cleune  out  of  my  breft  it  plucke. 


Of  tie  jealous  man  that   loved  tie  fame  woman,  and 
efplcd  this  oiler  Jilting  with  ber. 

THE  wandering  gadling  in  the  fommer  tyde, 
{'hat  findes  the  adder  with  his  rechles  fuote, 
Startes  not  difmayde  fo  fodenly  afyde, 
As  jealous  defpite,  did,  though  ther  wer  no  boote 
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When  that  he  faw  me  fitting  by  her  fyde, 
That  of  my  health  is  very  crop  and  roote. 
It  pleafed  me  then  to  have  fo  i'aire  a  grace, 
To  fting  the  hart,  that  would  have  had  my  place. 


To  bis  love  from  ivhom  hs  had  kls  gloves. 

WHAT  nedes  thefe  threatuing  wordes,  and  wafted 

winde  : 

Al  this  cannot  make  me  reftore  my  pray, 
To  robbe  your  good,  ywis  i*  not  my  rnynde, 
Nor  caufeleffe  your  fair  hand  did  I  dilplay, 
Let  love  be  judge,  or  els  whom  next  we  iinde, 
That  may  both  hears  what  you  and  1  can  fay, 
She  reft  my  hart,  and  I  a  glove  from  her, 
Let  us  ice  then,  if  one  be  worth  the  other. 


Of  tie 


RYCHT  true  it  is,  and  fayd  full  yore  ago, 

Take  hede  of  him  that  by  the  back  thee  cla^-vcth  : 

For  none  is  worfe  than  is  a  frendly  fo, 

Though  thee  feme  good,  all  thing  that  the  de- 

litcth, 

Yet  know  it  well,  that  in  thy  bofome  crepeth, 
For  many  a  man  fuch  fire  oft  times  he  kindlcth, 
That  with  the  biufe  his  beard  himfelf  he  fingeth. 


'The  lover  iau^'it^  mijlrujleib  allurements. 

IT  may  be  good,  lyke  it  who  lift, 

But  I  do  dcubt  who  caa  me  blame  ? 

For  oft  affured,  yer  have  I  mift, 

And  now  again  I  fear  the  fame  : 

The  wcordes,  that  from  your  mouth  laft  came, 

Of  fodeyn  change  make  me  agaft, 

For  dread  to  fall,  1  ftand  not  fall. 

Alas  !   I  tread  an  endiefs  mafe, 
That  feke  t'  accord  t\vo  contraries 
And  hope  thus  ftill,  and  nothing  hafe, 
Imprifoned  in  liberties, 
As  one  unheard,  and  ftill  that  cries, 
Always  thirfty,  and  nought  doth  tafte, 
For  dread  to  fall  I  ftand  not  faft. 

Aflured  I  doubt.  I  be  not  fure, 
Should  I  then  truft  unto  fuch  furety, 
That  oft  hath  put  the  profc  in  ure 
And  never  yet  have  found  it  truftie. 
Jslay,  for  in  fayth,  it  were  great  folly, 
And  yet  my  life  thus  do  I  waft, 
For  dread  to  fall  1  ftand  not  faft. 


The  k'-jer  camp-length  tL;f  Lls  love  doth  not  pltle  him, 

RESOUND  my  voyce  ye  woods,  me  heare  me  plain, 
Both  hils  and  vales  cuufiug  reile&ion, 
And  rivers  eke,  record  ye  of  my  payne, 
Which  have  of;  forced  ye  by 


|  As  judges  lo  to  hear  my  exclamacloh, 
Among  whom  ruth  (I1  finde)  ye  doth  remayhe, 
Where  I  it  itke,  alas  .   tin. re  is  difdayne. 

Oft  ye  rivers,  to  heare  my  wofull  found, 
Have  ftovt  your  cours,  and  piaynly  to  exprciTe, 
Many  ateare  by  rioyfture  of  the  ground, 
Til?  earth  hath  wjpt  tu  hear  my  heavineffe, 
Whisto  c.aui''.!  -ffe  1  endure  without  redrefles, 
The  hugy  okes  have  roared  in  the  wynde, 
Eche  thing  me   thought,    complayning   in  thei 

kind. 

Why  rhen  nbs !  doth  not  fhe  on  me  rue, 
Or  is  her  heart  lo  l^rdj  that  no  pittie* 
May  in  it  finke,  my  joy  for  to  renew  ; 
O  itony  hart,  who  hath  thus  framed  thee 
So  cruel,  that,  art  cl<  ked  with  beauty, 
That  from  thee  may  no  grace  to  me  procecde, 
But  as  reward,  death  for  to  be  my  mede. 


The  lover  rejoyfeth   avainjl  fortune,  that  by   hinderh 
Ihfulte  had  happtly  made  him  forfuks  his  folly. 

IN*  faith  I  wote  not  what  to  fay, 

Thy  chaunces  been  fo  wonderous, 

Thou  fortune  with  thy  divers  play, 

That  makeft  the  joyfuil  dolorous 

Yet  though  thy  chaine  hath  me  enwrapt, 

Spyte  of  thy  hap,  hap  hath  well  hapt, 

Though  thou  haft  fet  me  for  a  wonder, 
And  fekeft  by  change  to  do  me  payne, 
Mens  myndes  yet  may  ft  thou  not  fo  order, 
For  honcflie  if  it  remayne, 
Shall  mine  for  al  thy  cloudy  rayne; 
In  vayne  thou  fekeft  to  have  me  trapt, 
Spyte  of  thy  hap,  hap  hath  well  hapt. 

In  hindering  me,  me  didft  thou  furthur, 
And  made  a  gap,  where  was  a  ftyle, 
Cruel  wiles  been  oft  put  under, 
Wening  to  lower,  then  didft  thou  fmyle. 
Lord,  how  thy  fell"  thou  didft  begylc, 
That  in  thy  cares  would  have  me  wrapt, 
But  fpyte  of  hap,  hap  hath  well  hapt. 


A  renounclrg  of  bar  dells  efcapid  lave. 

FAREWELL  the  hard  of  cruelty, 
Though  that  with  pain  my  liberty, 
Dear  have  1  bought,  and  vt  ofully, 
Finiftit  my  feareiull  tragedy. 
Of  force  1  muft  forfake  fuch  pkafure, 
A  good  caufe  juft,  fins  I  endure, 
Therby  my  wo,  v.-hich  be  ye  fure, 
Shall  therwith  go  me  to  recure. 

I  fare  as  one  efcapt  that  fleeth, 
Glad  he  is  gone,  aid  yet  ftyli  feareth, 
Spied  to  be  caught  and  fo  dredeth 
That  he  for  nought  his  pain  lefeth 
In  joyfuil  payn,  rt Joyce  my  hart, 
Thus  to  fuftayn  of  eche  a  part. 
Let  not  thisfong  from  thee  aftart, 
Welcome  among  my  pleafant  fmart. 
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""be  lover  to  Its  led,  ti'hfj  defending  of  I'u  unquiet Jiate, 

'HE  reflfull  place,  renuer  of  my  fmart, 
'he  labours  falve  encreafing  my  forow, 
'be  bodies  eale,  and  troubler  of  my  hart, 
Quieter  of  minde,  myne  unquiet  foe, 
'orgeatttr  of  payne,  rememberer  of  my  woe, 
'he  place  of  flepe,  wherein  I  do  but  wake, 
iefprent  with  teares,my  bed,  I  the  forfake, 
The  frofly  fnowes  may  not  redrefs  my  heate, 
•Jor,  theate  of  funne  abate  my  fervent  cold, 
know  nothing  to  eafe  my  paine  fo  great 
che  cure  caufeth  encreafe  by  twenty  fold, 
^enewing  cares  upon  my  forrows  old, 
uch  overthwart  effe&es  in  me  they  make, 

fprent  with  teares,  my  bed  for  to  forfake. 
I    But  all  for  nought,  I  find  no  better  eafe, 
in  bed  or  out,  this  moft  caufeth  my  paine, 
RVhere  do  I  feek  how  beft  that  I  may  plcafe, 
My  lotl  labour  (alas)  is  all  in  vayn, 
My  heart  once  fet,  1  cannot  it  refrayne, 
Wo  place  from  me  my  grief  away  can  take, 
Wherefore  with  teares,  my  bed  I  thee  forfake. 


\-Camfarlfon  of  love ,  to  a  Jlreame  falling  from  the  Alps. 

JF»oM  thefe  hye  hilles  as  when  a  fpring  doth  fall, 
It  trilleth  downe  with  ftill  and  futtle  courfe, 
bf  this  and  that,  it  gathers  aye  and  (hall, 
(Till  it  have  juft  downe  flowed  to  ikreame  and 

force, 

Then  at  the  foote  it  rageth  over  all : 
So  fareth  l@ve,  when  he  hath  tane  a  courfe, 
Rage  is  his  raync,  refiftance  vayleth  none, 
The  firfl  efchue  is  remedy  alone. 


Wyates  complaint  upon  love  to  reafon,  ivitfj  loves 
aunfivere. 

MYNE  old  dere  enmy,  my  froward  maifter, 
A  fore  that  quene,  I  caufde  to  be  acyted, 
Which  holdeth  the  divine  part  of  our  nature, 
That  like  as  golde,  in  fyre  he  mought  be  tryed. 
Charged  with  a  dolour,  there  Ime  prcfcnted 
With  horrible  feare,  as  one  that  grearly  dreadeth 
A  wrongfull  death,  and  juftice  alway  fcketh. 

And  thus  I  fay'd  •  Once  iry  left  foote,  madam e. 
When  I  was  yong,  I  fet  within  his  raigne  ; 
Whereby  other  then  fyrely  burning  flame, 
I  never  felt,  but  many  a  grievous  payne, 
Torment  I  fuffred  anger  and  difdayne  -. 
That  mine  oppreffed  pacience  was  paft, 
And  I  mine  owne  life  hated  at  the  laft. 

Thus  hitherto  have  I  my  tyme  paffed 
In  paine  and  fmart,  what  wayes  is  profitable, 
How  many  pleafant  dayes  have  me  efcaped, 
In  ferving  this  falfe  Iyer  fo  deceivable  ? 
What  wit  have  wordes  fo  preft  and  forceable, 
That  may  containe  my  great  mifhappinefie, 
And  juft  complaiates  of  his  ungeutlcwefle  ? 


So  I'm  all  hony,  much  aloes,  and  gall, 
In  bitternefTe,  my  biindc  life  hath  y tailed 
His  falfe  femblance.  that  turneth  as  a  ball, 
With  fair  and  amorous  daunce,  made  me  be  traced, 
And  where  1  had  my  thought  and  minde  araced, 
From  earthly  fraylnefie,  and  from  vaine  plcafure. 
Me  from  my  reft  he  tooke  and  fet  in  errour. 

God  made  he  me  regardltife,  than  I  ought, 
And  to  my  felfe  to  take  right  little  hedc  : 
And  for  a  woman  have  I  fet  at  nought, 
Al  other  thoughtes,  in  this  only  to  fpede, 
And  he  was  onely  counfeler  cf  this  dede. 
Whetting  alwayes  my  youthly  fraiie  defyre, 
On  cruel  whetftone,  tempered  with  fire. 

But  (oh  alas!)  where  had  I  ever  wit  ? 
Or  other  gift  gevcn  to  me  of  nature  ? 
That  fooncr  fhal  be  changed  my  weried  fprite, 
Then  the  obftinate  will,  that  is  my  ruler, 
So  robbeth  he  my  fredcme  with  difpleafure, 
This  wicked  trayttmr,  whom  I  thusaccufe, 
That  bitter  life  hath  turned  in  pleafant  ufe. 

He  hath  me  hafted,  through  divers  regions, 
Through  defert  woodes,and  fharpe  by  mountaine*, 
Through    froward    people,    and  through   bitter 

paffions, 

Through  rocky  feas,  and  over  hilles  and  plaines  : 
With  wery  travel,  and  with  laborous  paynes, 
Alwayes  in  trouble  and  in  tedioufneffe, 
All  in  errour,  and  daungerous  diftreffe. 

But  nother  he,  nor  fhe,  my  tother  foe, 
For  all  my  flight  did  ever  me  forfake ; 
That  though  my  timely  death  hath  been  to  flows 
That  me  as  yet,  it  hath  not  overtake  : 
The  heavenly  gods  of  pitie  doe  it  ilake, 
And  note  they  this  his  cruell  tyranny, 
That  feedes  him,  with  my  care,  and  mifery. 

Sins  I  was  his,  hower  refted  I  never, 
Nor  looke  to  doe,  and  eke  the  waky  nightes, 
The  ban.fhed  flcpe  may  in  no  wife  recover. 
By  guyle  and  force,  over  my  thralled  fpites 
He  is  ruler,  fins  which  bell  never  ftrikes, 
That  I  hear  not  as  founding  to  renue 
My   plaintes.     Himfelf  he   knoweth  that  I  fzf 
true. 

For  never  woormes  old  rotten  ftocke  have  eaten, 
As  he  my  hart,  where  he  is  refident, 
And  doth  the  fame  with  death  daily  threaten. 
Thence   come  the  teares,   and   thence  the  bitter 
torment,  [ment, 

The  fighcs,  the  woordes  and  eke  the  languifh- 
That  noy  both  me,  and  paravtnture  other, 
Judge  thou  that  knoweft  the  one  and  eke  the  other. 

Mine  adveifarie  with  fuch  grevous  reproofe, 
Thus  he  began,  Hear  lady  the  other  part : 
That  the  plain  trouth,  from  which  he  draweth, 

aloofe, 

This  unkind  man  may  fhew,  ere  that  I  part, 
In  his  ynng  age,  1  tooke  him  from  that  art, 
That  felleth  woordes,  and  make  clattering  knight, 
And  of  my  wealth  I  gave  him  the  delight. 

Now  fhames  he  not  on  me  for  to  complaine, 
That  held  him  evermore  in  pleafant  gayne, 
From  his  defire  that  might  have  been  his  payne, 
Yet  therby  alone  I  brought  him  to  fome  frame, 
Which  now  as  wretcheUnes,  he  doth  fo  blame, 


6'&i 


THE    W  O  H  K  S    OF   W  Y  A  T. 


An,d  toward  honour  quickned  1  his  wit, 
"Whereas  a  daftaid  els  he  mought  have  fit. 

He  knowed  how  great  Atride  that  made  Troy 

freat, 

And  Hannibal  to  Rome  fo  troubelous, 
"Whom  Homer  honoured  Achilles  that  great, 
And  th'  Affricane  Scipion  the  famous, 
And  many  other,  by  mur.h  honour  glorious, 
Whofe  fame  and  .ides  did  lift  them  up  above, 
I  did  let  fall  in  baft  difhoneft  love. 

And  unto  him,  though  he  unworthy  were, 
I  chole  the  bed  of  many  a  million, 
That  under  funne  yet  never  was  her  pere, 
Of  wifdom  womanhod,  and  of  difcrecion, 
And  of  my  grace  1  gave  her  fuch  a  facion, 
And  eke  furh  way  I  taught  her  for  to  teache 
That  nexrer  bafe  thought  his  hart  fo  hie  might 

reache. 

Ever  more  thus  to  content  his  maiftreffe 
That  was  his  only  frame  of  honeftie, 
I  ftirred  him  ftill  toward  gentleneffe, 
And  caufed  him  to  regard  fidelhie  ; 
Paciciice  1  taught  him  in  adverfitie, 
Such  vertues  learned  he  in  my  great  fchoole, 
"Whereof  repenteth  now  the  ignorant  fook. 

Thefe  were  the  fame  deceites,  and  bitter  gall, 
That  I  have  nfed,  the  torment  and  the  anger, 
Swetcr  than  ever  did  to  other  fall, 
Of  right  good  feed,  ill  finite  lo  thus  I  gather, 
And  fo  {hall  he  that  the  unkinde  doth  further; 
A  ferpent  nourifti  I  under  my  wing, 
And  now  of  nature  ginneth  he  to  fting. 

And  for  to  tell  at  laft,  my  great  fervice, 
From  thoufandes  difhonefties  have  I  him  drawen, 
That, by  my  meanes,  him  in  no  manner  wyfe, 
Never  vyle  pleafure  once  hath  overthrowen, 
"Wherin  his  decte,  fhame  hath  him  alwayes  gnawen, 
Doubting  report  that  fhoulc  come  to  her  care, 
Whom  now  he  blames,  her  wonted  he  to  feare; 

What  ever  he  hath  of  any  honed  cuftome, 
Of  her,  and  me,  that  holds  he  every  whir, 
But  lo,  yet  never  was  there  neightly  fantome, 
60  farre  in  errour,  as  he  is  from  his  wit, 
To  plain  on  us,  he  ftriveth  with  the  bit; 
Which  may  rule  him,  and  do  him  eafe,  and  paine, 
And  in  one  hower,  make  all  his  griefe  his  gaine. 

But  one  thing  yet  there  is  above  all  other, 
I  gave  him  winges,  wherewith  he  might' up  fiye, 
To  honour  and  fame,  and  if  he  woulde  to  hygher, 
Then  mortal  things,  above  the  ftarry  Ikye; 
Confidering  the  pieafure,  that  an  eye 
Might  geue  in  earth,  by  reafcn  of  the  love, 
What  fhould  that  be,  that  lafteth  ftill  above  ? 
And  he  the  fame  himfelf  hathfaid  ere  this, 
But  now,  forgotten  is  both  that  and  I, 
That  gave  him  her,  his  only  v\  ealth  and  bliffe, 
And  at  this  woord,  with  deadly  fhreke  and  crye  : 
Thou  gave  her  once  (quod  1)  but  by  and  by 
.Thou  took  her  ayen  from  me,  that  woworth  the 
Isot  I,  but  price,  more  worth  than  thou  (quod  he.) 

At  laft,  eche  other  for  himielf,  concluded, 
I  trembling  ftill,  but  he,  with  Imall  reverence, 
IjO,  thus,  as  we  eche  other  have  accuicd, 
D<»r<i  lady  now  we  wayte  thene  only  fcatence  ; 
•t>hi»  .-imilingj  at  th:  v.'hiiled  aiidiecctr, 


I  liketh  me,  quod  me,  to  have  heard  yourqi 
Beit  longer  time  doth  alke  a  refolution. 


The  levers  forrowfulljlatemakdh  him  ivritefert 

fonges,  but  f ouch  e,  his  love  may  change  the  fa, 

MA  RILL  no  more  altho, 
The  fongs,  I  fing  do  mone 
For  other  life  then  woe, 
I  never  proved  none. 

And  in  my  heart  alfo, 
Is  graven  with  letters  deepe, 
A  thoufand  fighes  and  mo 
A  flod  of  teares  to  weepe. 

How  many  a  man  in  fmart, 
Find  a  matter  to  rejoyce  ', 

How  many  a  morning  hart, 
Set  forth  a  pleafant  voyce  :     , ' 
Play  who  fo  can  that  part, 
Nedes  muft  in  me  appere, 
How  fortune  overthwart 
Dothcaufe  my  morning  chere. 

Perdy  there  is  no  man 
If  he  faw  never  fight, 
That  perfidy  tell  can, 
The  nature  of  the  light. 

Alas,  how  fhould  1  than, 
That  never  taft  but  fowre,' 
But  do  as  I  began, 
Continually  to  lowre. 

But  yet  perchance  fome  chance, 
May  chance  to  change  my  tune, 
And  when  (fouch)  chance  doth  chance^ 
Then  {hall  I  thanke  fortune. 

And  if  1  have  (fouch)  chance, 
Purchance  or  it  be  long, 
For  (fouch)  a  pleafant  chance, 
To  fing  forae  pleafant  fong. 


The  lo-ver  complaineil  Limfelf  forfake 

WHERE  fhall  I  have  at  mine  own  wil, 
Teares  to  complaine,  where  fhall  I  fet 
Such  fighes,  that  I  may  figh  my  fill, 
And  then  again  my  plaintes  repete  ? 
For  though  my  plaint  fhall  have  none, 
My  tares  cannot  fuffife  my  woe  lend, 
To  mone  harm,  have  I  no  friend, 
For  fortunes  frend  is  mifhappes  foe. 
Comfort  (God  wot)  els  have  I  none, 
But  in  the  wind  to  waft  my  woordes, 
Nought  moneth  you  my  dedly  mone, 
But  ftill  you  turn  it  into  boordes  : 
1  fpeak  net  now,  to  move  your  heart, 
That  you  fhould  rue  upon  my  pain, 
The  fentence  geven  may  not  revert,. 
I  know  fuch  labour  were  but  vain. 
But  fens  that  I  for  you  (my  dere) 
Have  loft  that  thing,  that  was  my  beft, 
A  right  fmall  lofs  it  muft  appere, 
i  o  Icfc  <h<sie  wooriies,  and  all  the  rgft. 


SONGES   AND    SONET TES. 


jt.thovigh  they  fparkle  in  the  wind, 
et  fh:'.H  they  (hew  your  falflied  fayth, 
rhich  is  returned  to  his  kind, 
jr  lyke  to  lyke,  the  proverbe  faith. 
jftunc,  and  you  did  me  avance, 
Ie  thought  1  fwam,  and  could  not  drowne, 
(jppieft  of  al,  but  my  rnifchaunce 
id  life  me  up  to  throw  me  downe. 
nd  you  With  her,  of  cruelnefs, 
xl  fet  your  fook  upon  my  necke, 
!e,  and  my  welfare  to  opprefs, 
fithout  offence  your  heart  to  wreke. 

-re  are  your  pleafant  woordcs  (alas) 
There  is  your  faith,  your  ftedfaftnefs  .' 
'here  is  no  more  but  all  doth  pa£, 
nd  I  am  kft  all  comfortlc-fs. 
at  fins  fo  much  it  doth  you  grevex 
nd  alfo  me  my  wretched  lyfe, 
ave  here  my  trouth  nought  {hall  relieve, 
ut  death  alone,  my  wretched  ftrife. 
tierefore  farewell,  my  lyfe,  my  death, 
y  gayne,  my  loffe,  my  falve,  my  fore, 
arewcll  alib,with  you  my  breath, 
or  I  am  gone  for  evermore. 


Of  bis  love  that  pricked '  lerjingsr ••vritb  a  ncdle< 

HE  fate  and  fowed  that  hath  done  me  the  wrong, 
/"hereof  I  plain,  and  have  done  many  a  day, 
nd,  whilft  ihe  heard  my  plaint,  in  piteous  for.g, 
«e  wifhc  my  heart  the  fampler,  that  it  lay. 
he  blind  maifter,  \vhome  I  have  ferved  fo  long, 
fudging  to  heare,  that  he  did  heare  her  fay, 
fade  her  own  weapon  do  her  finger  blcde, 
o  feele,  if  pricking  were  fo  good  indede, 


Of  the  fame. 

THAT  man  hath  hearde  fuch  crueltie  before, 
hat,  when  my  pluint  remembred  her  my  wo, 
hat  caufed  it,  Ine  cruell  more  and  more, 
Iflied  eche  ftith,  as  Ihe  did  fit  and  low, 
adprickt  my  heart,  for  to  encreafe  my  fore; 
nd  as  I  thinke,  ihe  thought  that  had  bsen  fo, 
or  as  ihe  thought,  this  is  heart  in  dede, 
ic  prickt  hard,ancj  made  herfelf  to  blede. 


JRequeJl  to  Cupide  for  revenge  of  bis  unllnd  love, 

EHOLD  love,  thy  power  how  me  defpyfeth 
[y  grievous  payn,  how  little  {he  regardeth 
he  foiemne  othe  whereof  {he  takes  no  cure, 
token  fhe  hath,  and  yet  ftie  bydeth  fure. 
iglit  at  her  cafe,  and  little  thee  {he  dredeth, 
reaprined  thou  art,  and  {he  unarmed  fitteth  ; 
o  the  difdainefule,  all  her  lyfe  flic  leadeth 
o  me  fpjtefule,  without  juil  catife  or  ineafure 
eho'd  Love,  how  proudly  {he  triumptth, 
air.  i.-i  hold,  but  if  the  pi: tie  mevcth, 


Go,  bend  thy  bow,  that  ftony  hartes  brealcelh. 
And  with  fome  ftroke,  revenue  tlie  great 

fure, 

OF  thee,  and  him  that  forow  doth  endure, 
And  as  his  lord  the  lowly  her  cntreateth. 


Comftatntfar  t/'it:  ln-vc  unrequited. 

WHAT  vaileth  trouth,  or  by  it  to  take  pain, 
To  ftrive  by  lledfailnefs,  for  to  attain  ; 
How  to  be  juft,  and  flee  f:  om  doublenefle, 
Since  all  alike,  where  ruleth  craidneffc. 
Rewarded  is  both  crafty,  f:ilft:,and  plain  ? 
Sooneft  he  fpcdes,  that  mo  ft  can  lye  ami  faine. 
True  meaning  hart  is  had  in  hyghe  diidaine  ; 
Againft  deceit  and  clpkcd  doublentffe, 
What  vaileth  trouth,  or  perfect  {tedfaftnefle. 
Deceived  is  he,  by  faife  and  craft ie  train, 
That  meanes  no  gile,  and  faithfull  doth  remaine. 
Within  the  trap,  without  help  or  redreffe,, 
But  for  to  love,  lo,fuch  a  flern  maifircffe, 
Where  crueltie  dwelles,  alas  it  were  in  vain. 


The  lover  tint  fed  love,  noiu  foloiues  it  •with 
his  Lamm. 

SOMETIME  I  fled  the  fire,  that  one  fo  brent, 
By  fea,  by  land,  by  water,  and  by  winde, 
And  now  the  coaks  1  folow,  that  beguent, 
From  Dover  to  Gales,  with  willing  minde, 
Lo  how  defire  isbothfprong,  and  {pent, 
Ami  he  may  fee,  that  whiiome  was  fo  blind, 
And  all  this  labour  laughes  he  now  to  fcorne 
Mcuflaed  in  the  briers5  that  erft  was  onely 


The  lover  Ijofelb  of  better  ch 


er  ca ounce. 


HE  is  not  dead,  that  fometime  had  a  fal, 

The  fun  returnes,  your  bed  was  under  ciowde, 

And  when  fortune  hath  fpit  out  all  her  gall, 

I  truft,  good  luck  to  me  {hal  be  allowed. 

For  I  have  feen  a  {hip  in  haven  fal, 

Afcer  that  ftorme  hath  broke  bothe  mafte  and 

{hroud, 

The  wellow  eke,  that  ftoupeth  with  the  winds. 
Doth  rife  again,  and  greater  wood  doth  binde. 


The  lover  comparetb  Jj'a  bart  to  the  overcharged  vonne, 

THE  furious  gonne,  in  his  moft  ragyng  yre, 
When  that  the  boule  is  rammed  into  fore, 
And  that  the  flame  cannot  part  from  the  ficr, 
Crackes  in  {'under,  and  in  the  ayer  do  rore 
The  fhevered  pecc:s  :   fo  doth  my  defire, 
Whofe  flame  enu'eafcth  aye  from  more  to  morCj 
Which  to  let  out,  i  dare  not  lokc,  nor  fptkc, 
So  inwardc  force  my  heart  doth  alto  breake. 


THEWORKS    OF    WYAT. 


The  lover  fufpe£l°.d of  'change,  praietb  that  it  be  not 
beleved  again  ft  him, 

ACCUSED  though  I  be,  without  defert, 
Sith  none  can  prove,  believe  it  not  for  true; 
For  never  yet,  fmce  that  you  had  my  hart, 
Intended  I  to  falfe,  or  be  untrue. 
Sooner  I  would  of  death  fuftain  the  fmart, 
Than  breake  one  worde  of  that  I  promifed  you, 
Accept  therefore  my  fervice  in  good  part, 
None  is  alive,  that  can  il  tongue  efchew, 
Hold  them  as  falfe,  and  let  not  us  depart, 
Our  friendfliip  old,  in  hope  of  any  new. 
Put  not  thy  truft  in  fuch  as  life  tofaine, 
Except  thou  mindc  to  put  thy  frend  to  pain. 


¥he  lover  abufed  renouncetb  love, 

MY  love  to  fcorn,  my  fervice  to  retain, 

Therein  me  thaught  you  ufed  crueltie, 

Since  with  good  will  I  loft  my  libertie, 

Might  never  wo  yet  caufe  me  to  refraine. 

But  only  this,  which  is  extremitie, 

To  give  me  nought  (alas)  not  to  agree, 

That  as  I  was  your  man,  I  might  remainc, 

But  fmce  that  thus  ye  lift  to  order  mee, 

That  would  have  been  your  fervant  true  and  faft 

Difpleafe  you  not,  my  doting  time  is  paft  ; 

And  with  my  loffe  to  leave  I  muft  agree, 

For  as  there  is  a  certaine  time  to  rage, 

So  is  there  time  fuch  madnes  to  affwage. 


T/JS  lover  prof ffitb  bimfelfe  conflanf. 

WITHIN  my  breft  I  never  thought  it  gaine, 
Of  gentle  mindes  the  fredome  for  to  lofe, 
Not  in  my  hart  fank  never  fuch  difdaine, 
To  be  a  forger,  faultleffe  for  to  difclofe. 
Nor  can  not  I  endure  the  truth  to  gloie, 
To  fet  agloffe  upon  an  earneft  paine, 
Nor  I  am  not  in  numbre  one  of  thofe, 
That  lift  to  blow,  retreate  to  every  traine. 


yie  loverfendetb  Its  complaintes  and  tear es  to f tie  foy 
grace, 

PASSE  forth  my  wounted  cryes, 
Thofe  cruel  eares  to  pearce, 
Which  in  moft  hatefull  wife, 
Da  ftill  my  plaintes  reverfe. 
Doe  you,  my  teares  alfo, 
So  wot  her  barrein  hear*, 
That  pitie  there  may  growe, 
And  crueltie  depart. 

For  though  hard  rockes  among 
She  femes  to  have  been  bred, 
And  of  the  tigre  long 
Bens  nourifhed  and  fed. 


Yet  (hall  not  nature  change, 
If  pitie  once  win  place, 
Whom  as  unknowne  and  ftrangef 
She  now  away  doth  chafe. 

And  as  the  water  foft, 
Without  forcing  or  ftrength, 
Where  that  it  falleth  oft, 
Hard  ftones  doth  pierce  at  length. 
So  in  her  ftony  heart, 
My  plaintes  at  laft  fhall  grave, 
And  rigour  fet  apart, 
Winne  graunt  of  that  I  crave. 

Wherefore  my  playntes  prefcnt 
Stil  fo  to  her  my  fuit, 
As  ye  through  her  affent, 
Alay  bring  to  me  fome  frute. 
And  as  fhe  fhall  me  prove, 
So  bid  her  me  regarde, 
And  render  love  for  love, 
Which  is  a  juft  reward. 


The  lovers  cafe  cannot  be  hidden^  btivsver  be  d*JJ'et>tbIt* 


YOUR  lokes  fo  often  caft, 
Your  eyes  fo  frendly  rolde, 
Your  fight  fixed  fo  faft, 
Alwaies  one  to  beholde  : 
Though  hide  it  faine  ye  woulde, 
It  plainly  doth  declare, 
Who  hath  your  hart  in  hold, 
And  where  good  will  ye  bare. 

Faine  would  ye  find  a  cloke, 
Your  brennifig  fire  to  hide, 
Yet  both  the  flame  and  fmoke 
Breakes  out  on  every  fide. 
Ye  cannot  love  fo  guide, 
That  it  no  iffue  winne, 
Abrode  nedes  muft  it  glide, 
That  brennes  fo  hotte  within. 

For  caufe  your  felf  do  wink, 
Ye  judge  all  other  blinde, 
And  fecret  it  you  think, 
Which  every  man  dothe  finde. 
[n  waft  of  fpend  ye  wiade, 
Your  felf  in  love  to  quit, 
For  agues  of  that  kinde, 
Wyll  fhow,  who  hath  the  fit. 
Your  fighs  you  fet  from  farre, 
And  all  to  wry  your  wo, 
Yet  are  ye  ner  the  riarre, 
VIen  are  not  blinded  fo. 
Depely  oft  fwere  ye  no, 
5at  all  thofe  othes  are  vaine, 
o  well  your  eye  doth  fhew, 
Who  putts  your  hart  to  paine. 

Thinke  not  therefore  to  hide-, 
That  ftill  it  felf  betraies, 
I'Jor  feke  meanesto  provide, 
To  dark  the  funny  dayes. 
orget  thofe  wonted  wayes, 
^eave  of  fuch  froowning  chcre, 
There  will  be  found  no  ftaies, 
To  flop  4  thing  fo  clere. 
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cft>t  lovtr  praie?l  tint  to  Lc  JifdaineJ-,  nor  refufid, 
mijituf.ed,  norforfiiken* 

DISBAINE  me  not  without  defert, 
Nor  leave  rne  not  fo  fodeynly, 
Since  well  ye  wot,  that  in  my  hertj 
Inieane  ye  not  but  honeftly. 

Refufe  me  not  without  caufe  whys 
Nor  think  me  not  to  be  unjuft, 
Since  that  by  lott  of  fantafie, 
This  careful  knot  nedes  knit  I  muft. 

Mittruft  rne  not,  though  fome  there  be^ 
That  fain  would  fpot  my  fledfaftnelle  ; 
Beleve  them  not,  fins  that  ye  fe, 
The  profe  is  not,  as  they  expreffe. 
£  Forfake  me  not,  till  I  dcferve, 
Nor  hate  :ne  not,  till  I  offende, 
Deftray  me  not,  till  that  I  fwerve, 
Bat  fins  ye  know  what  I  entende. 
.  Difjaine  me  not,  that  am  your  owne, 
Refufe  me  not,  that  am  fo  true, 
Miftruft  me  not  till  all  be.knowen, 
Forfake  me  not,  now  for  no  new. 


T&e  lover  lament ctb  his  ffijte,  laitbfute  for  gra: 

JOR  want  of  will  in  wtrt  plaine, 
Under  colour  of  fobernefs, 
Renewing  with  my  fate  my  pajne, 
My  wan  Jiope  with  your  ftedfaftnefti. 
•Awake  therefore  of  gentteneff?, 
Regard  at  length,  I  you  require, 
Myfwelting  painesof  my  defire. 
.,  Betimes  who  geveth  willingly, 
Redoubled  thankes  aye  doth  deferve,    , 
And  I  that  fue  unfainedly, 
Jn  fruitleflc;  hope  alas  do  fterve. 
How  great  my  caufe  is  for  to  fwerve, 
And  yet  how  ftedfaft  is  my  fute, 
jLo  !  here  ye  fee,  where  is  the  frute. 

As  hounde  that  hath  his  keper  loft, 
Seke  I  your  prefence  to  obtaine, 
In  which  my  hart  dcliteth  moft, 
And  fhall  delight  though  I  be.flain. 
You  may  releale  my  hand  of  paine, 
3-ofe  then  the  care  that  makes  me  crie. 
For  want  of  help  or  els  I  dye. 

I  dye  though  not  incontinent. 
By  proceffe  yet  confumingly, 
Is  waft  of  fire  which  doth  relent 
If  you  as  wilfull  will  deny. 
Wherefore  ceafe  of  fuch  cruelty, 
And  take  me  wholy  in  your  grace, 
Which  lacketh  will  to  change  his  place. 


The  lover  ivailetb  bis  cbangedjo\°s, 

IF  every  man  might  him  avav.nt, 
Of  fortunes  friendly  chere, 
VOL.  I. 


It  was  my  felf  I  mufl  it  graunf, 
For  1  have  bought  it  dcre. 
And  derely  have  I  held  allo 
'1'he  glory  of  her  name, 
In  yielding  her  fuch  tribute  lo, 
As  did  let  forth  her  fame. 

Sometime  I  flood  fo  in  her  grace, 
That  as  I  would  require, 
Ech  joy  I  thought  did  me  embrace 
That  furdered  my  defire, 
And  all  thefe  pleafureslo!  had  [, 
That  fancy  might  fupport, 
And  nothing  fhe  did  me  deny, 
That  was  unto  my  comfort. 

I  had  (what  would  you  more  perui.-^ 
Ech  grace  that  I  did  crave, 
Thus  fortunes  will  was  unto  me, 
All  thing  that  I  would  have, 
But  all  to  rathe,  alas  !  the  while, 
She  built  on  fuch  a  ground, 
In  little'fpace,  to  greate  a  guile. 
In  her  now  have  1  found. 

For  (lie  hath  turned  fo  her  whele, 
That  I,  unhappy  man, 
May  waile  the  l  ime  that  I  did  fele> 
Wherewith  ftie  fed  me  then, 
For  broken  now  are  her  behefles, 
And  pleafant  lookes  {he  gave, 
And  therefore  now  all  my  recjueftes, 
From  perill  caonot  fave. 
.  Yet  would  I  well  it  might  appere 
To  her  my  cheife  regard, 
Though  my  defertes  have  been  to  dere 
To  merit  fuch  reward, 
bins  fortunes  will  is  now  fo  bent, 
To  plague  me  thus  pore  man, 
I  mult  iny  felf  therewith  content, 
And  bear  it  as  I  can. 


To  lit  love  thai  has  given  anf-ware  ofrefdfulL 

THE  aunfwere  that  ye  made  to  me  my  deare, 
When  I  did  fue  for  my  pore  hartcs  redreife, 
Hath  fo  appalde  my  countenance,  and  my  chere, 
That  in  ti  is  cafe,  I  am  all  comfortleffe, 
Sins  I  of  blame  no  caufe  can  well  exprefs. 

I  have  no  wrong,  where  I  can  claim  no  right 
Nought  tane  me  fro,  where  I  have  nothing  had, 
Yet  of  my  wo,  I  cannot  fo  be  quite, 
Namely  fins  that  another  may  be  glad 
With  that,  that  thus  in  forrow  makes  me  fad. 

Yet  none  can  claime  (I  fay)  by  former  graunt 
That  knoweth  not  of  any  graunt  at  all. 
And  by  defert,  I  dare  well  make  a  vaunt, 
Of  faithfull  will,  there  is  no  where  that  (hall, 
Beare  you  more  trueth,  more  ready  at  your  call. 

Now  good  then,  call  againe  that  bitter  word, 
That  toucht  your  frend  ib  nere  with  plagues  of 

paine, 

And  fay  my  dere  that  it  was  faid  in  bord. 
Late  or  to  lone,  let  it  not  rule  the  gaine, 
Wherewith  free  will  doth  true  defert  retayne. 
Rr 
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To  his  ladle  )  cruel  over  Ler  yelden  lover. 


SUCH  is  the  courfe  that  natures  kind  hath  wrought, 
That  fnakcs  have  time  to  call  away  their  flings, 
Againft  chain'd  prifoners  what  uede  defence  be 

fought. 

The  fierce  lyon  will  hurt  no  yielding  things; 
Why  fhould  fuchfpightbe  nurfed  then  by  thoughts, 
Sith  all  thefe  powers  are  preft  under  thy  wings, 
And  eke  thou  feeft,  and  reafon  thee  hath  taught, 
What  mifchiefe  malice  many  wayes  it  brings, 
Confider  eke,  that  fpite  avayleth  nought, 
Therefore  this  fong  thy  fault  to  thee  it  fings  : 
Difpleafe  thee  not,  for  faying  thus  (me  thought) 
Nor  hate  thou   him  from  whom  no  hate  forth 

fprings, 

For  furies  that  iti  hell  be  execrable, 
For  that  they  hate,  are  made  moft  miferable. 


'The  lover  complaincib  that  deadly Jicknefs  cannot  help  his 
affedion. 

THE  enemy  of  lyfe,  decayer  of  all  kinde, 
That  with  his  cold  withers  away  the  grene 
This  other  night  me  in  my  bed  did  fynde, 
And  offcr'd  me  to  ryde  me  fever  clene, 
And  f  did  graunt  fo  did  difpair  me  blinde, 
He  drew  his  bowe  with  arrowes  fliarp  and  kene, 
And  ftroke  the  place  where  love  had  hyt  before, 
And  drave  the  fyrft  dart  dcper  more  and  more. 


The  lover  rejoycetL  the  enjoying  of  his  love. 

ONCE  as  methought  fortune  me  kift, 
And  bade  me  alk  what  I  thought  belt, 
And  I  fhould  have  it  as  me  lyil, 
Therewith  to  fet  my  hart  at  reft. 

I  alked  but  my  ladyes  hart, 
To  have  forevermore  myne  owne, 
Then  at  an  end  were  all  my  i'marr. 
Then  fhould  I  nede  no  moi£  to  mone. 
Yet  for  all  that  a  ftorroy  bhi>, 
Had  overturn'd  this  goodly  nay  : 
And  fortune  femed  at  the  iaft, 
Thac  to  her  promife  flie  faid  nay. 
But  like  as  one  out  of  difpiire, 
T<?>  fodeyne  hoape  revived  1  ; 
Now  fortune  fbeweth  her  felfe  fo  Lyre, 
That  I  content  me  wonUerfly. 

My  moft  defyre  my  hand  my  reach, 
My  will  is  alvvay  at  my  hande, 
Me-  nede  not  long  for  to  befech, 
Her  that  hath  power  me  to  comande. 

What  earthly  thing  more  can  I  crave, 
What  would  I  wifh  more  at  my  will; 
N  >thing  on  earth  more  would  I  have, 
bave  that  I  have,  to  have  it  full. 

For  fortune  now  hath  ktpt  h?.r  prorneffc, 
In  grauhtingme  my  moft  defyre, 
Of  my  foveraigne  I  have  redrd's, 
And  1  content  me  with  my  I'.yre.' 


The  lover  ctaflaineth  the  unlinJaefs  of  his  loVi, 

MY  lute  awake  perform  the  Iaft 
Labour  that  thou  and  I  fhall  waft  : 
And  ende  that  I  have  now  begunne, 
And  when  this  fong  is  fong  and  paft, 
My  lute  be  ftyll  for  I  have  done. 

As  to  be  heard  where  eare  is  none, 
As  leade  to  grave  in  marble  ftone, 
My  fong  may  pearce  her  hart  as  foon, 
Should  we  then  figh,  or  fing,  or  mono. 
No,  no,  my  lute,  for  I  have  done. 

The  rocks  do  not  fo  cruelly, 
Repulfe  the  waves  continually, 
As  fiie  my  fuite  and  affection  : 
So  that  I  am  paft  remedy, 
Whereby  my  lute  and  1  have  done. 

Proude  of  the  fpoyle  that  thou  haft  gotte, 
Of  fimple  hearts  through  loves  fliot, 
By  whoine  unkind  thou  haft  them  wonne, 
Think  not  he  hath  his  bow  forgott, 
Although  my  lute  and  I  have  done. 

Vengeance  fhall  fall  on  thy  difdaine 
That  makeft  but  game  on  earneft  payne, 
Think  not  alone  under  -the  funn, 
Unquit  to  caufe  thy  lovers  playne, 
Although  my  lute  and  I  have  done. 

May  chanced  thee  lye  withred  and  old, 
In  winter  nights  that  are  fo  cold, 
Playing  in  vaine  unto  the  moon, 
Thy  wifhes  then  dare  not  be  told, 
Care  then  who  lilt  for  I  have  done. 

And  then  may  chaunce  thee  to  repent, 
The  time  that  thou  haft  loft  and  fpent, 
To  caul'e  thy  lovers  fighe  and  fwone, 
Then  fhalt  thou  know  beauty  but  lent, 
And  wifh  and  want  as  I  have  done. 

Now  ceafe  my  lute  this  is  the  Iaft, 
Labour  that  thou  and  I  fhall  waft, 
And  ended  is  that  we  begonne, 
Now  is  this  fong  both  fong  and  paft. 
My  lute  be  ft  ill  for  I  have  done. 


Ho'w  by  a  tifs,  be  found  both  his  life  and  dnzth. 

NATURE  that  gave  the  bee  fo  feate  a  grace, 
To  finde  honey  of  fo  wondrous  fafhion, 
Hath  taught  the  fpyder  out  of  the  fame  place, 
To  fetch  poyfon  by  ftraur.'ge  alteratioa. 
Though  this  be  ftrange,  it  is  a  icranger  cafe, 
With  one  kifs  by  fccret  operation  ; 
Both  thefe  at  once  in  thoi'e  your  lips  to  finde, 
In  change  whereof,  1  leave  my  hart  behinde. 


The  lover  defcribeth  his  being  taken  ixitlfiglt  of  hi 
love. 

UNWAREI.Y  fo  was  never  no  man  taught, 
With  ftediaft  looke  upon  a  gof.dly  face, 
As  1  of  late,  for  fodaynly  me  thought, 
My  hurt  \vas  torne  out  of  his  place, 
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horow  mine  eve  the  fhoke  fn,m  hers  dyd*  Hide, 
And  down  directly  to  my  heart  it  ranne, 
In  help  whereof 'the  Wood  thereto  did  glide, 
And  left  my  face  both  pp.lt;  and  wanne. 

Then  was  1  like  a  man  for  wo  amazt-d, 
Or  like  the  fowle  that  flytth  into  the  i'yre, 
For  while  that  I  upon  her  beauty  gafed, 
The  more  I  burned  in  my  defire. 

Anon  the  blood  ftart  in  my  face  agayne, 
Inflam'd  with  heat,  that  it  had  at  my  hart, 
And  brought  therewith  throughout  in  every  veine, 
A  quakeing  heat  with  pleafant  ("mart. 

Then  was  I  like  the  ftraw,  when  that  the  flame 
Is  driven  therein,  by  force  and  rage  of  wynde. 
I  can  not  tell,  alafs  !  what  fhall  I  blame, 
Nor  what  to  ftke,  nor  what  to  finde. 

But  well  I  wot  the  grief  doth  hold  me  fore, 
lu  heat,  and  cold,  betwixt  both  hope  and  dreade, 
That,  hut  her  help  to  health  doe  me  reftore, 
Thisieftleffe  lyfe  I  may  not  leads. 


To  his  lover  to  looke  vfion  him. 


in  thy  looke  my  life  doth  whole  depend, 
Thou  hydeft  thy  felf,  and  I  mufc  dye  therefore, 
But  fince  thou  may'ft  fo  eafely  help  thy  frend  -, 
Why  doeil  thou  ftick  to  falvc  that  thou  madeft 

fore  : 

\Vhy  do  I  dye,  fince  thou  mayft  me  defend, 
And  if  I  dye  thy  life  may  laft  noe  more, 
For  each  by  other  doth  live  and  have  reliefe, 
I  in  thy  look,  and  thou  moft  in  my  griefe. 


Tie  lover  cxcujeth  Lim  ofiuoonles,  wbemviib  be  tvas 
charged, 


PERDY  I  fayde  it  not, 
Nor  never  thought  to  doe, 
As  well  as  I  ye  wot, 
I  have  no  power  thereto. 
And  if  I  dyd,  the  lot 
That  firfl  dyd  me  exchange, 
May  never  ilake  the  knot, 
But  ftrayt  it  to  my  payne. 

And  if  I  did  eche  thing, 
That  may  do  harme  or  wo, 
Continually  may  wring, 
My  heart  where  fo  I  goe. 
Report  may  always  ring 
Of  fhame  on  me  for  aye, 
If  in  my  heart  did  fpryng, 
The  words  that  you  doe  fay. 

And  if  I  did,  each  ftarr, 
That  is  in  heaven  above, 
May  frame  on  me  to  mane, 
The  hope,  I  have  in  love. 
And  if  I  did  fuch  warr 
As  they  brought  unto  Troy, 
Bring  ail  my  life  as  farre 
From  all  his  lufl  aud  joye. 


And  if  I  did  fo  fa  ye, 
The  becAity  that  me  bo'unde, 
I'.ncreafc:  from  day  to  day, 
More  cruel  to  my  wounde. 
With  all  the  mone  that  may, 
To  plaint  my  tume  rny  fong, 
My  lyfe  may  loon  decaye, 
Without  redrcffe  by  wrong. 

!f  I  be  clearc  from  thought, 
Why  do  you  then  complayne, 
Then  is  this  tiling  but  fought, 
To  turne  my  hart  to  payne. 

Then  this  that  you  have  wrough.t^ 
You  muft  it  now  redreffe, 
Of  right  therefore  you  ought, 
Such  rigour  to  repreffe. 

And  as  I  have  deferved, 
So  grant  me  now  my  hyre. 
You  know  I  never  fvverved, 
You  never  found  me  Iyer. 

For  Rachel  have  I  ferved, 
For  Lea  carde  I  never, 
And  her  I  have  referved 
Within  my  hart  for  ever. 


Cffucb  as  badforfaken  lint. 

LURE  my  fair  faulcon,  and  thy  fellowes  all, 
How  wejl  pleafant  it  were  your  libertie, 
Ye  not  forfake  me,  that  fayre  mought  you  fall, 
But  they  that  fometime  liked  my  company. 
Like  lyce  away  from  dead  bodyes  they  crall, 
Lo  what  a  proof  in  light  adverfitie, 
But  ye  my  byrds  I  fwear  by  all  your  belles, 
Ye  be  my  friends  and  very  fewe  elles. 


A  d.fiription  of  fuel  a  one  as  be  ivoitld love.     ~.  * 

A  FACE  that  fhould  content  me  wonderous  well, 

Should  not  be  fatt,  hut  loveJy  to  beh'old, 

Of  lively  look  ail  gticfe  for  to  repcll 

With  right  good  grace  fo  would  I  that  it  mould. 

Speak  without  word,  fuch  words  as  none  can  tell, 

Her  trefs  alfo  fhould  be  of  crifped  gold. 

With  wit  and  thefe,  pcrchaunce  1  might  be  tryde 

And  knit  agaiac  with  knot  that  ihould  not  Hide. 


Ho-iU  imfoffille  it  is  tofyndt  quittnejj'e  in  !c<ve. 

EVER  rny  hap  is  flack  and  flow  in  comeing 
D.'fire  encreailng  aye  my  hope  unceri 
With  doubtful  love  that  but  encreafe;h  paine, 
For  tigre  like  fo'fwift  it  is  in  parting. 
Alas  !  the  fnow  black,  mall  it  bee  and  foaMing, 
The  fca  waterles,  andfifh  upon  the  mountain*.-, 
The  Temmes  fhall  baclce  returne  in  her  fountame, 
And  where   he  rofe,  the   funu   fhall    take   her 
lodging. 

Rr  i 
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Ere  I  In  this  finde  peace  or  quietneftt, 

Or  that  love,  or  my  lady  right  wifly, 

JLeavc  to  confpire  again  ft  me  wrongfully, 

And  if  I  have  after  fuch  bitternefs, 

One  drop  of  fvvete,  my  mouth  is  out  of  tafte, 

That  all  my  truffc  and  travell  is  but  wafte. 


Of  love,  fortune,  and  tbs  lovers  minds . 

I..OVE,  fortune,  and  my  minde  which  doe  remember 
Eke  that  is  now,  and  that  once  hath  bene, 
Torment  my  hart  fo  fore  that  very  often 
I  hate  and  envy  them  beyond  all  meafure. 
Love  fleeth  my  hart,  while  fortune  is  depriver, 
Of  all  my  comfort,  the  fooliih  minde  than, 
Burneth  and  plaineth,  as  one  that  very  feldome, 
Liveth  in  reft  fo  ftill  in  difpleafure  ; 
JVIy  pleafant  dayes  they  flete  and  paffe 
And  dayly  doth  myne  yll  change  to  the  worfe, 
"When  more  than  halfe  is  runne  now  of  my  courfe. 
Alas  !  not  of  ftele,  but  of  brittle  glafs, 
I  fee  that  from  my  hand  falleth  my  truft, 
And  all  my  thoughts  are  daflud  into  dull. 


The  lover  praifeth  his  offred  Lart  to  be  received. 

How  oft  have  I,  my  dere  and  cruel  foe, 

"With  my  great  paine  to  get  fome  peace  or  truce, 

Given  you  my  hart  but  you  do  not  ufe, 

In  foe  high  things,  to  caft  your  mind  fo  low. 

If  any  other  looke  for  it  as  you  trow, 

Their  vaine,  weake  hope  doth  greatly  them  abufe, 

And  that  thus  I  difdaine,  that  you  refufe, 

Jt  was  once  mine,  it  can  no  more  be  fo. 

W  you  it  chafe  that  it  in  you  can  find 

Is  this  exile  no  manner  of  confort, 

Nor  live  alone  nor  where  he  is  cald  refort, 

He  may  wander  from  his  natural  kinde. 

So  fhall  it  be  great  hurt  unto  us  twaine, 

And  yours  the  lofs,  and  mine  the  deadly  paine. 


The  lovers  life  compared  to  tie  Alpes. 

LIKE  unto  thefe  unmeafurabJe  mountaines, 
So  in  my  painfull  life  the  burden  of  yre, 
For  hie  be  they,  and  hie  is  my  defire, 
And  1  of  teares,  and  they  be  full  of  fountain es. 
Under  craggy  rocks  they  have  barren  plaines, 
Hard  thoughts  in  me  my  wofull  minde  doth  tire, 
Small  fruite  and  many  leaves  theire  tops  do  attire, 
With  fmall  effecl:  great  truft  in  me  remaines. 
The  boifterous  winds  oft  theire  high  bowes  do 

blaft, 

Hott  fighes  in  me  continually  be  fhed, 
Wilde  beafts  in  them,  firce  love  in  me  is  fed, 
Unmoveable  am  I,  and  they  fledfaft. 
Of  fmging-birds,  they  have  the  tune  and  note, 
And  I  alwayes  plaintes  paffirg  through  my  throtc. 


Charging  of  Lis  love  as  vnfiitcovs  and  loveinv  other, 

IF  amorous  faith,  or  if  an  hart  unfeined, 
I  fwtte  langeur,  a  great  lovely  delire, 
If  honefl  will  kindled  in  gentle  fire, 
If  long  errour  in  a  blind  mafe  chained. 
If  in  my  viiage  eche  thought  diftained, 
Or  my  fparkling  voice,  lower  or  hier, 
Which  fcare  and  fhame  fo  wofully  doth  tire, 
If  pale  colour  which  love  alas  hath  ftained. 
If  to  have  another,  then  my  felf  more  dere, 
If  waleing  or  fighing  continually. 
With  forrow.ful  anger  feJing  bufily 
If  burned  £trr  of  and  if  frifing  nere. 
Are  caufe  thit  I  by  love  my  fclf  deftroye, 
Yours  is  the  fault,  and  mine  the  great  annoy. 


A  renouncing  of  love. 

FAREWELL  love,  and  all  thy  lawes  for  ever, 
Thy  bated  hookes  fhall  tangle  me  no  more, 
Seneca,  and  Plato  call  me  from  thy  lore, 
To  parfit  welth  my  witt  for  to  endever. 
In  blind  error  when  I  did  perfever. 
Thy  fharp  repulff,  that  pricketh  aye  fo  fore 
Taught  me  in  trifles  that  I  fet  noe  ftore, 
But  fcape  forth  thence  fmce  libertie  is  lieffer. 
Therefore  iarewell  go  trouble  younger  harts, 
And  in  time  claime  noe  more  audoritie, 
With  idie  youth  goe  ufe  thy  propertie, 
And  thereon  Ipend  thy  many  brittle  dartes. 
For  hitherto  though  I  have  loft  my  time, 
Me  lift  no  longer  rotten  bowes  to  clime. 


The  l/j-ver  forfaketh  his  unlind  lov'e. 

MY  hart  t  gave  thee  not  to  doe  it  paine, 

But  to  preierve  lo  it  to  thee  was  taken, 

I  ferved  thee,  thee  not  that  I  fhould  be  forfaken, 

But  that  I  fhould  receive  reward  againe. 

I  was  content,  thy  fervant  to  remaine, 

And  not  to  be  repayed  on  this  fafhion, 

Now  fince  in  thee  there  is  no  other  reafon, 

Difpleaie  thte  not  if  that  I  do  refraine. 

Unfatiat  of  my  wo  and  thy  defire, 

Allured  by  craft  for  to  excufe  thy  fault, 

But  fince  it  pleafeth  thee  to  fain  default, 

Farewell  1  fay,  departing  from  the  fire. 

For  he  that  doth  believe  bearing  in  hand, 

Floweth  in  the  water  and  foweth  in  the  land. 


Tit  lever  defcriletb  his  re/tle/ejlate. 

THE  fiameing  Gghes  that  boyle  within  my  bre 
Sometime  break  forth  and  they  can  well  declare, 
The  hartes  unreft,  and  how  that  he  doth  fear, 
The  paine  thereof,  the  griefe,  and  all  the  reft. 
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e  fhattered  eyen  from  whence  the  teares  do  fall 
-Do  feel  fome  force  or  eke  they  would  be  dry, 
The  wafted  fiefh  of  colour  ded  can  try, 
And  fometime  tell  what  fweetnefs  in  the  gall. 
And  he  that  luft  to  fee,  and  to  difcearne, 
-How  care  can  force  within  a  weried  mind, 
-Come  he  to  me  I  am  that  place  afinde, 
'But  for  all  this  noe  force,  it  doth  noe  harme, 
The  wounde  alas  hap  in  fome  other  place, 
From  whence  noe  toole  away  the  fear  can  race. 

But  you  which  of  fuch  like  have  had  your  part. 
Can  beft  be  judge  wherefore  my  friend  fo  dere, 
I  thought  it  good  my  ftate  fhould  now  appere, 
'To  you,  and  that  there  is  no  great  defart. 
And  whereas  you  in  weighty  matters  great, 
Of  fortune  faw  the  fhaddow  that  you  know 
•For  trifling  things  I  now  am  ftricken  foe. 
That  though  I  feel  my  hart  doth  wound  and  beat, 
•I  fit  alone  fave  on  the  fecond  day, 
My  fever  comes  with  whome  I  fpend  my  time, 
In  burning  heat  while  that  fhe  lift  affigne, 
And  who  hath  helth  and  liberty  alway, 
Let  him  thank  God,  and  let  him  not  provoke, 
•jVhave  the  like  of  this  my  painfull  ftioke. 


Ybe  lever  laments  the  death  of  his  love. 

THE  piller  perifht  is  whereto  I  lent, 
The  ftrongeft  ftay  of  mine  unquiet  minde; 
The  like  of  it  no  man  agayn  can  fynde, 
'  From  eaft  to  weft  ft'ill  feeking  though  he  went, 
To  myne  unhappe  forhappe  away  hath  rent. 
Of  all  my  joy  the  very  bark  and  rinde, 
And  I  (alas  !)  by  chaunce  am  thus  affinde, 
Dayly  to  mourn,  till  death  do  it  relent. 
But  fince  that  thus  it  is  by  deftiny, 
What  can  I  more  but  have  a  wofull  hart, 
My  penne  in  plaint  my  voice  in  carefull  crye, 
My  mynde  in  woe  my  body  full  of  fmart, 
And  I  my  felf,  my  felf  alwayes  to  hate, 
T'yll  dreadfull  death  doe  eafe  my  dolefull  ftate. 


lie  lover findetb  f'ghes  to  move  his  fuite. 

GOE  burning  Cghes  unto  the  frozen  hart, 
Goe  break  the  yce  which  pities  painfull  dart, 
Might  never  pierce,  and  if  that  mortall  prayer, 
In  heaven  be  heard  «it  lead  yet  I  defyre, 
That  death,  or  mercy,  end  my  wofull  fmart. 
Take  with  thee  paine  whereof  I  have  my  part, 
And  eke  the  liame  from  which  I  cannot  ftart. 
And  leave  me  then  in  reft  1  you  require, 
Goe  burning  fighs  fulfill  that  I  defire. 
I  muft  goe  worke,  and  fee  my  craft  and  arte, 
For  'truth  and  faith  in  her  is  laid  apart, 
Alas  I  cannot  therefore  now  affayle  her, 
With  pitifull  complaint  and  fcalding  fire, 
That  turn  my  brell  deceivebly  doth  ftart, 


Complaint  of  the  abfence  of  his  love. 

SOE  feeble  is  the  thred  that  doth  the  burden  ftay, 
Of  my  poor  life  in  heavy  plight  that  falleth  in  de 
cay,  [cours, 
That  but  it  have  elfewhere  fome  ayde  or  fome  fuc- 
The  running  fpindle  of  my  fate  anon  fhall  end  his 
courfe.  [part, 
For  fince  the  unhappy  houre  that  dyd  me  to  de- 
From  my  fweet  weale  one  only  hoape  hath  flayed 

my  life  apart, 

Which  doth  perfwade  fuch  words  unto  my  fored 

mynde,  [luck  to  find. 

Maintaine  thy  felfe,  O  wofull  wight,  fome  better 

For  though  thou  be  deprived   from  thy  defired 

fight, 
Who  can  thee  tell,  if  thy  returne  before  thy  more 

delight : 

Or  who  can  tell  thy  lofs  if  thou  mayft  once  recover, 
Some  pleafant  houres  thy  wo  may  wrap,  and  thee 

defend  and  cover. 

Thus  in  this  truft,  as  yet  it  hath  my  life  fuftained, 

But  now  (alas)  I  fee  it  faint,  and  I  by  truft  am 

trayned.  [bende, 

The  tyuie  doth  flete,  and  I  fee  how  the  hours  do 

So  faft  that  I  have  fcant  the  fpace   to  marke  my 

comeing  end.  [his  lite, 

Weftward  the  funn  from  out  the  eaft  fcant  fhewd 

When  in  the  weft  he  hies  him  ftraite  within  the 

dark  of  night 

And  comes  as  faft,  where  he  began  his  path  awry, 
From  eaft  to  weft,  from  weft  to  eaft,  fo  doth  his 
journey  lye.  [here, 

Thy  lyfe  fo  fhort  fo  frayle,  that  rnortall  men  lyve. 
Soe  great  a  weight,  fo  heavy  charge  the  bodyes 

that  we  bere. 

That  when  I  think  upon  the  diftance  and  the  fpace, 

That  doth  fo  farre  divide  me  from  thy  dere  defired 

face.  [quire, 

I  know  not  how  t*  attaine  the  winges  that  1  re- 

To  iyft  me  up  that  I  might  fly  to  follow  my  de- 

fyre.  [fuftyne, 

Thus  of  that  hope  that  doth  my  lyfe  fomethyng 

Alas  1  fear,  and  partly  feel  full  little  doth  remaine. 

Eche  place  doth  bring  me  giiefe  where  1  doe  not 

behold, 
Thofe  lively  eyes  which  of  my  thoughts,  were  wont 

the  keys  to  hold. 
Thofe  thoughts  were  pleafant  fweet  whilft  I  en- 

joy'd  that  grace, 
My  pleafure  paft,  my  prefent  pain,  when  I  might 

well  embrace. 
And  for  becaufe  my  want  fhould  more  my  woe 

increafc, 
In  watch  and  fleep  both  day  and  night  my  will 

doth  never  ceafe. 
That  thing  to  wifhe  whereof  fytjce  I  did  lofe  the 

fight, 
Was  never  thing  that  mought  in  ought  my  wofull 

hart  delight. 

Tii*  uneafy  life  I  lead  doth  teach  me  for  to  mete, 
The  floods,  the  leas,  the  land,  the  hills,  that  doth 
them  imcraiete.' 

Rr  iij 
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Twene  me  and  thofe  fhene  lights  that  wonted  for 

to  clere, 
My  darked  pangs  of  cloudy  thoughts  as  bright  as 

Phebus  fphere  ; 

It  teacheth  me  a!fo,  what  was  my  pleafant  fiate, 
The  more  to  fede  by  fuch  recoid  how   that  my 

vvrlth  doth  bate. 

If  fuch  record  (alas)  provoke  the  inflamed  mynde, 
Which  fprung  that  day  that  1  dyd  leave  the  beft  of 

me  behynde. 

If  love  forgeat  himfelfe  by  length  of  abfence  let, 
Who  doth  me  guid   (O  wofull  wretch)  unto  this 

baited  net  :  [for  me, 

Where  doih  encreafe  my  care,  much  better  were 
As  dumm  as  flone  all  things  forgott,  Hill  abfcnt 

for  to  be. 
Alas  the  clear  chriftall,  the  bright   tranfplendant 

glaffe,  [it  hafe. 

Doth  not  bewray  the  colours  hid  which  underneath 
As  doth  the  acctimbrcd  fpiite  the  thoughtful! 

throwes  difcover,  [we  cover. 

Of  teares  delyte  of  fervent  love  that  in  our  hartes 
Out  by  thefe  eyes,  it  fheweth  that  evermore  delight  ; 
In  plaint  and  teares  to  feck  redrefs,  and  eke  both 

day  and  night. 
Thofe  kindcs  of  pieafures  mofb  wherein  men  foe 

rejoice,  [voice. 

To  me  they  do  redouble  flill  of  ftormy  hfighes  the 
For,  I  am  "one  of  them,  whom  plaint  doth  well 

content,  [lament. 

It  fits  me  well  my  abfent  wealth  me  femes  for  to 
And  with  my  teares  t'  affy  to  charge  rriyne  eyes 

twayne, 
Like  as  my  hart  above  the  brink  is  fraughted  full 

of  payne. 
And  for  hecaufe  thereto,  that  thefe  fair  eyes  do 

treate,  [repeate. 

Do  me  provoke,  I  will  returne,  my  plaint  thus  to 
por  there  Is  nothing  els,  fo  toucheth  me  within, 
"Where  they  rule  all,  and  I  alone,  nought  but  the 

cafe  or  fkin. 

Wherefore-!  fhall  returne  to  them  as  well  or  fpring, 
1  rom  whom  defccnds  my  mortall  wo,  'above  nil 

other  thing. 

So  fhall  myne  eyes  in  paine  accompany  my  hart, 
That  were  the  guides,  that  did  it  lead   of  love  to 

feel  the  fmart.  [p"de, 

The  crifped  gold  that  doth  fcrmount  Appollocs 
'J  lie  lively  ilreames  of  pleafaju  ftarrs  that  under 

it  doth  glyde. 
Wherein  the  beames  of  love  doe  flill  increafe  theire 

heate,  [mcfweat, 

"Which  yet  fo  far  touch  me  to  near  in  cola  to  make 
The  wife  and  pleafent  take,  foe  rare  or  elfe  alone, 
That  gave  to  me  the  cUrtres  g-yft,  that  earft  had 

never  none. 

Be  far  from  me  alas,  and  every  other  thing, 
I  might  forbear  with  better  will,  then  this  that 

did  me  bring. 
Wiih  pleafand  woord  and  cheer,  redrefs  of  lingred 

payne,  [trayne. 

Arcl  wonted  oft  in  kindled  will,  to  vertue  me  to 
Thus  am  I  forc'd  to  hear  and  hearken  after  news, 
My  comfort  fcant,  try  Jarge  dciire  in  doubtful 

truit  renews, 


And  yet  with  more  delight  to  move'  my  wofinl  cafo 
I  muft  complaine  thefe  hands,  thole  arnies,  that 

firmly  do  embrace. 
Me  from  my  felf,  and  rule  the  fterne  of  my  poor 

lyfe, 
The  fweet  difdaynes,  the  pleafant  wrathes,  and 

eke  the  hoiy  flrife. 

That  wonted  well  to  tune  in  temper  juft  and  mete, 
The  rage,  that  oft  did  make  me  err  by  furour  un- 

difcrete.  [hills, 

All  this  is  hid  from  me  with  fharp  and  ragged 
At  others  will  my  long  abode,  my  depe  dyfpayr 

fulfills. 

And  of  my  hope  fometime  ryfe  up  by  fome  redrcffe, 
Jt  ftumhleth  ftraite  for  feable  fuint  my  fear  hath 

fuch  exceffe. 

Such  i*  the  fort  of  hoape,  the  Icfs  for  more  defyre, 
And  yet  I  truft  e're  that  I  dye,  to  fee  that  I  require. 
The  retting  place  of  love,  where  virtue  dwells  and 

and  growes,  [repofejf 

There  1  dclire  my  weary  life  fometime  may  take 
My  fong  thou  ihak  attaine,  to  find  the  pleafant 

plate, 
Where  fhe  doth  live  by  whom  I  live,  may  chance 

jo  have  this  grace. 
When  fhe  hath  read  and  feen,  the  griefe  wherein 

I  ferre, 
Between   her  breft"  fhe  .fhall  the  put,  there  fhaH 

fhe  thee  referve. 

Then  tell  her,  that  I  come,  fhe  fhall  me  fhortly  fee, 
And  if  for  waight  the  body  fayl,  ths  foul  fhall  tQ. 

her  flee. 


The  lover  llameth  li 


•  1 01) e  for  renting  cf  the  letter 
fait  her. 


SUFFISED  not  (mada.me)  that  you  did  teare, 
My  wofull  hart,  but  this  alfo  to  rent, 
The  weeping  paper  that  to  you  I  fent, 
Whereof  ech  letter  was  written  with  a  tear. 
Could  not  my  prefent  paynes  (alas)  fuffife, 
Your  greedy  heart,  and  that  my  heart  doth  feel, 
Torments  that  prick  more  fharper  than  the  iteel, 
But  new  and  new  muft  to  my  lott  aryfe, 
Ufe  then  my  death,  foe  ihall  your  crueltye, 
Spite  of  your  fpyte,  rid  me  from  all  my  fmart, 
And  I  no  more  luch  torments  of  the  hart, 
Feel  as  I  doe  this  ihall  you  gayne  thereby. 


The  lover  curfelb  the  tyme  -when  fyrfl  Lc  fell  in 

WHEN  fyrft  nyne  eye^  did  view  and  mark, 

Thy  fayr  beauty  to  behold, 

And  when  my  ears  lyfned  to  hark, 

The  pleafant  wooids  that  thou  me  toldc. 

I  would  as  then  I  had  been  free, 

From  ears  to  hear,  and  eyes  to  fee. 

And  when  my  lipps  gan  fyrft  to  r.ione, 

Whereby  my  hait  to  thee  was  knowne, 

And  when  my  tongue  dyd  talke  of  love, 

To  thee  that  haft  true  love  dcwne  thrownt. 
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I  would  my  lipps  and  tongue  allot, 

Had  then  been  dumme,  no  deal  to  goe. 

And  when  my  hands  have  handled  ought, 

That  thee  hath  kept  in  memory, 

And  when  my  feet  have  gone  and  fought, 

To  find  and  get  the  company. 

I  would  each  hand  a  foot  had  beene, 

And  i  each  foot  a  hand  had  ieen. 

And  when  in  mind  1  dyd  confent, 

To  follow  this  my  fancies  will, 

And  when  my  hart  did  firft  relent, 

To  taft  fuch  bait  my  life  to  fpill. 

I  would  my  hart  had  been  as  thine, 

Qr  els  thy  hart  had  been  as  myne. 


The  lover  dderminetb  tt  ferve  faithfully. 

«CE  love  will  needs*  that  I  fhall  love, 
very  force  1  muft  agree, 
And  fince  no  chaunce  may  it  remove, 
hi  wealth  and  in  adverfitie. 
I  fhall  alway  my  felfe  apply, 
To  ferve  and  fuffer  patiently. 

Though  for  good  will  I  finde  but  hate, 
And  cruelly  my  life  to  watt, 
And  though  that  ft  ill  a  wretched  ftate, 
Shoi:ld  pyne  my  days  unto  the  laft : 
Yet  I  profofs  it  willingly. 
To  ferve  and  fuffer  patiently. 

Por  fince  my  hart  is  bound  to  ferve, 
''And  \  not  ruler  of  myne  owne, 
What  foe  befall,  tyll  that  I  fterve, 
fey  proofe  full  well  it  fhall  be  knowne. 
That  I  fhall  ftill  my  felf  apply, 
To  ferve  and  fuffer  patiently. 

Yet  though  my  griefe  finde  noe  redrefs, 
But  ftill  encreafe  before  myne  eyes, 
Though  my  reward  be  cruelneffe, 
With  all  the  harme,  happs  can  devyfe, 
Yet  I  profefs  it  willingly, 
To  ferve  and  fuffer  patiently. 

Yea  though  fortune  her  pleafant  face, 
Should  fliew,  to  fet  me  up  alpft, 
•And  flraight  my  wealth  for  to  deface, 
Should  wrythe  away,  as  fhe  doth  oft. 
;-Yet  would  I  ftill  my  felf  applye, 
To  L-rye  and  fuffer  patiently. 

There  is  no  griefe,  no  f inert,  no  wo, 
That  yet  1  feel,  or  after  (hall, 
That  from  this  minde  may  make  me  goe,, 
And  whaifoever  me  befall, 
I  do  profefs  it  willingly, 
To  ferve  and  fuffer  patiently. 


Tie  lover  fufpefied,  LLimcth  III  tongues. 

MISTRUSTFULL  minds  be  moved, 
To  have  me  in  fufpe»St, 
The  truth  it  fhall  be  proved, 
Which  time  lhall  once  detect. 
Though  fa  lined  goe  about,  ( 
Of  ci  inic  to  rue  uccufe, 


At  length  1  do  not  doubt, 
But  truth  fhall  me  excuie. 
Such  fauce,  as  they  have  ferved, 
To  me  without  defert, 
Even  as  they  have  deferved, 
Therecf  God  fend  them  part, 


Tie  lover  comflaindb,  and  Lis  ladle  cowfortdb. 

Lover.  IT  burneth  yet,  alas,  my  heartes  defirc, 
Lady.    What  is  the  thing,  that  hath  inflam'd  thy 

heart  ? 

Lo.  A  certaine  point  as  fervent  as  the  fyre. 
La.  The  heat  fhall  ceafe  if  that  thi  t      :       ^nvert, 
Lo.  \  cannot  ftop  the  ftrvent  ragting  y   . 
La.  What  may  1  do,  if  thy  felf  caufe  thy  fmart  ? 
Lo.  Heare    my  requeft,  and   rew    ray    weeping 

chere 

La.  Widi  right  good  will  fay  on,  lo,  I  thee  here. 
Lo.  That  thing  would  I,  that  rnaketh  two  content, 
La.  Thou  fcekefi,  perchauuce  of  me,  that  1  may 

not. 
Lo.  Would  God,   thou  wouldeft,  as  thou  may  ft, 

well  affent. 

La.  That  I  may  not  the  griefe  is  myne,  God  wot, 
Lo.  But  if  I  feele,  whatfo  thy  woordest  have 

ment. 

La.  Sufpect  me  not,  my  woordes  be  not  forgett. 
Lo.  Then  fay,  alas  !  fhall  I  have  help  or  no. 
La.  I  fee  no  time  to  anfwer,  yea,  but  n. 
Lo.  bay    yea,   dere  hart,   and  Hand  no   more  in 

doubt. 

La.  1  may  not  grant  a  thing  that  is  fo  dere. 
Lo.  Lo  with  delayes,  thou  dryvts  me  lull  aboot. 
La.  Thou  wouldeit  my  death,  it  plainly  doth  ap- 

peare.  [out. 

Lo.  Firtt  may  my  heart  his  blood,  and  life  blede 
La.  Then  for  my  fake,  alas!  thy  will  forbcare. 
Lo.  From  day  to  day,  thus  wailes  my  lyfe  away. 
La.  Yet  for  the  heft,  fufire  fome  fmale  delay. 
Lo.  Now  good,  fay  yea,  do  once  fo  good  a  dede, 
La.  If  I  fayd  yea,  what  fhould  thereof  enfue  ? 
Lo.  An  heart  in  payne  of  luccour  fo  fhould  ipede, 
Twixtyea,  aud  nay,  my  dout  fhnll  flili  renew, 
My  fwete,  fay  yea,  and  do  away  this,  dredc. 
La.  Thou  vf  ilt  nedes  fo,be  it  fo,  but  then  be  trew. 
Lo.  Nought  would  I  elfe,  nor  other  tieafuie  nc.-ne. 
Thus  hearts  be  wonne  by  love,  reqm.'fl>  and 

nione. 


IVLy  love  is  Llinde. 

OF  purpofe,love  chofe  firft  for  to  be  blinde, 
For  lie  with  light  of  that,  that  I  bcholde, 
Vawpuifh't  had  been,  againfl  all  godly  kynde, 
His  bow  your  hand,  and  trufle  fliould  have  un 
fold. 

And  he  with  me  to  ferve  had  been  affindc, 
But,  for  he  blind,  and  retklds  would  him  holde. 
And  ftill,  by  chance,  his  Jiedly  fhokes  bellow, 
With  fuch,  as  I.i-,  I  i-'vc,  aiiJ  LilVr  wo.  ^ 
K  i  u/' 
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To  bii  uiikinds  U-'je 

WHAT  rage  is  this,  what  furor  of  what  kyrme, 
What  power,    what  plage,  doth   vvery  thus  mye 

mindc  ? 

Within  my  bones  to  rankle  is  aflynde, 
What  poifon  pleafant  fvvete. 

L.O  ice  myne  eyes  flow  with  continual  tearcs, 
The  body  ftill  away  flcepleffe  it  wcares, 
My  foode  nothing  my  fainting  itrcngth  repayres 
Nor  doth  my  lim  mee  fuftayne.  :  [turne, 

In  depe  wyde  wound,  the  deadly  ftroke  doth 
To  cureleffe  fkarre  that  never  fhall  returne, 
Go  to,  triumph,  rejoyce  thy  goodly  turtle, 
Thy  frend  thou  doeft  oppreffe. 

Oppreffe  thou  doeft,  and  haft  of  him  no  cure, 
Nor  yet  my  plaint  ho  pitie  can  procure, 
Fierce  tygre,  fell,  hard  rocke  without  recurs 
Cruell  rebell  to  love. 

Once  may  thou  love,  never  be  loved  again, 
So  love  thou  ftill,  and  not  thy  love  obtayne, 
So  wrathfull  love  with  fpites  of  juft  difdaine, 
May  thret  thy  cruell  hart. 


The  lover  blameth  bis  injlant  defyre. 

DXSYRE,  (alas  !)  my  maifter,  and  my  foe, 
So  lore  altered  thy  felfe,  how  maift  thou  fee, 
Some  time  thou  feekeft,  and  dryvesme  to  and  fro, 
Some  time  thou  leadeft,  that  leadeth  thee  and  me, 
What  reafon  is  to  rule  thy  fubje&s  fo, 
By  forced  law  and  mutabilitie  ? 
For  where  by  thee  I  doubted  to  have  blame, 
Even  now  by  hate  agayne  I  doubt  the  fame. 


The  lover  comflaineth  bis  ejlate. 

I  SEE  that  chance  hath  chofen  me, 
Thusfecretly  to  live  in  payne, 
And  to  another  geven  the  free, 
Of  all  my  loffe  to  have  the  gayne, 
By  chance  aflinde  thus  do  I  ferve, 
And  other  have  that  I  deferve. 

Unto  my  felf  ibme  time  alone, 
I  do  lament  my  wofull  cafe,         ; 
But  what  availeth  me  to  mone, 
Since  truth  and  pitie  hath  no  place, 
In  them,  to  whom  I  fue  and  ferve, 
And  other  have  that  I  dcferve. 

To  feke  by  meane  to  change  this  mind, 
Alas,  I  prove  it  will  not  be, 
For  in  my  heart  I  cannot  finde, 
Once  to  refrayne,  but  ftill  agree 
As  bound  by  force  alway  to  ferve, 
And  other  have  that  I  deferve. 

Such  is  the  fortune  that  I  have, 
To  love  them  moft,  that  love  me  left, 
And  to  my  payne  to  feek  and  crave 
The  thing,  that  other  have  poffeft, 
£>o  thus  in  vaii  e  alway  I  ferve, 
And  otijer  have  that  I  deferve. 


And  till  I  may  appeafe  the  ht-ate, 
If  that  my  happe  will  happe  fo  wel) 
To  waylc  my  wo  my  heart  fhall  frcat.3 
Whole  penfif  payne  my  tong  can  tell, 
Yet  thus  unhappy  muft  I  ferve, 
And  other  have  that  I  dcferve. 


Of  his  loiie  called  Anna. 

WHAT  woord  is  that,  that  changeth  not, 

Though  it  be  turnde  and  made  in  twayneP 

It  is  mynne,  Anna,  fi<;d  it  wote 

The  only  caufer  of  my  payne, 

My  love  that  medeth  with  difdaine, 

Yet  is  it  loved,  what  will  you  tnorc, 

It  is  my  falve,  -and  eke  my  fore. 


That  pleafure  is  mixed  ivitb  every  paine* 

VENEMOUS  thornes  that  are  fo  fharpe  and  kene, 
Beare  flowers  we  fee,  full  frcfh  and  fayre  of  hue, 
Poyfon  is  alfo  put  in  medicine, 
And  unto  man  his  health  doth  oft  renue, 
The  fyre  that  all  things  eke  confumeth  clene, 
May  hurt  and  heale  :  then  if  that  this  be  true, 
I  truft  fome  time  my  harm  may  be  my  health, 
Sins  every  woe  is  joyned  with  fome  wealth. 


A  riddle  of  a  gyft  geven  by  a  ladle. 

A  LADV  gave  me  a  gift  fhe  had  not, 

And  I  received  her  gift  which  I  took  not, 

She  gave  it  me  willingly,  and  yet  fhe  would  not» 

And  I  received  it  albeit  1  could  not. 

If  fhe  give  it  me  I  force  not, 

And  if  fhe  take  it  again  fhe  cares  not, 

Confter  what  this  is  and  tell  not, 

For  I  am  faft  fworne,  I  may  not. 


That  f  peaking  or  frofering  fringes  aliva 


SFEAKE  thou  and  fpede,  where  will  or  power 
ought  helpeth,  [by  welth  : 

Where  power   doth  want,  will  muft   be  wonne 
For  nede  will  fpede,  wntre  will  workes  not  his 
kynde,  [fynd. 

And  gayne,  thy  foes  thy  frendes  fhall  caufe  thee 
For  fute  and  golde,  what  do  not  they  obtayne, 
Of  good  and  bad  the  tryers  are  thcfc  waync. 


He  ruletb  nett  though  be  reigne  ever  realmes^  that 
fubjett  to  his  o-wne  lujles. 

IF  thou  wilt  mighty  be,  flee  from  the  rage. 
Of  cruel}  will,  and  fee  ihou  kepe  the  free, 
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tthe  foul  yoke  of  fenfual  bondage, 
lough  thine  empire  ftretchte  to  Indian  fee, 
'or  thy  fear  trembleth  the  fardeth  Thules, 
defyre  have  over  thee  the  power, 
uujc<3:  then  art  thou,  and  no  governour. 
If  to  be  noble  and  high  thy  mind  be  moved, 
2onficler  well  thy  grounde  and  thy  beginning, 
'or  he  that  hath  eche  ftarre  in  heaven  fixed, 
Ind  gives  the  moone  her  homes  and  her  eclipfir.g. 
'  lyke  hath  made  the  noble  in  his  working, 

that  wretched  no  way  may  thou  be, 
Ixbept  foule  luft  and  vyce  doe  conquer  thee, 
All  wer  that  fo  thou  had  a  flood  of  golde, 
nto  thy  thirft  yet  fhould  it  not  fuffice. 
nd  though  with  Indian  ftones  a  thoufand  folde, 
lore  precious  then  can  thy  felf  devife, 
charged  were  thy  backe,  thy  covetife, 
ud  buiy  byting  yet  fhould  never  let, 

wretched  lyfe,  nede  do  thy  death  profet. 


Aether  libertie  by  Icjfe  of  life,  or  life  in  frifon  and 
tbraldoffie,  be  to  be  f  referred, 

KE  as  the  byrde  within  the  cage  inclofed, 
e  dore  unfparred,  her  foe  the  hawke  without 
nxt  death  and  prifon  pitioufly  oppreffed, 
Whether  for  to  thoofe  ftundeth  in  dout. 
Lo  fo  do  I,  which  feke  to  bring  about, 
Which  fhould  be  beft  by  determination 
By'loffe  of  life,  libertie,  or  lyfe  by  prifon. 
O  mifchief  by  mifchief  to  be  redreffed, 
Where  payne  is  belt  there  lyeth  but  little  plea- 

fure, 

By  fhort  death  better  to  be  delivered, 
Then  byde  in  painfull  lyfe,  thraldome  and  dolour. 
Small  is  the  pleaiure  where  much  payne  we  fuf- 

fer, 

Rather  therefore  to  chufe  me  thinketh  wifdome,, 
By  lofs  of  lyfe  libertie,  then  lyfe  by  prifon. 

And  yett  me  thinkes  although  i  live  and  fuffer, 
I  do  but  wayte  a  time  and  fortunes  chance, 
Oft  niany  thinges  do  happen  in  one  bower, 
That  which  oppreft  me  now  may  me  advance, 
1n  time  is  truft  which  by  deathes  grtvaunce 
Is  wholy  loft.     Then  were  it  not  reafon 
By  death  to  chule  libertie,  and  not  life  by  prifon, 
iiut  death  wer  deliverance  where  lif  lengthens 

paine, 

Of  thefe  two  illes  let  fee  now  chufe  the  beft, 
This  bird  to  deliver  that  htre  doth  plaine ; 
"What  Uy  ye  lovers,  which  fhal  be  the  beft  ? 
In  cage  thraldome,  or  by  the  hawke  oppreft  ; 
And  which  to  chufe,  make  plain  conclufion 
By  iofs  of  lyfe  libertie,  or  lyfe  by  prifon, 


dgainjl  Lourders  of  money, 

FOR  fhamefaft  harme  of  great  and  hatefull  nede, 
In  depe  difpayre,  as  did  a  wretch  go, 
"With  ready  corde  out  of  his  life  to  fpede, 
His  Humbling  foot  did  fynde  an  hoorde,  lo, 


Of  gold,  I  fay,  where  he  preparde  this  dede 
And  in  exchange,  he  left  the  corde  tho* 
He  that  hid  the  golde,  and  found  it  nof , 
Of  that  he  found  he  fhapt  his  kneck  a  knot. 


DtfirJption  ofagonne, 

VULCANE  begat  me,  Minerva  me  taught, 
Nature   my  mother,  craft  nourifht  me  yere  by 

yere  [naught, 

Three  bodies  are  my  foode;  my  ftrength  is  in 
Anger,  wrath,  wafte,  an4  noyfe,  are  my  children 

dere. 

Geffe  frende,  what  I  am,  and  how  I  am  wraught, 
Mcnfter  of  fea  or  of  lande,  or  of  els  where 
Know  me,  and  ufe  me,  and  I  may  thee  defend, 
And  if  I  be  thine  enemie  I  may  thy  life  ende, 


Wyat  being  In  prifun  to  Bryan. 

SIGHES  are  my  foode,  my  drink  are  my  teares, 
Clinking  of  fetters  would  fuch  mufike  crave, 
Stink,  and  clofe  ayre,  away  my  life  it  weares, 
Poor  innocence  is  all  the  hope  I  have, 
Rayue,  wynde,  or  weather,  judge  I  by  myne  ears, 
Malice  affautes  that  righteoufneffe  fhould  have, 
hure  am  I,  Bryan,  this  wound  fhall  heale  againe. 
But  yett,  alas !  the  fkarrc  fhall  Hill  remaine. 


Of  di/embling  ivoords. 

THROUGHOUT  the  world  if  it  were  fought, 
Fayre  words  ynonghc  a  man  fhall  fynde ; 
They  be  good  chepe,  they  cofl  right  nought, 
Their  fubftance  is  but  only  wynde  : 
But  well  to  fay,  and  fo  to  meane, 
That  fwete  accorde  is  feldome  fene. 


Of  tie  mean  and  Jure  e/late. 

STAND  whofo  lis  upon  the  flipper  wheels, 
Of  high  eftate,  and  let  me  here  rejoyce, 
And  ufe  my  life  in  quietneffe  eche  dele, 
Unknowne  in  court  that  hath  the  wanton  joyes. 
In  hidden  place  my  time  fhall  flowly  paffe, 
And  when  my  yeres  be  paft  without  annoyfc, 
Let  me  dye  old  after  the  common  trace, 
For  grypes  of  death  do  he  too  hardly  pafs ; 
That  knowne  is  to  all,  but  to  himfelf,  alas! 
He  dyeth  unknown  dafed  with  dreadfull  face. 


The  courtiers  life. 

IN  court  to  ferve  decked  with  frefhe  araye, 
Of  fugarcd  meates  fcling  the  fwete  repaft, 
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The  lyfe  in  bankets  and  fur.dry  kyndes  of  playe. 
Amid  the  prefie  the  worldly  lookes  to  wulle. 
Hath  with  it  joined  of  times  fuch  bitter  tafte, 
That  who  fo  joyes  fuch  kinde  of  life  to  holdc, 
In  prifon  joyea  fettred  with  chaines  of  golde, 


Of  dif appointed  purpofe  by  ncgligenec. 

OF  Carthage  he  that  worthy  warriour, 
Could  overcome,  but  could  not  ufe  his  chance 
And  I  likewyfe  of  all  my  long  endeavour, 
The  fharp  conqueft  though  fortune  did  avance, 
Me  could  I  ufe,  the  hold  that  is  given  over. 
I  unpofieffe,  fo  hangeth  now  in  balance. 
Of  warre,  my  peace,  rewarde  of  all  my  payne, 
At  Mountzon  thus  I  reftlefs  reft  in  Spaine. 


Of  bis  returne  from  Sfayne. 

TAOUS  farewell  that  weftward  with  thy  flremes, 
Turnes  up  the  graines  cf  golde  already  tryde, 
For  1  with  fpurre  and  faile  go  fcke  the  Temmes, 
Gayneward  the  funne  that  fheweth  her  welthy 

pride ; 

And  to  the  towne  that  Brutus  fought  by  dreames, 
l,ike  bended  moon  that  leaves  her  lufty  fyde, 
My  king,  my  country,  I  feke  for  whom  1  live, 
p  mighty  Jove  the  wyndes  for  this  me  gcye. 


Offidaine  trujling. 

DRIVEN  by  defyre  I  did  this  ded, 
To  danger  my  felf  without  caufe  why. 
To  truft'th'  untrue  not  lyke  to  fpedc, 
To  fpeake  and  promife  faithfully. 
But  now  the  proofe  doth  verify, 
That  who  fo  trufteth  ere  he  know, 
poth  hurt  hirnfelf  and  pleafe  his  foe. 


'£)f  tie  mother  that  cat  ler  cllld  at  the  fiege  of  Je- 
rufaletn. 

IN  doubtfull  breft  whyles  motherly  pitty, 
"With  furious  famine  ftandeth  at  debate 
The  mother  faith,  O  child  unhappy, 
Return  thy  blood  where  thou  hadft  milke  of  late. 
"Yel<i  me  thofe  lymmes  that  I  made  unto  thee, 
And  enter  there  where  thou  wer  generate, 
l;or  of  one  body  againft  all  nature, 
To  another  muft  I  make  fepulture. 


Of  tbe  meant  and  fur  e  eftate,  written  to  "John  Paynes. 

"Mv  mothers  maides  when  they  do  fow  and  fpinne, 
'1'hcy  fing  a  fcng  made  ef  a  ikldilh.  moufe,, 


That  for  becaufe  her  livelod  was  but  thinne, 
Would  needs  go  fee  her  towniih  fitters  houfe. 
She  tought  her  felf  endurde  to  grievous  payne, 
The  ftormy  blaftee  her  cave  fo  fore  did  fouie  ; 
That  when  the  furrous  fwimmed  with  the  rayne 
She  muft  lye  cold  and  wet  in  fory  plight, 
And  worfe  then  that  bare  meate  thcr  did  remayne 
To  comfort  her,  when  fhe  her  houfe  had  di^ht. 
Some  tyme  a  barley  conie,  fume  time  a  beane, 
For  which  fhe  laboured  hard  boih  day  and  night. 
In  harveft  tyme,  whyle  fhe  might  go  and  gleant, 
And  when  her  ftore  was  ftroyed  wirh  the  floode, 
Then  welaway  for  fhe  undone  was  clene, 
Then  was  flic  faine  to  take  inftede  of  foode 
Sltpe  if  flic  might,  her  hunger  to  begyle, 
My  lifter,  qtsoed  fhe,  hath  a  living  good, 
And  hence  from  me  fhe  dwelleth  not  a  myle ; 
In  colde  and  ftorme  fhe  lyeth  warm  and  drye 
In  bed  of  downe,  the  durt  doth  not  defyle 
Her  tender  foot,  flie  labours  not  as  I. 
Richfly  fhe  fedes  and  at  the  riche  rnannes  coft, 
And  for  her  meate  fhe  nedes  not  crave  nor  cryv« 
By  lea,  by  land,  <>f  delicates  the  moft 
Her  cater  fekes,  and  fparcth  for  no  perell, 
She  fedes  on  boyld  meate,  bake  meate  and  on  roft, 
And  hath  therefore  no  whit  of  charge  nor  travel! 
And  when  fhe  lift,  the  licour  of  the  grape 
Doth  glad  her  heart,  till  that  her  belly  fwell ; 
And  at  this  journey  makes  fhe  but  a  jape, 
So  forth  fhe  goes,  trufting  of  all  this  wealth, 
With  her  fifter  her  part  fo  for  to  fhape, 
That  if  fhe  might  there  kepe  herfelf  in  health, 
To  live  a  lady  while  her  life  doth  la  ft, 
And  to  the  dore  now  is  (lie  come  by  ftealth, 
.  And  with  her  foote  anone  fhe  fcrapes  full  faft, 
Th'  other  for  feare  durft  not  well  fcarce  appea 
Of  evt;ry  noife  fo  was  the  wretch  agaft 
At  laft,  fhe  aflced  foftly  who  was  there, 
And  in  her  language  as  well  as  fhe  could, 
Pepe  (quod  the  other)  filler  I  am  here. 
Peace   (quod  the   towne   mcufe)    why   fp 

thou  fo  loude, 

And  by  the  hand  fhe  took  her  fayre  and  well, 
Welcome,  quod  fhe,  my  fifter  by  the  roode, 
She  feafted  her,  that  joy  it  was  to  tell, 
The  fayre  they  had,  they  drank  the  wyne  fo  c] 
And  ab  to  purpofe  now  and  then  it  fell 
She  chered'her,  with  how  fifter  what  chere  ? 
Amid  this  joy  befell  a  fory  chance, 
That  welaway,  the  ftranger  bought  full  dere, 
The  fare  fhe  had,  for  as  fhe  lookte  a  fkunce, 
Under  a  Hole  fhe  fpied  two  fleming  eyes 
In  a  rounde  heade  with  fharp  eares  :   In  Franc 
Was  never  moufe  fo  ferde,  for  the  unwyfc 
Had  not  yfene  fuch  a  beaft  before, 
Yet  had  nature  taught  her  after  guyfe 
To  know  her  foe,  and  dread  him  evermore  ; 
The  towne  moufe  fltd,  fhe  knew  whither  to 
The  other  had  no  fhift,  but  wonders  fore, 
Ferde  of  her  life,  at  home  fhe  wifht  her  tho', 
And  to  do,  alas  !  as  fhe  did  fkippe,  [A 

The  heaven  it  would,  lo !  and  eke  her  chai 
At  the  threfholde  her  fely  foote  did  trippe, 
And  ere  fhe  might  recover  it  again, 
The  traytour  cat  had  caught  her  by  the  hip 
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ad  made  'her  there  ngainft  her  will  remayne, 
hat  had  forgot  her  poore  fuertie,  and  reft, 
rfeking  welth,  wherein  fhe  thought  to  raygnc. 
las!  (my  Poynes)  how  men  do  feke  the  btft, 
nd  finde  the  worfe,  by  error  as  they  ftaye  ; 
nd  no  marvel),  when  fight  is  fo  oppreft, 
nd  blinilcs  the  guyde,  anone  out  of  the  way 
oeth  guyde,  and  all  in  feking  quiet  life, 
wretched  myndes  !  there  is  no  golde  that  may, 
raunt   that    you  feek,  no  wane,  no  peace,  r.o 

ftriff, 

'o,  no,  although  thy  head  were  hoopte  with  gold, 
•leant  with   mace,  with  hawbert,  fword,  nor 

'     knife, 

an  not  repulfe  the  care  that  folow  fhould, 
che  kynde  of  lyfe  hath  with  him  his  difeafe, 
ive  in  delites,  even  as  thy  luft  woulde, 
nd  thou  fhalt  finds  when  luft   doth  moft  thee 

pleafe, 

yrketh  ftraight,  and  by  itfelf  doth  fade, 
fmall  thing  is  that,  that  may  thy  minde  appeafe : 
ne  of  you  all  there  is,  that  is  fo  madde 
"o  feke  for  grapes  on  brambles,  or  on  briers, 
or  none  I  trow,  that  hath  a  witte  fo  badde 
b  fet  his  hay  for  conies  over  rivers, 
'or  ye  fet  not  a  dragge  net  for  an  hare  ; 
j\nd  yet  the  thir.g  that  moft  is  your  defire, 
YOU  do  miflike,  with  more  travell  and  care 
like  plaine  thine  heart  that  it  be  not  knotted 
lV-ith  hope  or  dreade,  and  fee  thy  will  be  bare 
From  all  affedlcs,  whom  vyce  hath  never  fpotted ; 
I'hyfelf  content  with  that  is  thee  affyrde, 
and  ufe  it  well  that  is  to  thee  allotted  : 
B'Jien  feke  no  more  out  of  thy  felf  to  fynde 
JThe  thing  that  thou  haft  fought  fo  long  before  ; 
For  thou  faalt  feele  it  flicking  in  thy  myude 
Vlade,  if  ye  lift  to  continue  your  fore, 
Let  prefent  paffe,  and  gape  on  time  to  come, 
And  depe  thy  felf  in  travell  more  and  more, 
Henceforth  (my  Poynes)  this  fhallbe  all  and  fome, 
fhofe  wretched  fooles  fhall  have  nought  els  of 

me  : 

But,  to  the  great  God,  and  to  his  dome, 
None  other  payne  pray  I  for  them  to  be, 
But  when  the  rage  doth  leade  them  from  the  right 
That  looking  backward  vertue  they  may  lee 
tvcn  as  f!ie  is  fo  goodly,  fayre  and  bright ; 
And    whylft    they    clafpe    theyr    lufts    in    armes 

acroffe, 
Graunt  them,  good  Lord,  as  thou  maift  of  thy 

might, 
To  freat  inward,  for  lofing  fuch  a  lofs. 


Oftli  courtiers  life,  written  to  John  Poynes. 

MYNE  own,  John  Poynes,  fins  ye  delight  to  know 
The  caufes  why  that  homeward  I  me  draw, 
And  flee  the  preafe  of  courtes,  \vherefo  they  goc, 
Rather  then  to  live  thrall  under  the  awe 
pf  lordly  lookes,  wrapped  within  my  cloke, 
To  will  and  luft  learning  to  fet  a  law 
It  is  not,  that  becaufe  1  Jtorme  or  mocke 
The  power  of  them  whom  fortune  here  hath  lent 


Charge  over  us,  of  right  to  flrike  the  ftroke  ; 

But  true  it  is,  that  I  have  always  rnent 

Lefs  to  efteeme  them,  then  the  common  fort, 

Of  outward  thinges  that  judge  in  their  entent 

Without  regarde,  what  inward  doth  refort, 

1  graunt,  fome  time  of  glory  that  the  fyre, 

Doth  touch  my  heart,  me  lift  not  to  report. 

Blame  by  honour  and  honour  to  defyre. 

But  how  may  I  this  honour  now  attaine, 

That  cannot  dye  the  colour  blacke  a  Iyer  ? 

My  Poynes,  I  cannot  frame  my  tune  to  fayn. 

To  cloke  the  truth,  for  praife  without  defert, 

Of  them  that  lift  all  vice  for  to  retayne, 

I  cannot  bonour  them  that  fet  theyr  part 

With  Venus  and  Bacchus  all  their  life  long. 

Nor  hold  my  peace  of  them,  although  1  fmarr, 

I  cannot  crouche  nor  knele  to  fuch  a  wronge. 

To  worfhip  them  like  God  on  earth  alone, 

That  are  as  wolves  thefe  fely  lambes  among, 

I  cannot  with  my  woordes  complayne  and  mone. 

And  fuffer  nought  nor  fmart  without  complaint, 

Nor  turne  the  word  that  from  my  mouth  is  gone, 

I  cannot  fpeak  and  looke  hlte  a  faint. 

Ufe  wyles  for  wit,  and  make  defceit  a  pleafure, 

Call  craft  counfaile,  for  lucre  ftill  to  paynt, 

I  can  not  wreft  the  law  to  fyll  the  coffer 

With  innocent  blood  to  feed  my  felf  fatte, 

And  do  moft  hurt  where  that  moft  helpe  I  offer. 

I  am  not  he  that  can  allow  the  ftate, 

Of  hye  Caefer,  and  damne  Cato  to  dye, 

That  with  his  death  could  fcape  out  of  the  gate, 

From  Casfer's  hands,  if  Livy  doth  not  lye. 

And  would  not  live  where  liberty  was  loft, 

So  did  his  heart  the  common  wealth  apply, 

I  am  not  he,  fuch  eloquence  to  boft, 

Tt  make  the  crow  in  finging,  as  the  fwanne; 

Nor  call  the  lyon  of  coward  beaftes  the  moft, 

That  cannot  take  a  moufe,  as  the  cat  can, 

And  he  that  dyeth  for  honger  of  the  golde, 

Call  him  Alexander,  and  fay  that  Pan 

Paffeth  Apollo  in  mufike  many  folde, 

Praife  Syr  Copas  for  a  noble  tale, 

And  fcorne  the  ftory  that  the  knight  tolde, 

Praife  him  for  counfell  that  is  dronke  of  ale. 

Grinne  when  he  laughes,  that  beareth  all  the  fwar, 

Frowne  when  he  frownes,  and  grone  when  he  is 

pale; 

On  others  luft,  to  hang  both  night  and  day, 
None  of  thefe  pointes  would  ever  frame  in  me» 
My  wit  is  nought,  I  can  not  learn  the  way, 
And  much  the  lefs  of  things  that  greater  be. 
That  afken  helpe  of  colours  to  devife, 
To  joyne  the  meane  with  eche  extremitie, 
With  nereft  vertue  ay  to  cloke  the  vyce, 
And  as  to  purpofe  likewifc  it  fhall  fall, 
To  preffc  the  vertue  that  it  may  not  ryfe. 
As  dronkcnnefs  good  felowfhip  to  call, 
The  frendly  foe  with  his  faire  double  face, 
Say  he  is  gentle,  and  curties  therewithall, 
Affirme  that  favill  hath  a  goodly  grace. 
In  eloquence,  and  cruelty  to  name, 
Zeale  of  juftice,  and  change  in  time  and  place, 
And  he  that  fuffereth  offence  without  blame, 
Call  him  pitiefull,  and  him  true  and  playne, 
That  rayleth  rechlcfs  unto  eche  mans  " 
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Say  he  is  rude,  that  cannot  lye  and  fayne. 

The  lecher  a  lover  and  tyranny 

To  be  right  of  a  princes  raigne, 

I  cannot,  I,  no,  no,  it  will  not  be. 

This  is  the  caufe  that  I  could  never  yet 

Hang  on  their  fleves  the  weigh  (asthow  maift/ee) 

A  chippe  of  chaunce,  more  then  a  po.uud  of  wk; 

This  makes  me  at  home  to  hunt  and  hawke, 

And  in  foul  weather  at  my  book  to  fit ; 

In  froft  and  fnow,  then  with  my  bowe  ftalke  ; 

No  man  doth  marke  wherefo  I  ryde  or  goc ; 

In  lufty  leas  at  libertie  I  wajke. 

And  of  thefe  newes  I  feie  no  weale  no  woe, 

Save  that  a  clogge  doth  hang  yett  at  my  hele ; 

No  force  for  that,  for  that  is  ordred  fo, 

That  I  may  leape  both  hedge  and  dyke  full  wele, 

I  am  not  now  in  France  to  judge  the  wyne, 

With  favery  fauce  thofe  delicates  to  feel, 

Nor  yfit  in  Spayne,  where  one  muft  him  incline, 

Rather  then  to  be,  outwardly  to  feme, 

I  meddle  not  with  wittes  that  be  fo  fyne, 

JSJor  Flanders  chere  lettes  not  my  fight  to  deme, 

Of  black  ami  white  nor  taket  my  wittes  away, 

With  beaftlinefs,  fuch  doe  thofe  beaftes  efteme, 

Nor  I  am  not,  where  truth  is  geven  in  pray 

For  money,  pryfon,  and  treafon,  of  fome 

A  common  practice  ufed  night  and  daye; 

But  I  am  here  in  Kent  and  Chrillendome, 

Among  the  mufes,  where  I  reade  and  ryme, 

Where  if  thou  lift,  mine  own  John  Poynes  to  come, 

Thou  fhalt  be  judge,  how  I  do  fpende  my  tyme. 


UoTja  to  life  tlje  court  and  Jnn~Jelf  tberiny  ivritten  to  Syr 
Fraunces  jSryan.  \ 

A  SPENDING  hend  that  alway  powreth  out, 
Had  nede  to  have  a  bringer  in  as  faft, 
And  on  the  ftone  that  ftill  doth  turne  about, 
There  groweth  no  moffe  :  Thefe  proverbes  yet 

doe  laft. 

Reafon  hath  fet  them  in  fo  fure  a  place, 
That  length  of  yeres  their  force  can  never  wafte  : 
When  I  remember  this,  and  eke  the  cafe 
Wherein  thou  ftandft,  I  thought  forthwith  to  write 
(Bryan)  to  thee,  who  knowes  how  great  a  grace, 
In  writing  is  to  counfayle  man  the  right  ; 
To  thee,  therefore,  that  trottes  ftyll  up  and  downe, 
And  never  reils  but  running  day  and  night, 
From  realme  to  realme,  from  citie,  flrete,  and 

towne ; 

Why  doeft  thou  weare  thy  body  to  the  bones, 
And  mighteft  at  home  flepe  in  thy  bedde  of  downe, 
And  drinke  good  ale  fo  nappy  for  the  nones, 
Fede  thyfelf  fatte  and  heape  up  pounde  by  pound, 
Lykeft  thou   not   this?  no,  why?  for  fwine  fo 

groines 

In  ftye,  and  chaw  dung  moulded  on  the  ground, 
And  drivel  on  pearles,  with  head  ftill  in  the  man 
ger, 

So  of  the  harpe  the  affe  doth  heare  the  found, 
So  fackes  of  durt  be  filde.     The  neat  courtier 
So  ferves  for  leffe,  then  do  thefe  fatted  fwine, 
Though  I  feme  leane  and  drye  without  a  moifter, 
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Yet  will  I  ferve  my  prince,  my  lord,  and  thync, 
And  let  them  live  to  fede  the  paunch  that  hit,  ' 
So  may  1  live  to  fede  both  me  and  myne, 
By  God  well  fayd.  But  what  and  if  thou  wift 
How  to  bring  in,  as, faft  as  thon  doeft  fpende 
That  would  I  learne,  and  itfhall  not  be  mift 
To  tell  the  how.     Now  harke  what  I  intende 
Thou  knoweft  well  firft,  who  fo  can  feke  to  plea! 
Shal  purchafe  freudes,  where  .trouth  fhall  but  o 

fentle, 

Flee  therefore  truth,  it  is  both  welth  and  eafe, 
For  though  that  trouth  of  every  man  hath  praife  \ 
Fullneare  that  wynde  goth  trouth  in  great  mifeal 
Ufe  vertue,  as  it  goeth  now  a  dayes, 
In  woord  alone  to  make  thy  language  fwete, 
And  of  the  dede,  yet  doe  not  as  thou  fayes, 
Els  be  thou  fure,  thou  fhalt  he  farre  unmete, 
To  geat  thy  bread,  eche  thing  is  now'fo  fkant,      ; 
Seke  ftill  thy  profit  upon  thy  bare  fete, 
Lend  in  no  wife  for  fear  that  thou  do  want  j 
Unlefs  it  be,  as  to  a  calfe  a  chefc, 
But  if  thou  can  be  fure  to  win  a  cant 
Of  half  at  leaft,  it  is  not  good  to  leefe. 
Learne  at  the  ladde,  that  in  a  long  white  cote, 
From  under  the  ftall  withouten  landes  or  fee, 
Hath  lept  into  the  fhoppe,  who  knowes  by  rote, 
This  rule  that  I  have  tolde  thee  here  before, 
Sometime  alfo  riche  age  begynnes  to  dote, 
Se  thou  when  there  thy  gayne  may  be  the  more, 
Stay  him  by  the  arme  where  fo  he  walk  or  goe, 
Be  nere  alway,  and  if  he  cough  to  fore, 
What  he  hath  fpyt  treade  out,  and  pleafe  him  fo 
A  diligent  knave  that  pykes  his  maifters  purfe 
May  pkafe  him  fo,  that  he  withouten  mo, 
Executrmr  is,  and  what  is  he  the  worfe, 
But  if  fo  chance,  thou  get  nought  of  the  man, 
The  widow  may  for  all  thy  payne  difburfe 
A  riveled  fkinne,  a  ftinking  breath,  what  than  ? 
A  tootheleffe  mouth  fhall  doe  thy  lippes  no  harme: 
The  gold  is  good,  and  though  fhe  curfe  or  banne, 
Yet   where   thee  lift,  thou  mayft  lye  good  and 

warme ; 

Let  the  old  mule  byte  upon  the  brydle, 
Whilft  there  do  lye  a  fweter  in  thine  armc, 
In  this  alfo  fee  that  thou  be  not  ydle, 
Thy  ncce,  thy  cofin,  fifter,  or  thy  daughter, 
If  fhe  be  fayre,  if  hanfome  be  her  middle, 
If  thy  better  hath  her  love  beibught  her, 
Avaunce  his  caufe  and  he  fhall  helpe  thy  nede 
It  is  but  love,  turne  thou  it  to  a  laughter. 
But  ware  I  fay,  fo  gold  the  helpe  andfpede, 
That  in  this  cafe  thou  be  not  fo  unwyfe, 
As  pander  was  in  fuch  a  lyke  dede, 
For  he  the  foole  of  confcience  was  fo  nyce, 
That  he  no  gayne  would  have  for  all  his  payne  ; 
Be  next  thy  felfe,  for  friendfhip  bears  no  pryce. 
Laugheft  thou  at  me  ?  why,  do  I  fpeak  in  vayneB 
No,  not  at  thee,  but  at  thy  thryfty  jeft  ; 
Wouldeft  thou,  I  fhoulde  for  any  loffe  or  gayne 
Change  that  for  golde  that  I  have  tane  for  beft  * 
Next  godly  thinges,  to  have  an  honeft  name, 
Should  I  leave  that  then  take  me  for  a  beaft. 
Nay  then  farewel,  ane  if  thou  care  for  fhame 
Content  the  with  honeft  povertie, 
With  free  tong,  what  thee  miilykes,  to  blame 
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Ind  for  thy  trouth  fome  time  adverfitie, 

therewithall  this  gyft  I  fhall  thee  give, 
jn  this  world  now  little  profperirie, 
^nd  quoyne  to  kepe,  as  water  in  a  five. 


Tbefong  of  *y  op  as  unjinijbed. 

HEN  Dido  feafted  furft  the  wandring  Trojan 

knight, 
om  Junos  wrath  with  ftormes  did  force  in  Li- 

bik  fands  to  light. 
That  mighty  Atlas  taught  the  fupper  Jailing  long, 
With  crifped  lockes,  in   golden  harpe  Jopas  fang 
in  fong:  (and  name. 

That  fome  (quod  he)  that  we  the  world  do  call 
Of  heaven  and  earth  with  all  contentes,  it  is  the 

very  frame  : 
Of   thus,   of   heavenly   powers  by   more  powre 

kept  in  one, 

Repugnant  kindes,  in  middes  of  whom  the  earth 
harh  place  alone,  [and  nourfe, 

Firme,  rounde,  of  living  things  the  mother,  place 
Without  the  which  in  egall  weight  this  heaven 
doth  hold  his  courfe.  [ven, 

And  it  is  calde  by  name,  the  firft  and  moving  hea- 
The  firmament  is  placed  next,  containg  other  feven. 
Of  heavenly  powers  that  fame  is  planted  full  *nd 

thicke, 

As  fhining  lights,  which  we  call  flarres,  that  there 
in  cleave  and  fticke. 
With  great  fwift  fway  the  fyrft,  and  with  his  reft- 
lefs  fours,  [nual  cours. 

Carieth  itfelf,  and  all  thofe  eyght  in  even  conti- 
And  of  this  world  fo  round  within  that  rolling  cafe, 
Two  points  there  be  that  never  move,  but  firmly 

kepe  their  place. 
The  tone  we  fee  alway,  the  tother  (rands  objeft, 
Againft  the  fame  divyding  juft,  the  ground  by  line 
direct.  [th*  other, 

Which  by  ymagination,  drawn e  from  the  one  to 
Toucheth  the  centre  of  the  earth,  for  way  there  is 
none  other,  {not  bright, 

And  thefe  becalde  the  poles,  defcride  by  ftarres 
Artike  the  one  northward  we  fee,  Antartike  tho- 

ther  hight 

The  lyne,  that  we  deyfe  from  thone  to  thother  fo, 
As  axell  is,  upon  which  the  heavens  about  do  go, 
Which  of  water  nor  tarth,  of  ayre  nor  fyre  have 

kinde ; 
Therefore  the  fubflance  of  thofe  fame  were  hard 

for  man  to  find  ; 

But  they  been  uncorupt,  fimple  and  pure  unmixt ; 
And  fo  we  fay  been  all  thofe  ftarres,  that  in  the 

fame  be  fixt ; 

And  eke  thofe  erring  feven,  in  cyrcle  as  they  ftray, 
So  calde,  becaufe  againft  that  fyrfh  they  have  re 
pugnant  way, 

And  fmaller  by  ways  too,  fcant  fenfible  to  man, 
To  bufy  woorke  for  my  poor  harpe,  let  fing  then 

he  that  can, 

The  wydeft  fave  the  fyrft  of  all  thefe  nyne  above, 
One  hundred  yere  doth  afkJ  of  fpace  for  one  de 
gree  to  move  : 


Of  which  decrees  we  make  Jn  the  fyrft  moving 

heaven, 
Three  hundred  and  threescore  in  partes,   juftly 

divided  even  ; 
And  yet  there  is  another  between  thofe  heavens 
two,  [for  now. 

Whofe  moving  is  fo  flye  fo  fiacke,  I  name  it  not 
The  feventh  heaven,  or  the  {hell  next  to  the  ftarry- 
flcye,  [fo  fl*, 

All  thofe  degrees  that  gathered  up  with  aged  pace, 
And  doth  perfourme  the  fame,  as  eld'ers  count 

hath  bene, 
In  nine  and  twenty  yeres  complete,  and  dayrsl- 

moft  fixteen, 

Do  carye  in  his  bought  the  ftarre  of  Saturne  olde, 
A  threatner  of  all  living  things  with  drought,  and 
with  his  cold,  [pale. 

The  fixt  whom  this  conteins,doth  ftalke  with  y  onger 
And  in  twelve  yere  doth  fome  what  more  then 
thothers  vyage  was,  [nigne, 

And  thys  in  it  doth  beare  the  ftarre  of  Jove  be- 
Twene  Saturnes  malice,  and  us  men,  friendly  de 
fending  figne ;  [dayes, 
The  fifth  bcarcs  bloudy  Mars.that  in  three  hundred 
And  twife  eleven  with  one  full  yere  hath  finifti't 
¥        all  thofe  wayes.  [fixe, 
A  yere  doth  afke  the  fourth,  and  howers  therto 
And  in  the  fame  the  dayes  eye,  the  fune  therein 
he  ftickes :  [me. 
The  thyrd  that  governde  is  by  that,  that  governs 
And  love  for  Irve,  and  for  no  love  provokes,  ai 
oft  we  fee.                                  [the  tother, 
In  like  fpace  doth  perfourme  that  courfe,  thatdyd 
So  doth  the  next,  the  next  unto  the  fame,  that 

fecond  is  in  order. 

But  it  doth  beare  the  ftarre,  that  calde  is  Mercury. 

That  many  a  crafty  fecret  fteppe  doth  tread,  an 

Calcars  trye,  [golic 

That  fkye  is  taft,  and  fixt  next  us  thofe  wayes  hath 

In  feven  and  twenty  common  days,  and   eke  the 

third  one ;  [about. 

And  beareth  with  his  fway   the   dyvers  moonc 

Now  bright,  now  brown,  now  bent,  now  full, and 

now  her  light  is  out : 
Thus  have  they  of  their  owne  two  movinges  all 

thefe  feven, 

One,  wherein  they  be  carried  ftill,  cche  in  his 

feveral  heaven  :  [layde 

Another  of  themfelves,  where   theyr  bodies  be 

In  by  waies,  and  in  leffer  roundes,  as  I  afore  have 

fayde,  [the  ftreight, 

Save  of  them  all  the  funne  doth  ftray  leaft  from 

The  ftarry  flcye  hath  but  one  courfe,  that  we  have 

calde  the  eight. 

And  all  thefe  movinges  eyght  are  ment  from  Weft 
to  eaft,  [eaft  to  welt; 

Although  they  feeme  to  clyme  aloft,  I  fay  from, 
But  that  is  but  by  force  of  theyr  firft  moving  fkye, 
In  twife  twelve  howres  from  eaft  to  eaft  that  car- 

rieth  them  by  and  by. 

But   marke  me  well  alfo,   the  moving  of  thefe 

feven,    ,  [heaven  ; 

Be   not  about  the  axletree  of  the  fyrft  moving1 

For  they  have  theyr  two  poles  dire<5Hy  tone  to 

the  tether. 
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jl  praife  of  his  ladle. 

GEVE  place  you  ladies  and  be  gone, 
Boaft  not  your  felves  at  all, 
For  here  at  hande  approcheth  one, 
Whofe  face  will  ftayne  you  all. 

The  vertue  of  her  lively  lookes 
Excels  the  precious  ftone, 
I  wifhe  to  have  none  other  bookes 
To  reade  or  look  upon. 

In  eche  of  her  two  chriflal  eyes, 
Smyleth  a  naked  boy  ; 
It  would  you  all  in  heart  fuffife 
To  fee  that  lampe  of  joye. 

I  think  nature  hath  loft  the  moulde, 
Where  {he  her  fhape  did  take  ; 
Or  elfe  I  double  if  nature  coulde 
So  fayre  a  creature  make. 

She  may  be  well  comparde 
Unto  the  Phenix  kinde, 
Whofe  like  was  never  feene  nor  heard, 
That  any  man  can  fynde. 

In  lyfe  fhe  is  Diana  chaft 
In  trouth  Penelopey, 
In  woord  and  eke  in  dede  ftedfaft ; 
What  will  you  more  we  fay: 

If  all  the  world  were  fought  fo  farre, 
Who  could  finde  fuch  a  wight, 
Her  beauty  twinkleth  lyke  a  ftarre 
Within  the  frofty  night. 

Her  roleall  coulour  comes  and  goes, 
With  fuch  a  comely  grace, 
More  ruddier  too,  then  doth  the  rofe, 
Within  her  lively  face. 

At  Bacchus  feuft  none  fhall  her  mete, 
Ne  at  no  wanton  playe, 
Nor  gafing  in  an  open  ilrete, 
Nor  gadding  as  aftray. 

The  modeft  myrth  that  fhe  doth  ufe, 
Is  mixt  with  fhamcfaftneffe, 
All  vyce  fhe  doth  wholy  reiufe, 
And  hateth  ydlencilV. 

O  lord  it  is  a  world  to  fee, 
How  vertue  can  repayre, 
5 


And  decke  in  her  fuch  modeftie, 
Whome  nature  made  fo  fayre. 

Truely  fhe  doth  as  farre  excede, 
Our  women  now  adayes, 
As  doth  the  jelifloure,  a  wede, 
And  more  a  thoufand  wayes 

How  might  I  doe  to  get  a  graffe 
Of  this  unfpotted  tree  : 
For  all  the  reft  are  playne  but  chaffc 
Which  feme  good  corne  to  bee. 

This  gyft  alone  I  fliall  her  gcve, 
When 'death  doth  what  he  can, 
Her  honeft  fame  fhall  ever  live, 
Within  the  mouth  of  man. 


They  of  the  mean's  eftatt  are  happieft, 

IF  right  be  ract  and  overronne, 

And  power  take  part  with  open  wronge, 

If  feare  by  force  do  yeld  to  fone, 

The  lacke  is  like  to  laft  to  long. 

If  God  for  goodes  fhal  be  unplaced, 
If  right  for  riches  lofes  hys  fhape, 
If  world  for  wifedome  be  embraced, 
The  geffe  is  great  much  hurt  may  hap. 

Among  good  things  I  prove  and  finde, 
The  quiet  lyfe  doth  moil  abound, 
And  lure  to  the  contented  mynde 
There  is  no  riches  may  be  founde. 

For  riches  hates  to  be  content, 
Rule  is  enemy  to  quietneffe, 
Power  is  moft  part  impacienr, 
And  feldomc  lykesto  live  in  peace. 
I  heard  a  heardman  once  compare, 
That  quiet  nights  he  had  mo  flept 
And  had  mo  merydayes  to  fpare, 
Then  he  which  ought  the  beaft  he  kept. 

I  would  not  have  it  thought  hereby, 
The  dolphin  fwimme-1  mean  to  teach, 
Nor  yet  to  learne  the  fawlcon  flye 
I  rowe  not  fo  farre  pail  my 
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it  as  my  part  above  the  reft, 
well  to  wifh  and  well  to  will, 
tyll  my  breath  fhall  fayle  my  breft, 
will  not  ceafe  to  wifh  you  ftill. 


Upon  confidcration   sf  the  jlate  of  tins    life  be 
death. 

HE  longer  life  the  more  offence 
he  more  offence  the  greater  paine, 
fhe  greater  paine  the  leffe  defence, 
he  leffe  defence  the  leffer  gaine  : 
he  lofs  of  gaine  long  yll  doth  trye, 
Therefore  come  death  and  let  me  dye. 
The  fhorter  life,  leffe  count  I  finde, 

lefs  account  the  fooner  made, 
e  account  foon  made,  the  merier  mind, 

merier  mynd  doth  thought  evade  ; 

t  life  in  truth  this  thing  doth  trye, 
erefore  come  death  and  let  me  dye. 
Com  gentle  death,  the  ebbe  of  care, 

ebbe  of  care,  the  flood  of  life, 
he  flood  of  life,  the  joyful  fare, 
he  joyful  fare,  the  end  of  flrife, 
he  end  of  flrife,  that  thing  wifh  I. 

xefore  come  death  and  let  me  dye. 


The  lover  that  once  difdained  love,  is  noiv  Iccomi 
jeSi  being  caught  in  bisfnare. 

b  this  my  fong  give  eare  who  lift 
And  mine  entent  judge  as  ye  will, 
The  time  is  come  that  I  have  mift 

he  thing  whereon  I  hoped  ft  yll, 
And  from  the  toppe  of  all  my  truft 
Myfhap  hath  throwen  me  in  the  duft. 

The  time  hath  been  and  that  of  late, 
My  hart  and  I  might  leap  at  large; 
And  was  not  {hut  within  the  gate 
Of  love's  defiie,  nor  took  no  charge 
Of  any  thing  that  did  pertaine, 
As  touching  love  in  any  paine. 

My  thought  was  free  my  hart  was  lyght 
I  marked  not  who  loft,  who  faught, 
I  plaide  by  day,  1  flept  by  night, 
I  forced  not,  who  wept,  who  laught, 
My  thought  from  all  fuch  things  was  free, 
And  I  my  felt"  at  libertie. 

I  toke  no  hede  to  tauntes  nor  toys 
As  leef  to  fee  them  frowne  as  fmyle, 
Where  fortune  laught  1  fcornde  their  joyes 
I  found  their  fraudes  and  every  wyle, 
And  to  my  felf  oft  tymes  I  fmyled. 
To  fee  how  love  had  them  begiled. 

Thus  in  the  net  of  my  conceit, 
I  malked  frill  among  the  fort 
Of  fuch  as  fed  upon  the  hayte 
That  Cupi'le  laide  for  his  difport, 
And  t-ver  :<s  I  fuw  them  caught 
1  them  beheld  and  thereat  laught. 


AND    SONETTES. 

'  rill  at  the  length  when  Cupide  fpied 
My  fcornefnl  wyll  and  fpiteful  ufe, 
And  how  I  pafl  not  who  was  tyed 
So  that  my  felf  myght  ftill  live  loft, 
He  fet  himfelf  to  lye  in  waite 
And  in  my  way  he  threw  a  baite. 
Such  one  as  nature  never  made 
I  dare  well  fay  fave  fhe  alone, 
''jct       Such  one  fhe  was  as  would  invade 

A  hart  more  hard  then  marble  ftone. 
Such  one  fhe  is,  I  know  it  right, 
Her  nature  made  to  fhew  her  might. 

Then  as  a  man  in  a  mafe 
When  ufe  of  reafon  is  away, 
I  began  to  ftare  and  gafe 
And  fodeinly,  without  delay 
Or  ever  I  had  the  wit  to  loke 
I  fwallowed  up  both  bait  and  hocke. 

Which  daily  grieves  me  more  and  mere 
By  fundry  fortes  of  careful  wo, 
And  none  alive  may  falve  the  fore 
But  only  fhe  that  hurt  me  fo, 
In  whom  my  lyfe  dothe  now  confift 
To  fave  or  flay  me  as  fhe  lyft. 

But  feeyng  now  that  I  am  caught 
And  bounde  fo  faft  I  cannot  flee. 
Be  ye  by  myne  enfample  taught 
That  in  your  fanfies  fele  you  free 
Dtfpyfe  not  them  that  lovers  are 
Left  you  be  caught  within  his  fnare. 


•yw- 


Hiirpalus  complaint  of  Pbilliades  love  BeJloiveJ  en  Co' 
riti,  ivbo  loved  ber  not,  and  denied  him  that  loved 
her. 

PHILUDA  was  a  fayre  mayde 

As  frefli  as  any  flowre 

Whom  Harpalus  the  heardman  prayde 

To  be  his  paramour. 

Harpalus  and  eke  Corin 
Were  herdmen  both  yfere  : 
And  Phillida  could  twift  and  fpinne, 
And  thereto  fing  full  clere 

But  Phillida  was  all  to  coy 
For  Harpalus  to  winne, 
For  Corin  was  her  only  joy 
Who  forft  her  not  a  pinne. 

How  often  would  fhe  flowers  twine, 
How  often  garlandes  make 
Of  couflips  and  of  columbine, 
And  all  for  Corins  fake. 

But  Corin  he  had  hawkes  to  lure 
And  forced  more  the  field, 
Of  lovers  law  he  took  no  cure 
For  once  he  was  begylde. 

If  Harpalus  prevayled  mought, 
His  labour  all  was  loft, 
For  he  was  fartheft  from  her  thought, 
And  yet  he  loved  her  moft. 

Therefore  waxt  he  both  pale  and  leanc 
And  dryc  as  clod  of  clay, 
His  flefli  it  was  confumtd  clcane, 
His  colour  gone  away. 
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Kis  beard  it  had  not  long  be  (have, 
His  heare  hong  all  unkempt, 
A  man  mod  fit  even  for  the  grave 
Whom  fpitefull  love  had  fpent. 

His  eyes  were  read,  and  all  forewatched, 
His  face  befprent  with  teares, 
It  femde  unhap  had  him  long  hatched, 
In  middes  of  hys  difpayres. 

His  cloaths  were  black  and  alfo  bare, 
As  one  forlorne  was  he, 
Upon  his  head  he  alwaies  ware 
A  wreathe  of  willowe  tree, 

His  beaftes  he  kept  upon  a  hill, 
And  he  fate  in  the  dale, 
And  thus  with  fighs  and  forrows  fhrill 
He  gan  to  tell  his  tale. 

Oh  Harpalus  (thus  would  he  fay) 
Unhappieft  under  fonn, 
The  caufe  of  thine  unhappy  day 
By  love  was  fyrft  begunne. 

For  thou  wentft  fir  ft  by  fute  to  feeke 
A  tygre  to  make  tame. 
That  fettes  not  by  thy  love  a  leeke 
But  makes  thy  griefe  her  game. 
As  eafy  it  were  for  to  convert 
The  froft  into  the  flame, 
AS  for  to  turne  a  froward  hart, 
Whom  thou  fo  feign  wouldeft  frame. 

Corin  he  liveth  carelefle, 
He  leapes  among  the  leaves, 
He  eates  the  fruites  of  thy  redreffe. 
Thou  reapes,  he  takes  the  {heaves. 

My  beaftes  awhile  your  fobde  refraine, 
Andharke  your  heardfman'sfounde  ; 
Whome  fpightful  love  alas  !  hath  flayne, 
Through  gyrt  with  many  a  wounde . 

O  happly  be  ye  beaftes  wild, 
That  here  your  paftures  takes; 
I  fee  that  ye  be  not  begylde, 
Of  thefe  your  faithful  mates. 

The  hart  he  feedeth  by  the  hinde, 
The  buck  hard  by  the  do  ; 
The  turtle  dove  is  not  unkinde. 
To  him  that  loves  her  fo. 

The  ewe  fhe  hath  by  her  the  ramme, 
The  young  cow  hath  the  bull; 
The  calfe  with  many  a  Infty  lambe, 
Doe  feed  their  hunger  full. 

But  well  away  that  nature  wrought 
Thee  Phillida  foe  faire ; 
For  I  may  fay  that  I  have  bought 
Thy  beauty  all  to  deare. 

What  reafon  is  that  crueltie, 
With  beauty  fhould  have  part : 
Or  elfe  that  fuch  great  tyranny, 
Should  dwell  in  woman's  hart. 

I  fee  therefore  to  fhappe  my  death 
She  cruelly  ispreft. 

To  th*  ende  that  I  may  want  my  breath, 
My  days  been  at  the  beft. 

O  Cupide,  graunt  this  my  requeft, 
And  do  not  itoppe  thine  eares ; 
That  fhe  may  feel  within  her  breft, 
The  paynes  of  my  defpayres. 

Of  Corin  that  is  carelefle 
That  fhe  may  crave  her  fee, 


As  I  have  done  in  great  diflreffe 
That  loved  her  faithfully. 

But  fince  that  I  (hall  dye  her  flave, 
Her  flave  and  eke  her  thrall ; 
Write  yoa  my  friendes  upon  my  grave, 
This  chaunce  that  is  befall. 

Here  lycth  unhappy  Harpalus, 
By  cruell  love  now  flaine ; 
Whom  Philjidaunjuftly  thus, 
Hath  murdred  with  diidaine. 


Of  the  death  of  Philips. 

BEWAILE  with  me  all  ye  that  have  profeft        t 
Of  muficke  th'  arte,  by  touch  of  coarde  or  wind, 
Lay  down  your  lutes  and  let  your  gytterns  reft  ' 
Philips  is  .dead  whofe  like  you  cannot  fynde, 
Of  muficSe  much  exceeding  all  the  reft  ; 
Mufes  therefore  of  force  now  muft  ye  wreft 
Your  pleafant  notes  into  another  founde, 
The  firing  is  broke,  the  lute  is  difpoffeft, 
The  hande  is  colde,the  body  in  the  ground, 
The  lowring  lute  lamenteth  now  therfore, 
Philips  her  frende,  that  can  her  touche  no  more. 


'That  all  things  fome time  fnde  eafe  of  tlyr  p 
only  the  loiter, 

\  S£E  there  is  no  fort 
Of  things  that  live  in  griefe, 
Which  at  fometime  may  not  refort 
Whereas  ttay  have  reliefe, 

The  ftricken  dere  by  kinde 
Of  death  that  ftands  in  awe, 
For  his  recure  an  herb  can  fynde. 
The  arrowe  to  withdrawe. 

The  chafed  dere  hath  foyle, 
To  coole  him  in  his  heate  ; 
The  affe  after  his  wery  toyle, 
"n  ftable  is  up  fet. 

The  cony  hath  his  cave, 
The  little  byrd  his  neft, 
From  heate  and  colde  themfelves  to  fave, 
At  all  times  as  they  lift. 

The  owle  with  feble  fight, 
yes  lurking  in  the  leaves, 
The  fparrow  in  the  frofly  night 
vlay  fhroude  her  in  the  eaves. 
Jut  wo  to  me,  alas, 
n  funne  nor  yet  in  fhade, 
cannot  find  a  refting  place, 
Vly  burden  to  unlade. 
But  day  by  day  ftill  beares 
"he  burden  on  my  backe, 
With  weeping  eyen  and  watry  teares> 
To  holde  my  hope  aback. 

All  things  I  fee  have  place, 
therein  they  bowe  or  bende, 
ave  this,  alas,  my  woful  cafe, 
Which  no  where  fyndeth  ende. 


SONGES    AND    SONETTES. 


of  Cup'ide  up&n  tie  fort  -where  the  levers  bart 
lay  wounded^  and  bow  bt  luat  tjifn. 

WHEN  Cupide  fcaled  fyrft  the  fort, 
Wherein  my  heart  lay  wounded  lore, 
The  batry  was  of  fuch  a  fort 
That  I  muft  yelde  or  dye  therefore. 

There  faw  I  love  upon  the  wall, 
rlow  he  his  banner  dyd  dyfplay, 
Alarme,  alarme,  he  'gan  to  call, 
JAnd  bade  his  fouldiours  kepe  aray. 

The  armes  the  which  that  Cupide  bare, 
iVere  pearced  heartes  with  tears  befprent, 
n  filver  and  fable  to  declare 
The  ftedfaft  love  he  always  ment. 

There  myght  you  fee  his  hand  all  dreft, 
n  colours  like  to  whyte  and  blacke, 
iVith  powder  and  with  pellets  preft, 
To  bring  the  forte,  to  fpoyle  and  facke. 

Good  while  the  maifter  of  the  fhot, 
jtoode  in  the  rampyre  brave  and  proude, 
'or  Ipence  of  powder  he  fpared  not, 
pjaulte,  affaulte,  to  cry  aloude. 

There  myght  you  heare  the  cannons  rore, 
iche  piece  dyfcharged  a  lover's  looke, 
Vhich  had  the  power  to  rent,  and  tore 
n  any  place  whereas  they  tooke. 

And  even  with  the  trumpets  fowne, 
The  fcaling  ladders  were  up  fet, 
And  beauty  walked  up  and  downe, 
IflWith  bow  in  hand  and  arrowes  whet. 
I    Then  fyrft  defyre  began  to  fcale 
find  fhrowed  him  under  his  targe, 
A.S  one  the  worrhicft  of  them  all, 
Arid  apteft  for  to  give  the  charge, 
i    Then  pufhed  fouldiours  with  theyr  pykes, 
And  holbarders  with  handy  ftrokes, 
The  hargabnihe  in  fleihe  it  lightes, 
!  And  dims  the  ayre  with  mifty  fmokes. 

And  as  it  is  now  fouldiers  ufe, 
When  fhot  and  powder  gins  to  want, 
I  hanged  up  my  flag  of  truce, 
|k  And  pleaded  for  my  lyves  graunt. 

When  fancy  thus  had  made  her  breache, 
|  Ami  bcLuty  entred  with  her  bande, 
With  bag  and  baggage  fely  wretch, 

yelded  into  beauties  hand. 

Then  beauty  bad  to  blow  retrete, 
And  every  fouldiour  to  retyre, 
And  mercy  mylde  with  fpede  to  fet 
Vie  captive  bound  as  prifoner. 

Madame  (quoth  I)  fith  that  this  day 
rlath  ferved  you  at  all  affayes, 

yeldc  to  you  without  delay, 
tiere  of  the  fortreffe  all  the  kayes. 

And  fith  that  I  have  been  the  marke, 
At  whom  you  (hot  at  with  your  eye, 
tHedes  mutt  you  with  your  handy  warke, 
Or  faive  my  fore,  or  let  me  dye. 


The  aged  lover  renouncetl  love. 

,OTHE  that  I  dyd  love, 
youth  that  I  thought  fwete, 
Vot.  I. 


As  time  requires  for  my  behove, 
Methinks  they  are  not  mete. 

My  luftes  they  do  me  leave, 
My  fancies  all  are  fled, 
And  tract  of  time  begynnes  to  weave 
Gray  heares  upon  my  hed. 

For  age  with  ftealing  fteppes 
Hath  clawdc  me  with  his  crouche, 
And  lufty  lyfe  away  fhe  leapes 
As  there  had  been  none  fuch. 

My  mufe  doth  not  delight 
Me  as  fhe  dyd  before, 
My  hand  and  pen  are  not  in  plight, 
As  they  have  been  of  yore. 

For  reafon  me  denyes 
This  youthly  ydle  ryme. 
And  day  by  day  to  me  cryes, 
Leave  of  thefe  toyes  in  tyme. 

The  wrinkles  in  my  browe, 
The  furrows  in  my  face, 
Say  lymping  age  will  lodge  hym  now, 
Where  youth  muft  geve  him  place. 

The  harbinger  of  death, 
To  mej  fee  him  ride, 
The  cough,  the  cold,  the  gafping  breath 
Doth  byd  me  to  provyde. 

A  pickax  and  a  fpade, 
And  eke  a  fhrowding  fhete, 
A  houfe  of  clay  for  to  be  made, 
For  fuch  a  geaft  moft  mete. 

Methinkes  1  hear  the  clarke 
That  knoles  the  carefull  knell, 
And  byddes  me  leave  my  woful  warke, 
Ere  nature  me  compell. 

My  kepers  knit  the  knot, 
That  you'h  did  laugh  to  flcorne, 
Of  me  that  cleane  fhall  be  forgot, 
As  I  had  not  been  borne. 

Thus  muft  I  youth  geve  up, 
Whofe  badge  I  long  dyd  weare, 
To  them  I  yelde  the  wanton  cup, 
That  better  may  it  beare. 

Lo,  here  the  bare  hed  fkull, 
By  whofe  baide  figne  I  know, 
That  ftoupingage  away  mail  pull, 
Which  youthful  yeres  did  fowe. 

For  beauty  with  her  band 
Thefe  croked  cares  hath  wrought, 
And  fhipped  me  into  the  land, 
From  whence  I  fyrft  was  brought. 

And  ye  that  byde  behinde, 
Have  ye  none  other  truft 
As  ye  of  clay  were  caft  by  kynd, 
So  (hall  ye  waftc  to  duft. 


Of  tie  dsati  of  Sir  Thomas  Wyattle  Elder. 
Lo,  dead !   he  lives,  that  whilome  livfid  here. 
Among  the  dead,  that  quick  goes  on  the  ground. 
Though  he  be  dead,  yet  quick  he  doth  appearc 
By  lively  name,  that  death  cannot  confound, 
His  lyfe  for  ay  of  fame  the  trump  mall  found. 
Though  he  be  dead,  yet  lives  he  here  alive, 
Thus  can  no  death  from  Wyat  life  ds^rivs. 

C     I* 
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Of  a  new  married fiudient  that  plaicd  fafl  or  lofe. 

A  STUDIENT,  at  his  boke  fo  plaft, 
That  wclth  he  might  have  wonne, 
From  boke  to  wife  did  flete  in  haft, 
From  welth  to  wo  to  runne, 
Now,  who  hath  plaid  a  feater  caft, 
Since  jugling  firft  begonne  ? 
In  knitting  of  himfelf  fo/rf/?, 
Himfelf  he  hath  undonne. 


Tie  lover  in  Jeff  are,  lamentdh  his  caff. 
APIEU,  defert,  how  art  thou  fpent  ? 
Ah  !  dropping  tears,  how  do  ye  wafh  ? 
Ah  !  fcalding  fighes,  how  be  yee  fpent. 
To  pricke  them  forth  that  will  not  hafte  ? 
Ah  !  pained  hart,  thou  gapft  for  grace, 
Even  then  where  pitie  hath  no  place. 

As  eafy  it  is  the  ftony  rocke 
From  place  to  place  for  to  remove, 
As  by  thy  plaint  for  to  provoke 
A  frozen  hart  from  hate  to  love  : 
What  fhould  I  fay  ?  Such  is  thy  lott, 
To  fawne  on  them  that  force  thee  not. 

Thus  rnayft  thou  fafely  fay  and  fweare, 
That  rigour  raigneth  and  ruth  doth  faile, 
In  thankleffe  thoughts  my  thoughts  do  weare  ; 
Thy  truth,  thy  faith  may  nought  availe  ; 
For  thy  good  will,  why  fhould  thou  fo ; 
Still  graft  where  grace  it  will  not  grow. 

Alas  \  poor  hart,  thus  haft  thou  fpent 
Thy  flowring  time,  thy  pleafant  yeres, 
With  fighing  voice  wepe  and  lament ; 
For  of  thy  hope  no  fruite  apperes  : 
Thy  true  meaning  is  paid  with  fcorne, 
That  ever  foweth  and  reapeth  no  corne. 

And  where  thou  feekcft  a  quiet  port, 
Thou  doft  but  weigh  againft  the  winde ; 
For  where  thou  gladdeft  wouldft  refort, 
There  is  no  place  for  thee  affinde  : 
Thy  deftiny  hath  fett  it  fo, 
That  thy  true  hart  fhould  caufe  thy  wo. 


Of  Us  maiftrej/e,  M.  B. 

IN  bayes  I  boaft,  whofe  branche  I  beare, 

Such  joy  therein  I  finde, 
That  to  the  death  I  fhall  it  weare, 

To  eafe  my  careleffe  minde. 
In  heat,  in  cold,  both  night  and  day, 

Her  virtue  may  be  fene, 
When  other  fruits  and  flowers  decay, 

The  bay  yett  grows  full  green  ; 
Her  beries  fede  the  birdes  full  oft ; 

Her  leves  fwete  water  make, 
Her  bowes  be  fet  in  every  loft 

For  their  fwete  favours  fake  : 
The  birdes  do  fhroud  them  from  the  cold, 

In  her  we  daily  fe«  ; 
And  men  made  arbers  as  they  would, 

Under  the  pleafant  tree. 


It  doth  me  good  when  I  repaire 

There,  as  thefe  bayes  do  grow, 
Where  oft  I  walk  to  take  the  air, 

It  doth  delight  me  fq. 
But  lo  I  ftand,  as  I  were  dumme, 

Her  beauty  for  toblafe, 
Wherewith  tny  fprites  be  overcome, 

So  long  thereon  I  gafe. 
At  laft  I  turne  unto  my  walke, 

In  paffmg  to  and  fro, 
And  to  my  falfe  1  fmile  and  talk, 

And  then  away  I  go, 
Why  fmileft  thou  ?  fay  lookers  on, 

What  pleafure  haft  thou  found? 
With  that  I  am  as  cold  as  ftone, 

And  ready  for  to  founde. 
Fie,  fie  for  fhame,  fayth  fanfie  than, 

Pluck  up  thy  fainted  hart, 
And  fpeak  thou  boldly  like  a  man. 

Shrink  not  for  little  fmart, 
Whereat  I  blufh  and  change  my  cheare 

My  fenfes  wax  fo  weak, 

0  God,  think  I,  what  make  I  here, 
That  never  a  word  may  fpeake  : 

1  dare  not  figh,  left  I  be  heard, 

My  iokes  I  flyly  caft, 
And  ft  ill  I  ftand,  as  out  were  fcard, 

Untill  my  ftormes  be  paft. 
Then  happy  hap  doth  me  revive, 

The  blood  comes  to  my  face  ; 
A  merrier  man  is  not  alive, 

Then  I  am  in  that  cafe 
Thus  after  forow  ieke  I  reft  ; 

When  fled  is  fancies  fitt : 
And  though  I  be  a  homely  gcft, 

Before  the  bays  I  fit; 
Where  I  do  watch  till  leaves  do  fall : 

When  winde  the  tree  doth  fhake, 
Then,  though  my  branche  be  very  fmul! 

My  leafe  away  I  take, 
And  then  I  go  and  clap  my  handes, 

My  heart  doth  leap  for  joy. 
Thefe  bayes  do  eafe  me  from  my  band?, 

That  long  did  me  annoy  ; 
For  when  I  do  behold  the  lame, 

Which  makes  fo  fair  a  ftiow, 
I  find  therein  my  maiftrefs  name, 

And  lee  her  virtues  grow. 


A  pralfc  ofMaiJlre/e  R. 

I   HEARD  when  fame  with  thundring  voice  dii 

fummon  to  appear 
The  chief  of  nature's  children  all,  that  kind  hath 

placed  here. 
To  view  what  brute  by  virtue  got  their  lives  could 

juftly  crave; 
And  bad  them  fhew  what  praife  by  truth  they 

worthy  were  to  have  : 
Wherewith  I  faw  how  Venus  came  and  put  her  felt 

in  place, 
And  gave  her  ladies  leave  at  large  to  ftand  and 

plead  their  ctfc : 


SONGES    AND 

one  was  cu'Ied  by  name  a  row,  in  that  afTsm- 

bly  there, 
That  hence  are  gone  or  here  remains,  in  court  or 

other  where  : 
A  folemti  filen.ce  was  proclaim'd,  the  judges  fat 

and  heard 
What  truth  could  tell,  or  craft  could  fain,  and  who 

fhould  be  prefer'd  : 
Then  beauty  flept  before  the  bar,  whofe  brefl  and 

neck  was  bare, 
With  hair  truft  up,  and  on  her  head  a  caul  of  gold 

{he  ware. 

Thus  Cupids  thralles  began  the  flock,  whofe  hun 
gry  eyes  did  fay, 
That  (he.  had  ftained  all  the  dames,  that  prefent 

were  that  day.  ,         . 

For  ere.  (he  fpake  with  \vhifpering  words,    the 

praife  was  fild  throughout, 
And  fancy  forced  common  voice,  thereat  to  give  a 

fhput.  >     , 

Which  cried  to  fame  take  forth  thy  trump,  and 

found  her  praife  on  hy, 

That  glads  the  heart  of  every  wight,  that  her  be 
holds  with  eye. 

What  ftir  and  rule   (quod  order  than)  do  thefe 
,    .       rude  people,  make  ? 
We  hold  her  beft  that  (hall   deferve  a  praife  for 

virtues  fake. 
This  fentence   was   no  fooner  faid,  but  beauty 

therewith  blufhj:, 
The  noife  did  ceafe,  ,the  hal  was  fl.111  and  every 

thing  was  liufnt. 
Then   finenefs  thought  by  training  talk  to  win 

that  beauty  loft, 
And  whet  her  tongue  with  jolly  words,  and  fpar- 

red  for  no  coft  ; 
Yet  wantonciTe  could  not  abide,  but  broke  her 

tale  in  haft, 
And  pee'vilh  pride  for  peacocks   plumes  would 

needs  be  hieft  plaft. 
And  therewithal  came  curioufneffe  and  carped  out 

of  frame, 
The  audience  iaught  to  hear  the  ftrife,  as  they 

beheld  the  lame. 
Yet  reafon  foon  appeas'd  the  brute,  her  reverence 

made  and  done, 
She  purchafed  favour  for  to  fpeak,  and  thus  her 

tale  begun. 
Since  bounty  fhall  the  garland  wear,  and  crowned 

be  by  fame, 
O  happy  judges  call  for  her,  for  fhe  deferves  the 

fame. 
Where  temperance  governs  beauties  flowers,  and 

glory  is  not  fought, 
And  (hamefaced  meekneffe  maftreth  pride,  and 

virtue  dwells  in  thought : 
Jfeid  her  come  forth,  and  Ihew  her  face,  or  elfe  af- 

fent  each  one, 
That  true  report  (hall  grave  her  name  in  gold  or 

marble-ftone. 
For  all  the  world  to  read  at  will  what  worthy- 

nefle  doth  reft, 

In  perfed  pure  unfpotted  life,  which  fhe  hath 
here  poffeft. 
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Then  (kill  rofe   up  and  fought   the  praife,  to  fiud 

that  if  he  might, 
Aperfonof  fiich  h/>neft  name,    that  men   (hould 

praife  of  right 
This  one  I  faw  full  fadly  fit,  and  Amnk  her  felfe 

.    a  fide, 
Whofe  fober  looks  did  (hew  gifts  her  wively  grace 

did  hide. 
Lo  here  (quoth  (kill,  good  people  all)  is  lucres 

..left  alive, 
And  (lie  (hall  moft  accepted  be,   that  leaft  for 

praife  d'd  drive. 
No  longer  fame  could  hold  her  peace,  but  blew 

a  blaftefo,highe, 
That  made  an  .echo  in  the  air,   and  founding 

through  the  (kie ; 
The  voice  was  loud,  and  thus  it  faid,  come  R. 

with  happy  days, 
Thy  honeft  life  hath  won  the  fame,  and  crowned 

thee  with  praife. 
And  when  I  heard  my  maiftres  named,  I  thruft 

amids  the  throng, 
And  clapt  my  hands  and  wiflit  of  God,  that  flie 

might  profper  long. 


Softgei  written  by  N.  G.  of  tie  Nine  Mufes. 

IMPS  of  kyng  Jove,  and  queen  remembraurice  lo 

The  fiftcrs  nine,  the  poets  pleafant  feres. 

Caliope  doth  ftately  ftyle  beftpwe, 

And  worthy  praifes  payntes  of  princely  peres : 

Clion  in  folemn  fongcs  rencweth  all  day, 

With  prefent  yeres  conjoyning  age  by  paft, 

Delightful  talke  loves  comical  Thaley, 

In  frefh  grene  youth,  who  doth  lyke  lawrel  laft  : 

With  voices  tragical!,  foundes  Melpomen 

And  as  with  cheynes  thallured  care  (he  byndcs. 

Her  ftringes,  when  Terpefcor  doth  touch,  even 

then 

She  toucheth  hartes,  and  raigneth  in  rnens  myndes  r 
Fyne  l^rato,  whofe  looke  a  lyvely  chere 
Prefents  in  dancing,  kepes  a  comely  grace, 
With  femely  gefture  doth  Polomyne  Ucre, 
Whofe  woordes  whole  routes  of  rankes  do  rule  in 

place. 

Urany  her  globes  to  view  all  bent, 
The  ninefold  heaven  obferves  with  fixed  face; 
The  blade*  Eutrepe  tunes  of  inftrument, 
With  folace  fweet,  hence  my  heavy  dumpes  to 

chafe. 
Lord  Phaebus,  in  the  myddes,  (whofe  heavenly 

fprite 

Thefe  ladyes  doth  infpire)  embraceth  all 
The  graces  in  the  mufcs  weed  delyte, 
To  lead  them  fourth,  that  men  in  maze  they  fall. 


Mufonius  the  pbilofoplers  faying. 


IN  woorking  well,  if  travel  you  fuftaine. 
Into  the  wmdc  (Hall  lightly  paffe  the  payne  ; 
Sfij 
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Sue  of  the  deck  the  glory  (hall  remayne, 

And    caufe  your  name  with  worthy   wights  to 

raigue. 

In  working  wrong,  if  pleafure  you  attaine, 
The  pleafure  loon  fhali  vade,  and  void  as  vaine. 
But  of  the  dede  throughout  the  lyfe  the  ihame 
Endures,  defacing  you  with  foul  defame, 
And  ftill  torments  the  minde  beth  night  and  day; 
Scant  length  of  time  the  fpot  can  wafne  away. 
Pice  then  ill  fuading  pleafures,  baites  untrue, 
And  noble  vertues  iayre  renowne  purfue. 


Defiription  of  virtue. 

WHAT  one  art  thou,  thus  in  torn  wedey  clad  ? 
Vertue  in  price,  whom  auncient  fages  had. 
Why  poorely  rayde  ?  for  fading  gopdes  peaft  care. 
Why  double  faced  ?  I  marke  eche  untunes  fare. 
This  bridle  what  ?  Myndes  rages  to  reftraine. 
Fooles   why   beare   you  ?    I  love  to  take    great 

payne. 

Why  winges  ?  I  teach  above  the  ftarres  to  flye. 
Why  treadc  you  death  ?  I  onely  cannot  dye. 


Pralfe  of  me afure-k ceping, 

THE  ancient  time  commended  not  for  nought ; 
The  meane  what  better  thinge  there  be  fought. 
In  meane  is  virtue  placed  on  eyther  fide, 
Both  right  and  left  amifie  a  man  {hall  flyde. 
Icar,  with  fire  hadft  thou  the  midway  fiovvne, 
Icarian  beck  by  name  had  no  man  knowne. 
If  myddie  path  kept  had  proud  Phseton 
No  burning  brand  this  earth  had  faine  upotf  : 
Ke  cruel  power,  ne  none  fo  foft  can  raigne, 
That  kepes  a  meane,  the  fame  fhall  ftill  remayne. 
The  Julie  once  dyed,  to  much  mercy  fpill ; 
The  Nero  fiern,  rigor  extreme  dyd  kill. 
How  could  Auguit  fo  many  yeres  well  pafle, 
Nor  over  meke  nor  over  fierce  he  was  : 
Worfhip  not  Juve  with  curious  fancies  vaine, 
Nor  him  defpife  ;  hold  right  atwene  thefe  twaine  : 
No  wailfuil  wight,  no  gredy  gutt  is  prazed, 
Stand  largefle  juft  in  egall  ballance  payde  : 
So  Catoes  meai  furmountes  Antonius  chere, 
And  better  fame  his  fober  fare  hath  here 
To  flender  building  bad  as  bad  to  grofie  ? 
One  an  eye  fore,  the  tother  falles  to  lofle. 
As  medicines helpe  in  meafure,  fo  (God  wot) 
By  overmuch  the  ficke  their  bane  have  got. 
Unmete  me  femes  to  utter  this  mo  waies; 
Meafure  forbiddes  unmeafurable  praife. 


Mans  life,  after  PoJJldonlus  or  Crates. 

WHAT  pathe  lift  you  to  treade  ?  what  trade  will 

you  affay  ? 
The  courts  of  plea  by  braule  and  bate  drive  gecie 

peace  away. 


In  houfe  for  wife  and  childe  there  is  but  carkc 

and  care, 
With  travel  and  with  toyle  enough  in  fields  we 

life  to  fare. 
Upon  the  leas  lyeth  dread  ;  the  riche  in  foreign 

lande, 
Do  feare  the  loffe,  and  there  the  poore  like  my- 

fcrs  poorely  ftand. 
StryTe  with  a  wife,  without  your  thriftfull  harde 

to  fee  : 
Yong  brats  a  treble,  none  at  all  a  mayme  it  femes 

to  be. 
Youth  fonde,  age  hath  no  hart,  and  pincheth  all 

to  nye  ; 
Choofe  then  the  leifer  of  thefe  two,  ay  life,  or 

foon  to  dye. 


Mdrcdorius 's  myide  to  tl>s  contrary. 

WHAT  race  rf  lyfe  ronne  you  ?  what  trade  will 

you  affay  ? 
In    courts  is  glory   got,   and  witt  iucreafed  day 

by  day. 
At  home  wee  take  our  eafe,  and  beake  our  felves 

in  reft: 
The  fieldes  our  nature  do  refrelhe  with  pleafure» 

of  the  beft. 

On  feas  is  gain  to  geat ;  the  ftranger  he  (hall  be  .. 
Efteeni'd,  having  much,  if  not,  none  knoweth  his 

Jack  bur  he. 
A  wyfe  will  trimme  thy  houfe,  no  wyle  then  *t 

thou  free ; 
Brood  is  a  lovely  thing,  without  thy  lyfe  is  loofe 

to  thee. 

Yong  blocdes  be  ftronge,  olde  fyres  in  double  ho 
nour  dwell, 
Doway  that  choyfe,  no  lyfe  or  foon  to  dye,  for  all 

is  well. 


Of  frhndfiip* 

OF  all  the  heavenly  gifts  that  mortal  men  com 
mend, 

What  truily  treafure  in  the  world  can  counter- 
vaile  a  friende. 

Our  health  is  icon  decaied ;  goodcs  cafusl,  light, 
and  vaine ; 

Broke  have  we  feen  the  force  of  power  and  ho 
nour  fuffer  ftaine. 

In  bodies  luft  man  doth  referable  but  bafe  brute, 

True  vertue  geates  and  keeps  a  frende  :  good 
guyde  of  our  purfute,  [cafe : 

Whofe  hearty  zeale  with  ours  accordes  in  every 

No  terme  of  time,  no  fpace  of  place,  no  ftorrne  can 
it  deface. 

When  fickle  fortune  failes,  this  knot  endureth  ftill. 

The  kin  out  of  their  kind  may  fwerve,  when 
frendes  owe  thee  good  will : 

When  fweter  folace  fiiall  befall,  then  one  to  finde, 

Upon  whofe  breft  thcu  rr.ayft  repoie  tijc  fecrets  of 
thy  niinde  ? 


SONGES  AND    SONETTES. 

Hewailcthatthywo;  his  tears  with  thine  be  flied;      Speedesto  dary,buthym  his  mereftkyn 
With  thee  doth  he  joys,  fo  lefe  a  lyfe  is  ltd.  Oxate  preferves  with  horfemen  on  a  nlu 


With  thee  doth  he  joys,  fo  lefe  a  lyfe  is  ltd. 
Behold  thy  frenco   and  of  thy  felf  the  paterne  fee, 
One  foul  a  wonder  fhall  it  feeme  in  bodies  twaine 

to  be ; 

In  abfence  prefent  rych  in  want,  in  ficknefle  found, 
Ye  after  death  alive,  maifl  thou  by  thy  fure  freiide 

be  founde. 
Eche  houfe,  eche  towne,  each  realme  by  ftedfaft 

love  doth  ftande  ; 

Where  foule  debate  bredes  bitter  bale  in  eche  di 
vided  lande, 
O  friendfhip,  flower  of  flowers  1  O  lively  fprite 

of  lyfe  ! 
O  facred   bond   of  blifsful  peace,  the  ftalworth 

ftaiiche  of  ftrife  : 

Scipio  with  Lelius  didft  thou  conjoyne  in  care  ; 
At  home  in  warres  for  vveale  and  wo,  with  equal 

faith  to  fare. 

Gifippus  eke  with  Tyte,  Damon  with  Pythias  ; 
And  with  Menethus'  forme  Achill  by  the  combyn- 

ed  was : 

Eurialus  and  Nifus  gave  Virgil  caufe  to  fing 
Of  Py  lades  do  many  rymcs  and  of  Oreftes  ring  : 
Downe  Thefeus  went  to  hell,  Pirith  his  frende  to 

finde 
O  that  the  wyves  in  thefe  our  daies  wer  to  their 

mates  fo  kynd  ! 

Cicero  the  frendly  man,  to  Atticus,  his  frende, 
Of  friendfhip  wrote,  fuch  couples,  lo  i  doth  lot,  but 

feldom  lend, 

Recount  thy  race  n6w  ronne,  how  few  {halt  thou 
•  there  fee,  [mee : 

Of  whom  to  fay  this  fame  is  he  that  never  failed 
So  rare  a  jewcll  then  muft  nedes  be  holden  dere, 
And  as  thou  wilt  efteem  thy  felfe,  fo  take  thy 

chofen  fere : 

The  tyrant  in  difpaire  no  lacke  of  gold  bewayles, 
JBut  out,  1  am  undone  (faith  he)  lor  all  my  friend- 

fhips  failes : 
Wherefore  Cnce  nothing  is  more  kyndly  for  our 

kfynde, 

Next  wifdome  thus  that  teacheth  us,  love  wee  the 
frendly  minde. 


Tie  death  of  Zorcas,  an   Egyptian  njlronomfr,  in  tie 
frjl  fight  that  Alexander  bad  ivitb  the  Perfians 

Now  clattringarmes,  now  raging broyles  of  warre, 
Gan  pafie  the  noys  of  dredfull  trumpetts  clang, 
Shrowded  with  fhafts,  the  heaven  with  clouda  of 

dartes, 

Covered  the  ayre  againft  full  fatted  bulles. 
As  fbrceth  kyndled  yre  the  lyons  keene, 
Whofe  greedy  gutts  the  gnawing  hunger  prickes  : 
So  Macedons  againft  the  Perfians  fair, 
Now  corpfes  hyde  the  purpurde  foyle  with  blood; 
Large  Daughter  on  eche  fide,  but  Perfes  more, 
Moyil  fieldes  he  bled,  theyr  heartes  and  numbers 

bate, 

Fainted  while  they  gave  backe,  and  fall  to  flighte  : 
The  litening  Macedon  by  fwordes,  by  gleaves, 
By  buhdcs  and  troupes  of  footemcn,  with  his  garde, 


Oxate  preferves  with  horfemen  on  a  plumpe 
Before  his  carr,  that  none  his  charge  fliould  give  : 
Here  grunts,  here  groans,  eche  where  ftrung  youth 

is  fpent : 

Shaking  her  bloudy  hands,  Bellone  among 
The  Peifes  foweth  all  kind  of  cruel  death  : 
With  throte  ycut  he  roares,  he  lyeth  along, 
His  entrailes  with  a  launce  through  gyrded  quytr, 
Hym  fmytes  the  club,  hym  woundes  farre  Itryk- 

ing  bowe, 

And  him  the  fling-,  and  him  the  flaming  fworJ  • 
He  dyeth,  he  is  all  dead,  he  pantes,  he  refteb. 
Right  over  floode  in  fnow  white  armor  brave, 
The  Memphite  Zor  .as,  a  cunnyng  clarke, 
To  whom  the  heaven  lay  open  as  his  booke ; 
And  in  celeftiall  bodies  he  could  tell 
The  moving  meeting  light  afped  eclips, 
And  influence,  and  cunftellations  all ; 
What  earthly  chaunces  would  betyde,  whatyere 
Of  plenty  ftorde,  what  figne  forewarned  death, 
How  winter  gendretn  mow,  what  temperature 
In  the  primetyde  doth  feafon  well  the  foyle, 
Why  fummer   burnes,   why   autumne  hath  ripe 

grapes, 

Whither  the  circle  quadrate  may  become, 
Whether  our  tunes  heaven's  harmony  can  yelde, 
Of  four  b*egyns  amo;;g  themfelves  hovve  great 
Proportion  is ;  what  fway  the  erryng  lightes 
Doth  fend  in  courfe  gayne  that  fyrit  movyng  hea 
ven; 

What  grees  one  from  another  diftant  be, 
What  ftarr  doth  let  the  hurtful!  fyre  to  rage, 
Or  him  more  myldc  what  oppofition  makes, 
What  fyre  doth  qualifye  Mavorfe'»  fyre, 
What   houfe  eche  one  doth  feeke,  what  planett 

raignes 

Within  this  heaven  fphere,  or  that  fmall  thyngcs, 
I  fpeake,  whole  heaven  he  clofeth  in  his  breft. 
This  fage  then  in  the  ftarres  hath  fpyed  the  fates" 
Threatned  him  death  without  delay,  and  fith. 
He  faw  he  could  not  fatall  order  chaunge, 
Foreward  he  preft  in  battayle,  that  he  might 
Mete  with  the  rulers  of  the  Macedons, 
Of  his  right  hand  defirous  to  be  ilain, 
The  bouldeft  bourne,  and  worthieft  in  thefeildc; 
And  as  a  wight,  now  wery  of  his  lyfe, 
And  feking  death  in  fyrft  front  of  his  rage, 
Comes  defperately  to  Alexander's  face, 
At  him  with  dartes  one  after  other  throwes, 
With  recklefie  words -and  clamour  him  provokes, 
And  fayth,  Neftanak's  baftard  fhamefull  ftayne 
Of  mothers  bed,  why  lofeft  thou  thy  ftrokes, 
Cowardcs  among,  turne  thee  to  me,  in  cafe 
Manhood  there  be  fo  much  left  in  thy  heart :       '    N 
Come  fight  with  me,  that  on  my  helmet  weare 
Apollo's  lau_rell  both  for  learninges  laude, 
And  rke  for  martiall  praife,  that  in  my  filicide 
The  feven-fold  fophie  of  Minerve  contein, 
A  match  more  mete  fyr  king  then  any  here. 
The  noble  prince  amoved  takes  ruth  upon 
The  wilfull  wight,  and  with  foft  words  ayerr, 
O  monftrous  man  (quoth  he)  what  fo  thou  art, 

pray  thee  live,  ne  do  not  with  thy  death 
This  lodge  of  lore,  the  mufe's  manfion  merrc ; 
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That  treasure  lioiife  tins  hand  fhaSl  never  fpoyle, 
My  fword  fhall  never  bniife  that  fkilfull  brayne, 
Long  gathered  heapes  of  fcience  fonie  to  fpiil  ; 
O  how  fay  re  fruites  may  you  to  mortall  men 
From  wifdom's  garden  give ;  how  many  may 
By  you  th,e  wifer  and  the  better  prove  : 
What  error,  what  mad  moode,  what  frenzy  thee, 
Perfwades  to  be  downe,  fent  to  kt-pe  Avenie, 
Where  no  artes  flourlfh,  nor  no  knowledge  vailes 
For  all  thcfe  fawes.     When   thus  the  iovereign 

faid, 

Alighted  Zoroas  with  fword  unfneathed, 
The  carelefs  king  there  fmoate  above  the  greve, 
At  th'  opening  of  his  quifnes  wounded  him, 
So  that  the  blo.od  down  trailed  on  the  ground  : 
The  Macedon  perceiving  hurt,  gan  gnaflie, 
But  yet  his  mynde  he  bent  in  any  wife, 
Hym  to  forbeare,  fett  fputrs  unto  his  ftede, 
And  turhde  away,  left  anger  of  his  fmarte 
Should  caufe  revenger  hand  deale  bakfull  blowes. 
But  of  the  Macedonians  chieftaines  knights, 
One  Meleager  could  not  bear  this  fight, 
But  ran  upon  the  faid  Egyptian  reuk, 
And  cutt  him  in  both  knees  :   He  fell  to  ground, 
Wherewith  a  whole  rout    came    of    louldiours 

fterne. 

And  all  in  pieces  hewed  the  fely  feg, 
But  happely  the  foule  fled  to  the  itarres, 
Where,  under  him,  he  hath  full  fight  of  all, 
Whereat  he  gazed  here  with  reaching  looke  : 
The  Perfians  waild  fuch  fapience  to  torgoe, 
The  very  fone  the  Macedonians  wifht 
He  would  have  lived,  King  Alexander  felfe 
Demde  him  a  man  unmete  to  dye  at  all ; 
Who  wonne  like  praife  for  conqueft  of  hisyre, 
As  for  ftoute  men  in  fielde  that  day  fubdued, ' 
Who  princes  taught  how  to  difcerne  a  man, 
That  in  his  head  fo  rare  a  jewel  beares, 
But  overall  thofe  fame  Camenes,  thofe  fame, 
Divine  Camenes,  whofe  honour  be  procurde,. 
As  tender  parent  doth  hys  daughters  wealey 
.Lamented,  and  for  thankes  all  that  they  can, 
Do  cherilh  hym  deceaft,  and  fett  him  free, 
From  dark  oblivion  of  devouring  death. 


J[-farcits  Tullius  Cicero's  dtatl). 

THEREFORE  when  refllefs   rage  of  wynde  and 

wave, 

He  faw  by  fates,  alas,  calde  for,  (quoth  he) 
la  haplefs  Cicero, fayle  on,  fhapecourfe 
To  the  next  fiiore,  and  bring  me  to  my  death. 
Perdy  thefe  thankes  refcued  from  evill  fword, 
Wilt  thou  my  country  pay  ?  1  fee  myne  end  : 
So  powers  divine  fo  bid  the  gods  above, 
In  citie  faved  that  conful  Marcus  fliend, 
Speaking  no  more,  but  drawing  from  diep  hart 
Great  grones,  even  at  the  name  of  Rome  rehearft, 
His  eycsandcheekes  with  fhowersof  tears  he  watht ; 
And  (though  a  route  in  daily  dangers  worne) 
With  forced  face  the  fhipmen  held  their  teares, 
And  ftrivyng  long,  the  feas  rough  flood  to  paffe, 
In  ar.^ry  windes  and  ftcrmy  Ihowers  made  way. 


And  at  the  laft  fafe  ar.cred  in  the  rode, 
Came  heavy  Cicero  a  land,  with  payne. 
Hi?  faynted  lynimes  the  agedfye  doth  <t;a 
And  round  about  their  mafter  uood  his  band  : 
Nor  greatly  with  their  own  hard  hap  difmayde, 
Nor  plighted  faith  prove  in  fharpe  tyme  to  brtakc, 
Some  fwordes,  prepare  fome  theyr  dere  Lord  af- 

fift: 

In  littour  laid,  they  lead  him  unkouth  wayes. 
If  fo  deceave  Antonius  cruell  gleaves, 
They  might, and  threats  of  following  routs  efcape : 
Thus  lo,that  Tullie,  wen't  that  Tuilius, 
Of  royal  robe  arid  facred  fenate  prince, 
When  he  a  farre  the  men  approache  efpyeth ; 
And  of  his  fone  the  enfign  doth  acknow, 
And  with   drawn    fword,    Popilius    threat'ni 

death, 

Whofe  life  and  whole  eftate,  in  hazard  once 
He  had  preferved,  when  Rome,  as  yett  to  free, 
Heard  him,  and  at  his  chundring  voice  amazed  : 
Herennius  eke  more  tyger  than  the  reft, 
Prefent  enflam'd  with  fury,  him  purfues. 
What  might  he  do,  (hould  he  ufe  in  defence 
Dyfarmed  handes,  or  pardon  afk  for  Mede  ? 
Should  he  with  wordes  to  turne  the  wrath 
Of  th' armed  knight,   whofe  fafeguard    he  had 

wrought : 

No  age  forbids,  and  fixt  within  diepe  breft 
His  countrys  love,  and  falling  Romes  ymagc ; 
The  charret  turn,  fayth  he,  let  lofe  the  raiues, 
Runne  to  the  undtferved  death  mee,  lo, 
Hath  Phoebus  foule,  as  meflengtr  forewarnde, 
And  Jove  defires  a  new  heavens  man  to  make. 
Brutus  and  Caflms  fouls,  live  you  in  blifs  ? 
In  cafe,  yet  all  the  fates  gain  flrive  us  not, 
Neither  fhall  wee,  perchaunce,  dye  unrevenged. 
Now  have  I  lived,  O  Rome  !  ynough  for  me; 
My  paffed  life  nought  fuffreth  me  to  doubt  : 
Noylome  oblivion  of  the  loathfome  death. 
Slea  me  :    Yett  all  the  offspring  to  come  flu 

know, 

And  this  deceafe  fhall  bring  eternal  life  ; 
Yea,  and  (unleffe  I  fall,  and  all  in  vaine  : 
Rome,  I  fometime  thy  augur  chofen  was) 
Not  evermore  fhall  friendly  fortune  thee 
Favour,  Antonius,  cnce  the  day  fhall  come, 
When   her   dear   wights,    by  cruell  /pight   thi 

flaine, 

Victorious  Rome  fliall  at  thy  hands  require  : 
Me  likes  ther  while,  go  fee  the  hoaptd  heaven. 
Speche  had  he  left,  and  therewith,  he,  good  man, 
His  throat  prepard,  and  held  his  head  unmov'd. 
His  hafting  to  thofe  fates  the  very  knightes 
Be  loth  to  fee,  and  rage  rebated,  when 
They  his  bare  necke  beheld,  and  his  hoare  heares 
Scant  could  they  hold  the  teares  that  fourth  g; 

burft, 

And  almoft  fell  from  bloudy  hands  the  fwordes 
Only  the  fterne  Herennius,  with  grim  looke, 
Daftards,   why  ftand  you    ftill?    he  fayeth,   an 

ftraight 

Swaps  of  the  head  with  his  prefumptious  yron. 
Ne  with  that  flaughter  yet  he  is  not  filde  : 
Foul  fhame  on  fhame  to  heape,  is  his  delight, 
Wherefore  the  handes  alfo  doth  he  of  fmyte. 
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ch  durft  Antonius  life  fo  lyfely  paint. 
Him  yelding,  drained  ghoft,  from  welkin  hye, 
With  lothy  chere  lord  Phoebus  gan  behold, 
And  in  black  cloud,  they  fay,  long  hid  his  head. 
The  Latine  mufes  and  the  graces  they  wept, 
And  for  his  fall  eternally  (hall  pepe  : 
And  lo,  here  piercing  Phho,  (ftrange  to  tell) 
Who  had  to  him  fuffifde  both  fenfe  and  wordee. 
When  fo  he  fpake,  and  dreft  with  nedlar  foode 
That  flowing  tong,    when    his    wind  pipe  dif- 

elofd, 

Fled  with  her  fleeing  frend,  and  (out  alas) 
Hath  left  ther  earth,  ne  will  no  more  returne  : 
jPopilious  flieth  ther  while,  and  leaving  there 


The  fenfelefs  ftock,  a  griezely  fight  doth  bear, 
Unto  Antonius  boord  with  mifchief  fed, 


Of  M.  <T.  Cicero. 

FOR  Tullie  late  a  tombe  I  gan  prepare, 
When  Cynthie,thus,  bad  me  my  labour  fpare  : 
Such  manner  thinges  become  the  dead,   quoth 

he, 
But  Tully  lives,  and  ftill  alyve  fhall  be. 


N.  G. 
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In  "vain  I  think,  right  honourable  lord, 
By  this  rude  rime  to  memorize  thy  name, 
Whofe  learned  mufe  hath  writ  her  owne  record 
In  golden  verfe,  worthy  immortal  fame. 
Thou  much  more  fit,  were  leifure  for  the  fame, 
Thy  gracious  foveraigne's  prayers  to  compile, 
And  her  imperiall  majeftie  to  frame 
In  loftie  numbers,  and  heroick  ftUe. 

SPENSER'S  SONNET  TO  IORE  BCCKHGRST. 


EDINBURGH: 

PRINTED  BY  MUND£LL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLQSE. 


THE  LIFE  OF  SACKFILLE. 


re~ 


65*  THE   LIFE   O  F   SACKVILLE. 

Relinquifhing,  therefore,  the  defign  abruptly,  and  haftily  adapting  the  clofe  of  his  IncUaion  to  the 
appearance  of  Buckingham,  whofe  ftory  was  to  have  been  the  laft  in  his  feries,  he  recommended  the 
completion  of  the  whole  to  Richard  Baldwyne  and  George  Ferrers,  men  of  the  greateft  wit  in  that 
age. 

Deterred,  perhaps,  by  the  greatnefs  of  the  attempt,  they  invited  to  their  afliftance  Churchyard, 
Phayer,  and  other  men  of  wit  and  genius,  who  chofe  fuch  lives  from  the  chronicles  of  Fabian  and 
Hall,  as  feemed  to  difplay  the  moft  affecting  cataftrophes,  and  which  were  probably  pointed  out  by 
Sackville. 

This  collection  was  printed  in  4^1559,  with  the  following  title,  A  Myrrourefor  Magiftrates,  tube, 
in  may  befeen,  by  example  of  others,  -with  hoive  grenous  plages  vices  are  punified,  and  boiu  frail  and  unfl, 
•worldly  profperitie  is  founde,  even  oftbofe  -whom  fortune  fecmetb  mojl  highly  to  favour.  "  Faelix  quern  facit 
a  liena  perlcula  cautum"  Anno  1559,  -tEdibits  Thomx  Marfoe* 

As  he  early  quitted  the  ftudy  of  the  law  for  the  flowery  paths  of  poetry ;  fo  the  poet  was  fo 
loft  in  the  ftatefman  ;  and  negociations  and  embaflies  extinguifhed  the  milder  ambitions  of  the  in 
nious  mufe. 

In  the  fourth  and  fifth  years  of  Queen  Mary,  his  name  appears  in  the  parliamentary  lifts ;  and 
the  fifth  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  1564,  when  his  father  was  elected  knight  of  the  fhire  for  Suflex, 
was  returned  one  of  the  members  for  Buckinghamlhire. 

Not  long  after  this,  he  travelled  into  France  and  Italy,  and  was  detained  fome  time  a  prifoner 
Rome,  in  confequence  of  fome  pecuniary  inconvenience. 

On  his  father's  death  in  1566,  his  liberty  was  procured,  and  he  returned  to  England,  to  take  pofr 
fefiion  of  an  ample  patrimony. 

His  eminent  accomplifhments  and  abilities  having  acquired  the  confidence  and  efteem  of 'Queen 
Elizabeth,  he  was  knighted  in  1567,  in  her  prefence,  by  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  and  at  the  fame  lime 
promoted  to  the  peerage,  by  the  title  of  Baron  Buckhurjl. 

In  confequence  of  the  Queen's  frequent  admonitions,  he  is  faid  to  have  corrected  his  tafte  for 
magnificence  and  expence,  which  had  fome  times  fubjected  him  to  confiderable  inconveniencies. 

In  1573,  he  went  ambaffador  to  France.  In  1574,  he  fat  on  the  trial  of  the  Duke  of  Norfolk; 
at  which  time  he  was  alfo  in  the  Privy  Council. 

He  was  nominated  one  of  the  commifiioners  for  the  trial  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots;  but  it  doe» 
not  appear  that  he  was  prefent  at  her  condemnation  at  Fotheringay  Caftle  ;  yet  after  the  confirma- 
tion  of  the  fentence,  he  was  appointed  to  bear  the  unhappy  tidings  to  her,  and  to  fee  the  fentence  put 
in  execution. 

In  1587,  he  went  ambafiador  to  the  States-General;  but,  having  incurred  the  difplesfure  of  the 
Earl  of  Leicefter  and  Lord  Burleigh,  he  was  recalled,  and  confined  to  his  houfe  nine  months. 

On  the  death  of  Leicefter,  he  recovered  the  Queen's  favour,  and  was  made  Knight  of  the  Garter, 
©ne  of  the  peers  who  fat  on  the  trial  of  Lord  Arundel,  and  joined  with  Burleigh,  in  negociating  a 
peace  with  Spain  and  Holland. 

In  I59I>  he  was,  by  the  Qneen's  recommendation,  elected  Chancellor  of  the  Umverfity  of  Oxford, 
in  oppofition  to  Efiex,  the  object  of  her  capricious  paffion,  and  incorporated  Mafter  of  Arts. 

On  Burleigh's  death,  he  was  appointed  Lord  High  Treafarer,  and  foon  after  joined  in  commiflion 
•with  Eflex  and  Sir  Thomas  Egerton  for  negociating  an  alliance  with  Denmark;  and  when  that  un 
fortunate  nobleman  was  brought  to  his  trial,  with  his  friend  Southampton,  he  was  conftituted  Lord 
High  Steward  on  the  occafion. 

At  the  accefiion  of  King  James,  his  patent  of  Lord  High  Treafarer  was  renewed  for  life  ;  and  in 
1603,  he  was  created  Earl  ofDorfet,  and  appointed  one  of  the  commifiioners  for  executing  the  office 
cf  Lord  Marfhal. 

He  died  fuddenly  at  the  council-table,  Whitehall,  April  ipth  1608,  in  the  Sift  year  of  his  age, 
and  was  buried  in  Weftminfter  Abbey. 

His  funeral  fermon  was  preached  by  Dr.  Abbot,  his  chaplain,  after  wards  Archbifhop  of  Canterbury, 
in  which  he  is  very  lavifh  in  his  praife. 

The  character  of  Sackville,  as  a  ftatefman,  is  to  be  fought  elfewhere.     It  is  fufficient  to  fay,  that 
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the  Integrity  of  a  private  man.  His  family  difdained  the  offer  of  an  apology  for  him,  againft, 
tome  little  cavils  of  a  rival  party,  In  the  exexcife  of  his  political  functions,  the  brilliancy  of  his 
Imagination  grew  more  correct,  not  lefs  abundant.  Nsunton  relates,  that  his  "  fecretaries  had 
liflkulty  to  pleafe  him,  he  was  fa  facets  and  choice  in  his  ftyle."  Even  in  the  decifions  of  that  rigid  tri- 
nmal,  the  Star  Chamber,  which  was  never  efteemed  the  fchooi  of  eloquence,  "  fo  ftrong,"  fay* 
Joyd,  "  was  his  invention,  that  he  was  called  the  Star  Chamber  Beli"  Amidft  the  bufinefs  of  an 
;nvoy  at  Paris,  he  found  time  to  prefix  a  Latin  Epiftle  to  Clerke's  Latin  tranflation  of  Caftiglio't 
Courtier,"  which  is  not  an  unworthy  recommendation  of  a  treatife  remarkable  for  its  polite  Latini- 
lj.  Hirafelf  a  poet,  he  encouraged  the  art  which  he  improved,  by  his  liberality  ;  and  left  his  wit 
jind  patronage  of  polite  literature  to  his  defendants,  of  whom  was  Charles  Sackville,  Earl  of  Dor- 
the  well  known  patron  of  Dry  den  and  Prior  ; 

— —  Whofe  great  forefathers  every  grace, 
Reflecting  and  reflected  in  his  race  ; 
Where  other  Luckburjls,  other  Dot-fits  fhine, 
And  poets  ftill,  or  patriots  deck  the  line. 

[He  was  more  courted  and  complimented  by  poets  than  any  nobleman  of  his  time,  except  Eflex, 
Jfrhofe  love  of  literature,  heroifm,  integrity,  and  generofity,  made  him  the  favourite  of  the  nation, 
and  the  fubject  of  innumerable  fonnets  and  ballads,  from  Spenfer  to  the  loweft  rhymer  :  And  if 
panegyric  were  any  where  juftifiable,  it  muft  be  when  paid  to  the  man,  who  endeavoured  to  fave 
Spenfer  from  ftarving  in  the  ftreets  of  Dublin,  and  who  buried  him  in  Weftminfter  Abbey,  with 
!  becoming  folemnity. 

As  a  poet,  Sackville  has  pretenfions  to  the  gratitude  of  pofterity,  which  have  not  hitherto  been 

fully  confidered  or  allowed.     He  is  entitled  to  rank  with  Spenfer,  Shakfpeare,  and  Marlowe,  the 

moft  eminent  poets    of  his  age ;  by  the  firft  of  whom  he  is  only  furpafied  in  the  perfection  of 

|  allegory,  by  having  had  the  difadvantage  of  writing  before  him ;  and,  by  the  fecond,  in  his  rna- 

|  gic  power  of  moving  the  paffions,  and  fhe  unrivalled  excellence  of  his  dramatic  dialogue. 

His  tragedy  of  Gorboduc  has  the  merit  of  being  the  firft  fpecimen  in  our  language  of  a  heroic  tale 
written  in  blank  verfe,  divided  into  acts  and  fcenes,  and  clothed  in  all  the  formalities  of  a  regular 
drama.  It  is  praifed  by  Sidney  for  its  notable  moralities  but  it  was  never  popular,  owing  to  the  un- 
interefting  nature  of  the  plot,  the  tedious  length  of  the  fpeeches,  the  want  of  a  difcrimination  of  cha 
racter,  and  almoft  a  total  abfence  of  pathetic  incidents.  The  dialogue,  however,  contains  much 
dignity,  (kength  of  reflection,  and  goad  fcnfe ;  and  the  language  has  great  purity  and  perfpicuity, 
and  is  entirely  free  from  tnat  tumid  phrafeology,  and  thofe  exaggerated  imageries  and  pedantic  me 
taphors,  which  are  the  chief  blemifhes  of  the  fcenes  of  Shakfpeare. 

The  afliftaoce  of  Norton,  to  whom  the  three  firft  acts  are^iven  by  Wood,  may  be  juftly  doubted. 
Every  fcene  of  Gorboduc  is  marked  by  Sackville's  characteriftic  manner,  which  confifts  in  a  perfpicuity 
of  ftyle,  and  a  command  of  numbers,  fuperior  to  the  tone  of  his  age. 

In  the  Mirror  for  Magi/1  rates  he  has  two  poems  of  confiderable  length,  the  Induclitn,  and  Legend  of 
Buckingham,  which  are  the  chief  foundation  of  his  fame. 

The  collection,  <  f  which  they  make  a  confpicuous  part,  was  reprinted  in  1563,  1571,  1574,  and 
in  1587,  with  an  Induction,  and  the  additions  of  many  new  lives,  by  John  Higgins.  At  length 
the  whole  was  digcfted  anew,  with  additions  by  Richard  Niccols,  an  ingenious  poet,  and  printed  in 
l6lO,  under  the  following  title  :  A  Mir r our  for  Magiftrates,  being  a  true  chronicle  biflorif  of  the  un- 
'  timely  falles  offucb  unfortunate  princes,  and  men  of  note,  as  have  happened ftnce  the  firfl  entrance  of  Brute  int» 
this  ifland,  until  thit  our  age,  newly  enlarged,  with  a  lajl  fart,  called,  A  Winter's  Night  Vifion,  being  an  ad 
dition  of  fuch  tragedies,  efpecially  famous,  as  are  exempted  in  the  former  hijlorie,  -with  a  poem  annexed,  called^ 
England**  Eliza.  At  London,  imprinted  by  Felix  Kyngfton,  1610. 

Sackville's  fhare  in  it  is  illuftrated  in  the  preface.  "  I  purpofe  only  to  follow  the  int-nded  fcope 
of  that  moft  honorable  patronage,  who,  by  how  much  he  did  furpafle  the  reft  in  the  eminence  of 
his  noble  condition,  by  fo  much  he  hath  exceeded  them  all  in  the  excellence  of  his  hcroical  flile, 
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which,  with  golden  pen,  he  hath  limmed  out  to  pofteritie  in  that  worthy  obje£  of  his  minde,  Tufa 
TRAGEDIE  OF  THE  DUKE  OF  BUCKINGHAM,  and  in  his  .preface,  thtm  intituled  MASTER  SACKUIL'S 
INDUCTION."  This  edition,  which  contains  86  lives  and  875  pages,  has  never  been  reprinted,  and  is 
extremely  fcarce.  That  it  was  in  high  efteem  throughout  the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  appears  not 
only  from  its  numerous  editions,but  from  the  teftimonies  of  Sidney,  Hey  wod,  Webbe,  Bolton,  and  other 
contemporary  writers.  It  is  reafonable  to  fuppofe,  that  it  enriched  the  (lores,  and  extended  the  limits 
of  our  drama.  Shakfpeare  is  indebted  to  it  for  many  fcencs  in  his  plays.  Much  of  it  might  bear 
republication,  and  make  good  its  claim  to  public  notice  ;  particularly  the  legends  written  by  Church 
yard  and  Niccbls,  which  have  confiderable  merit,  and  often  fhew  a  command  of  language  and  verfi- 
fication.  But  the  Induction  and  Legend  <&  Sackville,  afford  the  moft  favourable  fpecimen  of  thofe  po 
pular  legends,  and  deferve  being  revived  equally  as  compofitions  of  real  and  intrinfic  merit,  and  as 
objects  of  curiofity.  They  are  now  received,  for  the  firft  time,  into  a  collection  of  claffical  Englifli 
poetry. 

The  Earl  of  Orford  and  Mr.  Warton  have  chara&erifed  the  poetry  of  Sackville  with  fuch  elegance' 
and  minutenefs,  that  it  will  be  fufficient  to  add  their  teftimonies  as  a  juftification  of  the  revival  of 
his  writings,  and  as  unqueftionable  authorities  in  his  favour. 

"  Our  hiftoric  plays,"  fays  Lord  Orford, <;  are  allowed  to  have  been  founded  on  the  heroic  nan 
tives  in  the  Mirror  for  Magiftrates ;  to  that  jila'n,  and  to  the  boldnefs  of  Lord  Buckhurft's 
fcenes,  perhaps  we  owe  Shakfpeare." 

"  Sackville's  Induftiony  "  fays  Mr.  Warton,"  lofes  much  of  its  dignity  and  propriety,  by  beii 
prefixed  to  a  fingle  life,  and  that  of  no  great  hiftorical  importance ;  the  plan  is  confeffedly  copie 
from  Boccaces'  De  CafiKs  v'irorum  illiiftrium,  tranflated  by  Lydgate  ;  the  defcent  into  hell, from  Dante' 
"  Commedia,"  and  the  fixth  book  of  Virgil.  The  fhadowy  inhabitants  of  hell-gate  are  his  o\ 
and  conceived  with  the  vigour  of  a  creative  imagination,  and  defcribed  with  great  force  of  expr 
fion  ;  they  are  delineated  with  that  fullnefs  of  proportion,  that  invention  of  pi<5lurefque  attributes,  dif 
tin&nefs,  animation,  and  amplitude,  of  which  Spenfer  is  commonly  fuppofed  to  have  given  the  firf 
Specimens  in  our  language,  and  which  are  charadleriilical  of  his  poetry.  The  readers  of  the  "  Faei 
Queene"  will  eafily  point  out  many  particular  paflages,  which  Sackville's  InduSlim  fuggefted 
Spenfer." 

"  The  Complaynt  of  Henrys  Duh  of  Buckingham,  is  written  with  a  force  and  even  elc 
gance  of  expreffion,  a  copioufnefs  of  phrafeology,  and  an  exadlnefs  of  verfification,  not  to  be  fo 
ia  any  other  parts  of  the  collection.  On  the  whole,  it  may  be  thought  tsdious  and  languid ; 
that  objection  unavoidably  refults  from  the  general  plan  of  thefe  piece?.  It  is  impoflible  that  foli- 
loquies  of  fuch  prolixity,  and  defigned  to  include  much  hiftorical,  and  even  biographical  matter, 
flxould  every  where  fuftain,  a  proper  degree  of  fpirit,  pathos,  and  intcreft." 
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uE  wrathfull  winter  prochinge  on  a  pace, 
With  bluftring  blaftes  had  al  ybared  the  trcen, 
|And  olde  Saturnus  with  his  frofty  face 
(With  chilling  colde  had  pearft  the  tender  green  : 
The  mantels  rent,  wherein  enwrapped  been 
iThe  gladfom  groves  that  nowe  laye  overthrow  en, 
I  The  tapets  torne,  and  every  blome  downe  blowen. 

The  foyle  that  erft  fo  feemly  was  to  fcen, 
Was  all  defpoyled  of  her  beauties  hewe  : 
And  foot  freftie  flowers  (where  with  the  fommers 
queen  [blewe 

|Had  clad  the  earth)  now  Boreas  blaftes  downe 
I  And  fmall  fowles  flocking,  in  their  fong  did  rewe 
The  winters  wrath,  whet  with  eche  thing  defafte 
In  woful  wife  bewayled  the  fommer  paft. 

i  Hawthorne  had  loft  his  motley  ly verye, 

!  The  naked  twigges  were  fhivering  all  for  colde  : 

j  And  dropping  downe  the  teares  abundantly, 

Eche  thing  (me  thought)  with  weping  eye  me 
tolde 

The  cruell  feafon,  bidding  me  withholde 
|  My  felfe  within,  for  I  was  gotten  out 

Into  the  feldes  whereas  I  walkte  about. 

When  loe  the  night  with  miftie  mantels  fpred, 
Can  darke  the  daye,  and  dim  the  azure  flcyes, 
And  Venus  in  her  meflage  Hermes  fped 
To  bluddy  Mars,  to  wylhim  not  to  ryfe, 
While  fhe  her  felfe  approcht  in  fpeedy  wife  : 
And  Virgo  hiding  her  difdainful  breft 
With  Thetis  now  had  layd  her  downe  to  reft. 

Whiles  Scorpio  dreading  Sagittarius  dart, 
Whofe  bo  we  preft  bent  in  fight,  the  firing  had 

flypt, 

Downe  flyd  into  the  ocean  flud  aparte, 
The  Beure  that  in  the  Iryfhe  feas  had  dipt 
Hi*  griefly   feete,  with  fpeede   from  thence  he 

whypt : 

For  Thetis  halting  from  the  Virgines  bed 
Purfucd  the  Bear,  that  car  fhe  came  was  fled. 


And  Phaeton  nowe  neare  reaching  to  his  race 
With  gliftering  beames,  gold  ftreamynge  where 

they  bent 

Was  preft  to  enter  in  his  refting  place. 
Crythius  that  in  the  carte  fyrfte  went 
Had  even  now  attaynde  his  journeys  ftcnt 
And  faft  declining  hid  away  his  head, 
While  Titan  couched  him  in  his  purple  bed. 

And  pale  Cinthea  with  her  borowed  light 
Beginning  to  fupply  her  brothers  place, 
Was  paft  the  noonfteede  fyre  degrees  in  fight, 
When  fparkling  ftarrcs  amyd  the  heavens  face 
With  twinkling  light  ftieen  on  the  earth  apace, 
That    whyle   they  brought    about   the    nightes 

chare 
The  darke  had  dimmed  the  day  ear  1  was  ware. 

And  forowing  I  to  fee  the  fommer  flowers 

The  livly  greene,  the  lufty  leas  forlorne, 

The  fturdy  trees  fo  {nattered  with  the  fhowers, 

The  fields  fo  fade  that  floorifht  fo  beforne 

It  taught  me  wel  all  earthly  thinges  be  borne 

To  dye  the  death,  for  nought  long  time  may  laft  ; 

The  fommers  beauty  yeeldes  to  winters  blaft. 

Then  looking  upward  to  the  heavens  leames 
With  nightes  ftarresthicke  powdred  every  where, 
Which  erft  fo  gliftened  with  the  golden  ftreames 
That   chearefull  Phebus  fpred  downe  from  bit 

fphere, 

Beholding  darke  opprefling  day  fo  neare  : 
The  fodayne  fight  reduced  to  my  minde 
The  fundry  chaunges  that  in  earth  we  fynde. 

That  mufing  on  this  worldly  wealth  in  thought, 
Which  comes  and  goes  more  fafter  than  we  fee 
The  flickering  flame  that  with  the  fyer  is  wrought, 
My  bufie  minde  prefented  unto  me 
Such  fall  of  pieres  as  in  this  realme  had  be  : 
That  ofte  I  wifht  fome  would  their  woes  def 
er  yve. 
To  warne  the  reft  whom  fortune  left  alive 


THE    WORKS    OF    SACKVILLE. 


And  ftrayt  forth  {talking  with  redoubled  pace 
For  that. I  fawe  the  night  drewe  on  fo  fall, 
In  blacke  all  clad  there  fell  before  my  face 
A  piteous  wight,  whom  woe  had  al  forwafte, 
Furth  from  her  iyen  the  criftall  teares  outbraft, 
And  fyghing  fore    her   handes  fhe   wrong    am 

folde, 
Tare  al  her  heare,  that  ruth  was  to  beholde. 

Her  body  fmall  forwithered  and  forefpent, 
As  is  the  ftalk  that  fommers  drought  oppreft  ; 
Her  wealked  face  with  woful  teares  befprent, 
Her  colour  pale,  and  (as  it  feemd  her  beft) 
In  woe  and  playnt  repofed  was  her  reft. 
And  as  the  ftone  that  droppes  of  water  weares; 
So  dented  wer  cher  cheekes  with  fall  of  teares. 

Her  iyes  fwollen  with  flowing  ftreames  aflote, 
Wherewith  her  lookes  throwen  up  full  piteotiflie, 
Her  forceles  handes  together  ofte  (he  fmote. 
With  doleful  fhrikes,  th.at  echoed  in  the  fkye  : 
Whofe  playnt  fuch  fighcb  dy  d  ftrayt  accompany, 
That  in  my  doome  was  never  man  did  fee 
A  wight  but  halfe  fo  woe  begon  as  {he. 

I  ftoodc  agaft  beholding  all  her  plight, 
Tweene  dread  and  dolour  fo  diftreynd  in  hart, 
That  while  my  hcares  upftarted  with  the  fight, 
The  teares  out  ftrcamde  for  forowe  of  her  fmart : 
But  when  I  fawe  no  ende  that  could  aparte 
The  deadly  dewle,  which  {he  fo  fore  dyd  make, 
With  dolefull  voice  then  thus  to  her  I  fpake. 

Unwrap  thy  woes  what  ever  wight  thou  be, 
And  ftint  betime  to  Ipiil  thy  felfe  wyth  playnt ; 
Tell  what  thou  art,  and  whence,  for  well  I  fee 
Thou  canft  not  dure  with  forowe  thus  attaynt. 
And  with  that  worde  of  forrowe  all  forfaywt 
She  looked  up,  and  proflrate  as  fhe  laye 
With  piteous  found  loe  thus  fhe  gan  to  faye. 

Alas !  I  wretche  whom  thus  thou  feeft  diftreyned 
With  wafting  wees  that  never  fhall  afiake, 
Sor rows  I  am,  in  endeles  tormenres  payned, 
Among  the  furies  in  the  iufernall  lake  : 
Where  Pluto  god  of  hel  fo  griefly  blacke 
Doth  hold  his  drone,  and  Leiheus  deadly  tafte 
Doth  rieve  remembraunce  of  eche  tliyng  forepaft. 

Whence  come  I  am,  the  drery  deflinie         / 
And  luckeles  lot  for  to  bemone  of  thole, 
Whom  fortune  in  this  maze  of  miferie 
Of  wretched  chaunce  moft  wofull  myrrours  chofe 
That  when  thou  feed  how  lightly  they  did  lofe 
Theyr  pope,  theyr  power,  aud  that  they  thought 

moft  fure 
Thcfti  mayeft  foone  deeme  no  earthly  joy  may  dure 

.,  ofe  rufull  voyce  no  fooner  had  out  brayed 

VVnr c   i _i_i.    u -i_/r--r. 


Th< 


fe  woful  woordes,  wherewith  (Tie  furrowed  fo, 

'out  alas  '.  fhe  fhryght  and  riev^r  flayed, 
downe.  and  ali  to  daiht  her  feife  for  woe. 


rJi     cold  pale  dread  my  lymes  gan  overgo 

11  ^  I  fo  furrowed  at  her  ibrowes  eft, 
And       ,          .  ,        .  ,.         ...  . 

fj.i       what  \vun  gnete  snd  iewe  my  wittes  were 


[reft. 


Iftrecht  myfelfc,  and  ftrayt  my  heart  revives, 
That  dread  and  dolour  erft  did  fo  appale ; 
Lyke  him  that  with  the  ferven:  fever  ftryves 
When  ficknes  feekes  his  caftell  Health  to  fkale  :   j 
With  gathered  fpirites  fo  forft  I  feare  to  availe  :  I 
And"  rearing  her  with  angiiifhe  all  fordone, 
My  fpirits  return'd,and  then  I  thus  begonne. 

0  Sorrowe,  alas!  fith  forrowe  is  thy  name, 
And  that  to  thee  this  drere  doth  well  pertayne, 
In  vayne  it  were  to  feeke  to  ceas  the  fame  : 
But  as  a  man  hym  felfe  with  forrowe  flayne, 
So  I,  alas  !  do  comfort  thee  in  payne, 

That  here  in  forrowe  art  forlbnke  fo  depe 
That  at  thy  fight  I  can  but  figh  and  wepe. 

1  had  no  fooner  fpoken  of  a  ftike, 

But  that  the  ftorm  fo  rumbled  in  her  breft, 

As  Eolus  could  never  roare  the  like, 

And  (bowers  downe  rayned  from  her  iyen  fo  faft  i 

That  all  bedreynt  the  place,  till  at  the  laft 

Well  eafed  they  the  dolour  of  her  minde, 

As  rage  of  rayne  doth  fwage  the  ftormy  wynde.  i. 

For  furth  fhe  placed  in  her  fearfull  tale  : 
Cum,  cum,  (quod  fhe)  and  fee  what  I  fhall  fhewe 
Cum  heare  the  playning,  and  the  bytter  bale 
Of  worthy  men,  by  fortune  overthrowe. 
Cum  thou  and  fee  them  rewing  all  in  rowe. 
They  were  but  fhades  that  erft  in  minde  thou  rolde. 
Cum,  cum  with  me,  thine  eyes  fhall  them  beholde. 

What  could  thefe  wordesbut  make  me  more  agaft  : 
To  heare  her  tell  whereon  I  mufde  while  eare  :,. 
So  was  1  mazed  therewyth,  tyll  at  the  laft, 
Mufing  upon' her  wurdes,  and  what  they  were, 
All  fodaynly  well  Lsffoned  was  my  feare  : 
For  to  my  minde  returned  howe  fhs  telde 
Both  what  fhe  was,  and  where  her  wun  fhe  helde. 

Whereby  I  knewe  that  fhe  a  goddeffe  was, 

And  therewithall  reforted  to  my  minde 

My  thought  that  late  prefented  me  the  glas 

Of  brittle  ftate,  of  cares  that  here  we  fiade, 

Of  thoufand  woes  to  filiy  men  alTynde  : 

And  howe  fhe  nowe  byd  me  come  and  beholds^, 

To  fee  with  iye  that  eril  in  thought  I  rolde. 

That  downe  I  fell,  and  with  al  reverence 
Adored  her,  perceyving  nowe  that  fhe 
A  goddcffo  feut  by  godly  providence, 
[:i  earthly  fliape  thus  fhowed  herfelf  to  me, 
To  wayle  and  rue  this  worldes  uucertayntye  :' 
And  while  I  honoured  thus  her  godheds  mighf,    - 
With   playning   voyce   thefe  wurdes  to  me  fhe - 
fhryght : 

{hall  the  gujde  fir  ft  to  the  griefly  fake, 
And  thence  unta  the  blifsful  place  of  reft, 
,Vhere  thou  fhalt  fee  and  heare  the  playnt  they 

make, 

That  whilom  here  bare  fwinge  among  the  beft. 
This  fhalt  thou  fee,  but  great  is  the  unreft 
That  thou  muft  byde  before  thou  canft  attayne 
Jato  the  dreadfuil  place  where  theis  remayne. 
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with  thefe  wurdes  as  I  uprayfed  ftood, 
And  gan  to  folowe  her  that  ftrayght  furth  .paced, 
Eare  I  was  ware,  into  a  defert  wood 
We  novve  were  cum  :  where  hand  in  hand  im- 

braced, 

She  led  the  way,  and  through  the  thicke  fo  traced 
As  but  1  had  beene  guided  by  her  might, 
It  was  no  way  for  any  mcrtall  wight. 

But  loe,  while  thus  amid  the  defert  darke, 
We  palled  on  with  fteppes  and  pace  unmette  : 
j  A  rumbling  roar  confufde  with  howle  and  bark 
Of  dogs,  fhoke  all  the  ground  under  our  feete, 
And  ftroke  the  din  within  our  eares  fo  deepe 
As  halfe  diftraught  unto  the  ground  I  fell, 
Befought  retourne,  and  not  to  vifitc  hell. 

But  fhe  forthwith  uplifting  me  apace 
Removed  my  dread,  and  with  a  ftedfaft  minde 
Bad  me  come  on,  for  here  was  now  the  place, 
The  place  where  we  our  travayle  ende  fliould  finde. 
Wherewith  I  arofe,  and  to  the  place  afiynde 
Aftoyndc  I  ftalke,  when  ftrayt  we  approched  nere. 
The  diedfull  place,  that  you  wil  dread  to  here. 

An  hydeous  hole  al  vafte,  withouten  fhape, 

Of  enclkfs  depth,  orewhelmde  with  ragged  ftone, 

Wyth  cugly  mouth,  and  grifly  jawes  doth  gape, 

And  to  our  fight  confounds  it  felfe  in  one. 

Here  entred  we,  and  yeding  forth,  anone 

An  horrible  lothly  lake  we  might  difcerne 

As  blacke  as  pitche,  that  cleped  is  Averne. 

A  deadly  gulfe  where  nought  but  rubbifhe  grows, 
With  fowle  biacke   fwelth   in  thickned   lumpes 

lyes, 

Which  up  in  the  aver  fuch  flinking  vapors  throwes 
That  over  there,  may  flye  no  fowle  but  dyes, 
Choaltt  with  the  peflilent  favours  that  aryfe. 
Hither  we  cum,  whence  forth  we  flill  dyd  pace, 
In  dreadful  leare  amid  the  dreadfull  place. 

And  firft  within  the  portche  and  jawes  of  hell 
Sate  diepe  Remorfe  of  Confcience,  al  befprent 
With  teares  :  and  to  her  felfe  oft  would  fhe  tell 
Htr  wretchednes,  and  curfing  never  {lent 
To  fob  and  figh  :  but  ever  thus  lament, 
With  thoughtful  care,  as  fhe  that  all  in  vayne 
Would  weare  and  wafte  continually  in  payne, 

Her  iyes  unftedfaft  rolling  here  and  there, 
Whurld  on  eche  place,  as  place  that  vengeauns 

brought, 

So  was  her  minde  continually  in  feare, 
Toffed  and  tormented  with  the  tedious  thought 
Of  thofe  detefted  crymes  which  fhe  had  wrought : 
With  dreadful  cheare  and  lookes  thrown  to  the 

fkye, 
Wyfhyng  for  death,  and  yet  fhe  could  not  dye. 

Next  fawe  we  Dread  al  tremblyng  how  he  fhooke, 
With  foot  uncerjayne  proferd  here  and  there  : 
Benumde  cf  fpeache,  and  with  a  gaftly  looke 
Searcht  evry  place  al  pale  and  dead  for  feare, 
Jiis  cap  borne  ,up  with  ftarting  of  his  hcare, 
VOL.  I. 


Stoynde  and  amazde  at  his  owne  made  for  deed, 
And  fearing  greater  daungers'than  was  nede. 

And  next  within  the  entry  of  this  lake 

Sate  fell  Revenge  gnafhing  her  teeth  for  yre, 

Devifing  means  howe  file  may  vengeaunce  take 

Never  to  reft  tyll  fhe  have  her  defire  : 

But  frets  within  fo  far  forth  with  the  fyer 

Of  wreaking  flames,  that  now  determines  fhe, 

To  dye  by  death,  or  vengde  by  death  to  be. 

When  fell  Revenge  with  bloudy  foule  pretence 
Had  fhowed  her  felfe  as  next  in  order  fet, 
With  trembling  limmes  we  foftly  parted  thence, 
Tyll  in  our  iyes  another  fight  we  met  : 
When  fro  «ay  hart  a  figh  forthwith  I  fet, 
Rewing  alas  upon  the  wofull  plight 
Of  Miitrie,  that  next  appeared  in  fight. 

His  face  was  Icane,  and  fumdeale  pyned  away, 
And  eke  his  handes  confumed  to  the  bone, 
But  what  his  body  was  J  can  not  fay, 
For  on  his  carkas  rayment  had  he  none, 
Save  cloutes  and  patches  pieced  one  by  one. 
With  ftaffe  in  hande,  and  fkrip  on  fhonlders  caft, 
His  chiefc  defence  agayuft  the  winters  blaft. 

• 

His  foode  for  moft,  was  wylde  fruytes  of  the  tree, 
Unles  fumtimes  fum  crummes  fell  to  his  flxare  : 
Which  in  his  wallet  long,  Ged  wote,  kept  he, 
As  on  the  which  lull  dayntlye  would  he  fare. 
His  drinke  the  running  ftreame  :  his  cup  the  bare 
Of  his  palme    clofed :  his  'bed   the   hard  colde 

grounde. 
To  this  poore  life  was  Miferie  ybound. 

Whofe  wretched  ftate  when  we  had  well  behelde 

With  tender  ruth  on  him  and  on  his  feres, 

In  thoughtful  cares,  furth  then  our  pace  we  helde; 

And  by  and  by,  an  other  fhape  apperes, 

Of  greedy  Care,  fHl  brufhing  up  the  brcres, 

His  knuckles  knob'd,  his  flefhe  depe  dented  in, 

With  tawed  handes,  and  hard  ytanned  flcyn. 

The  morrowe  graye  no  fooner  had  begunne 
To  fpreade  his  light  even  peping  in  our  iyes, 
When  he  is  up  and  to  his  workc  yrunne  : 
But  let  the  nightes  blacke  miflye  mantels  rife. 
And  with  fowle  darke  never  fo  much  difguyfe 
The  fayrc  bright  day,  yet  ccafleth  he  no  whyle. 
But  hath  his  candels  to  prolong  his  toyle. 

By  him  lay  heavy  Slepe  the  cefin  of  death 
Flat  on  the  ground,  and  ftill  as  any  ftone, 
A  very  corps,  fave  yelding  forth  a  breath. 
Small  kepe  took  he  whom  Fortune  frowned  on, 
Or  whom  flic  lifted  up  into  the  trqne 
Of  high  renowne,  but  as  a  living  death, 
So  dead  alyve,  of  lyef  he  drewe  the  breath. 

The  bodyes  reft,  the  quyete  of  the  hart, 
The  travayles  eafe,  the  {till  nightes  feer  was  he. 
And  of  our  life  in  earth  the  better  parte, 
Reuen  of  fight,  and  yet  in  whom  we  fee 
Thinges  of  that  tide,  and  ofte  that  never  bet. 
Tt 


is* 

Without  refpccl  efteeming  equally 
Kyng  Crefus  pompe,  and  Irus  povertle. 

And  rext  in  order  fad  Old  Age  we  found 
His  beard  all  hoare,  his  i\  es  hollow  and  blynde, 
W~t.h  drouping  chcre  ftill  poring  on  the  ground, 
As  on  the  place  where  nature  him  affinde 
To  reft,  when  that  the  fifters  had  untwynde 
Hisvitall  threde,and  ended  with  theyr  knyfe 
The  fleeting  courfe  of  faft  declining  life. 

There  heard  we  him  with  broken  and  hollow 

playn, 

Rewe  with  him  felfe  his  ende  approaching  faft, 
And  all  for  nought  his  wretched  minde  torment 
With  fwete  remembraunce  of  his  pleafnres  paft, 
And  frefhe  delites  of  lufty  youth  forwafte. 
Recounting  which,  how  would  he  fob  and  ihrike  : 
And  to  be  yong  againe  of  Jove  befeke. 

But  and  the  cruell  fates  fo  fixed  be 

That  time  forpaft  can  not  retourne  agayne, 

This  one  requcft  of  Jove  yet  prayed  he  : 

That  in  fuch  withered  plight,  and  wretched  paine, 

Aselde  (accompanied  with  his  lothfcm  trayne) 

Had  brought  on  him,  all  were  it  woe  andgriefe. 

He  might  a  while  yet, linger  forth  his  lief ; 

And  not  fo  foone  defcend  into  the  pit, 

Where  death,  when  he  the  mortail  corps  hath 

flayne, 

With  retchlcs  hande  in  grave  doth  cover  it, 
Thereafter  never  to  enjoye  agayne 
The  gladfomc  light,  but  in  the  ground  ylayr.r 
In  depth  of  darknes  wafte  and  weare  to  nought, 
As  he  had  never  into  the  world  been  brought. 

But  who  had  feene  him  fobbing,  howe  he  ftoode 
tfnto  himfelfe,  and  howe  he  would  bemone 
His  youth  forepart,  as  though  it  wrought  hym  good 
To  talke  of  youth,  al  wer  his  youth  foregone, 
He  would  have   mufed,   and  mervayled  muche 

whereon 

This  wretched  age  (hould  life  defyre  fo  fayne, 
And  knowes  ful  wel  life  doth  but  length  his  payne. 

Crookebackt  he  was,  tooth  ftiaken,  and  blere  iycd, 
Went  on  three  feete,  and  fometime  crept  OB  fower, 
With  olde  lame  bones,  that  railed  byhisfyde, 
His  Ikalpe  all  pilde,  and  -he  with  elde  forlore  : 
His  withered  fift  ftil  knocking  at  deatlies  dore, 
Tumbling  and  driveling  as  he  drawes  his  breth ; 
Por  briefe,  the  fliape  and  mefferger  of  death.  -    ; 

And  faft  by  him  pale  Maladie  was  plafte, 
Sore  ficke  in  bed,  her  colour  all  forgone, 
Bereft  of  ftornake,  favor,  and  of  tafte, 
Ne  could  (he  brooke  no  meat  but  brothes  alone. 
Her  breath  corrupt,  her  keepers  every  one     - 
Abhorring  her,  her  fickuespaft  recure, 
Detefting  pliificke,  and  all  phifickes  cure. 

But  oh  the  doleful  fight  that  then  we  fee. 
We  turnde  our  looke,  and  on  the  other  fide 
A  griefly  ihape  of  Famine  mought  we  fee/ 
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With   greedy  lookes,   and   gaping   mouth   that 

cryed, 

And  roard  for  meat  as  {he  mould  there  have  dyed^ 
Her  body  thin  and  bare  as  any  bone, 
Wharto  was  left  nought  but  the  cafe  alone ; 

And  that  alas  was  knawen  on  every  where 
All  full  of  holes,  that  I  ne  mought  fefrayne 
From  teares,  to  fee  how  (he  her  armes  could  teare, 
And  with  her  teeth  gnafh  on  the  bones  in  vayne  :> 
When  all  for  nought  me  fayne  would  fo  fuftayne  - 
Her  ftarven  corps,  that  rather  feemdea  lhade, 
Then  any  fubftaunce  of  a  creature  made. 

Great  was  her  force  whom  ftonewall  could  not 

flay, 

Her  tearyng  nayles  fcratching  at  all  me  fawe : 
With^aping  jawes  that  by  no  means  ymay 
Be  fatisfyed  from  hunger  of  her  mawe, 
But  eates  her  felfe  as  Ihe  that  hath  no  lawe  : 
Gnawing  alas  her  carkas  all  in  vayne,         [vayne. 
Where   you   may   count   eche  finow,  bone, 

On  her  while  we  thus  firmly  fixt  our  iyes, 
That  bled  for  ruth  of  fuch  a  drery  fight, 
Loe  fodaynelye  (he  fhryght  in  fo  huge  wyfs, 
As  made  hell  gates  to  fhyver  with  the  myg;ht. 
Wherewith  a  dart  we  fawe  howe  it  did  lyght 
Ryght  on  her  breaft,  and  therewithal  pale  deatl 
Enthryiling  it  to  rave  her  of  her  breath. 

And  by  and  by  a  dum  dead  corps  we  fawe, 
Heavy  and  colde,  the  ftiape  of  death  aryght, 
That  dauntes  all  earthly  creatures  to  his  lawe  : 
Agaynft  whofe  force  in  vayne  it  is  to  fyghc 
Ne  pieres,  ne  princes,  nor  no  mortail  wyght, 
No  townes,  ne  realme?,  cities,  ne  ftrongeft  tower^ 
But  al  perforce  muft  yeeld  unto  his  power. 

His  dart  anon  out  of  the  corps  he  tooke, 

And  in  his  hand  (a  dreadful  fight  to  fee) 

With  great  triumphe  eftfones  the  fame  he  ihocke, 

That  molt  of  all  my  feares  affrayed  me  : 

His>  bedie  dight  with  nought  but  bnnes  perdye, 

The  naked  fhape  of  man  there  fawe  I  playne, 

All  fave  the  flefhe,  the  fynowe,  and  the  vayne. 

Laftly  ftoode  Warrc  in  glitteryng  armes  yclad. 
With  vifage  grym,   fterne  lookes,  and  biackely 

hewed  : 

In  his  right  hand  a  naked  fworde  he  had, 
That  to  the  hikes  was  al  with  bloud  embrewed  : 
And  in  his  left  (that  kinges  and  kingdomes  revved) 
Famine  and  fyer  he  held,  and  therewythall 
He  razed  townes,  snd  threwe  downe  towers 

all. 

Cities  he  fakt,  and  realmes  that  whilom  flowere 
In  honour,  glory,  and  rule  above  the  beft, 
He  overwhelmde,  and  all  theyr  fame  devowred, 
Confumed,deftroyed,  wafted,  and  never  ceaft, 
Tyll  he  theyr  wealth,  their  name,  and  all  opprt 
His  face  forehewed  with   woundes,  and  by 

fide 
There  hunge  his  terge  with  gafhes  de^e  and  wj 
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10  mids  of  which,  depaynted  there  we  founde 
Deadly  Debate,  al  ful  of  faaky  heare, 
'That  with  a  bloudy  fillet  was  ybound, 
Out  breathing  nought  but  difcord  every  where. 
And  round  about  were  portrayed  here  and  there 
The  hugie  hoftes,  Darius  and  his  power, 
His  kynges,  prynces,  his  pieres,  and  all  his  flower; 

Whom  great  Macedo  vanquifht  there  in  fight, 
With  diepe  flaughter,  difpoyling  all  hispryde, 
Pearft  through  his  realmes,  and  daunted  all  his 

might. 

Duke  Hanniball  beheld  I  there  befide. 
In  Cannas  field,  vidtor  howe  he  did  ride, 
And  woful  Romaynes  that  in  vayne  withftoode, 
And.  Conful  Paulus  covered  all  in  bloode. 

Vet  fawe  I  more,  the  fight  at  Trafimene, 
And  Trebery  fyeld,  and  eke  when  Hannibal 
And  worthy  Scipio  laft  in  armes  were  feene 
Before  Carthago  gate,  to  trye  for  all 
The  worldes  empyre,  to  whom  it  fhould  befal. 
There  fawe  I  Pompeye,  and  Cefar  clad  in  armes, 
Theyr  hoftes  alyed,  and  al  theyr  civil  harmes. 

With  conquerours  hands  forbathde  in  their  owne 

bleod, 

And  Cefar  weeping  over  Pompeyes  head. 
Yet  fawe  I  Scilla  and  Darius  where  they  ftooae, 
Theyr  great  crueltie,  and  the  diepe  bludfhed 
pf  frendes  :  Cyrus  I  fawe  and  his  hoft  dead, 
And  howe  the  queene  with  great  defpyte  hath 

fionge 
His  head  in  bloud  of  them  (he  overcome. 

Xerxes  the  Percian  kyng  yet  fawe  I  there, 
With  his  huge  hoft  that  dranke  the  rivers  drye, 
Difmounted  hilles,  and  made  the  vales  uprere, 
His  hofte  and  all  yet  fawe  I  flayne  perdye. 
Thebes  1  fawe  all  razde  howe  it  dyd  lye 
In  heapes  of  ftones,  andTyrusput  to  fpoyle,  [foyle. 
With   walles   and   towers   flat  evened  with  the 

But  Troy,  alas  !  (me  thought)  above  them  all, 
It  made  mine  iyes  in  very  teares  confume, 
When  I  beheld  the  wofull  werd  befall, 
That  by  the  wra-thful  wyl  of  Gods  was  come  : 
And  Jove's  unmooved  fentence  and  fore^ome 
On  Priam  kyng,  and  on  his  towne  fo  bent. 
I  could  not  lyn,  but  I  muft  there  lament. 

And  that  the  more  fith  Deftinie  wa$  fo  fterne 
As  force  perforce,  there  might  no  force  avayle, 
But  fhe  muft  fall :  and  by  her  fall  we  learne, 
That  cities,  towres,  wealth,  world,  and  al  fhall 
quayle.  [vayle, 

No  manhoode,  might,  nor  nothing  mought  pre- 
.  Al  wer  there  preft,  ful  many  a  prynce  and  piere, 
And  many  a  knight  that  fold  his  death  full  deere. 

Not  wurthy  Hector  wnrthyeft  of  them  all, 
Her  hope,  her  joye  ;  his  force  is  now  for  nought. 
O  Troy,  Troy,  there  is  no  boote  but  bale  ; 
The  hugie  horfe  within  thy  walles  is  brought : 
Thy  turrets  fall,  thy  knightcs  that  whilom  fought 


In  armes  amyd  the  fyeld,  are  flayne  in  bed. 
Thy  Gods  defylde,  and  all  thy  honour  dead. 

The  flames  upfpring,  and  cruelly  they  crepe 
From  wall  to  roofe,  til  all  to  cindres  wafte  ; 
Some  fyer  the  houfes  where  the  wretches  flepe, 
Sum  rufhe  in  here,  fome  run  in  there  as  faft. 
In  every  where  or  fword  or  fyer  they  tafte. 
The  walles  are  torne,  the  towers  whurld  to  the 

ground ; 
There  is  no  mifchiefe  but  may  there  be  found. 

CafTandra  yet  there  fawe  I  howe  they  haled 
From  Pallas'  houfe,  with  fpercled  treffe  undone, 
Her  wriftes  faft  bound,  and  with  Greeks  rout  em 
paled  : 

And  Priam  eke  in  vayne  howe  he  did  runne 
To  armes,  when  Pyrrhus  with  defpite  hath  done 
To  cruel  death,  and  bathed  him  in  the  bayne 
Of  his  fonnes  blud  before  the  ahare  flayne. 

But  howe  can  I  defcryve  the  doleful  fight, 
That  in  the  fhylde  fo  livlike  layer  did  fhyne  ! 
Sith  in  this  world  I  think  was  never  wyght 
Could  have  fet  furth  the  halfe.nor  halfe  fo  fyne. 
I  can  no  more  but  tell  howe  there  is  feene 
Payer  Ilium  fall  in  burning  red  gledes  downe, 
And  from  the  foyle  great  Troy  Neptunus  towne. 

[drawe, 

Herefrom  when  fcarce  I  could  mine  iyes  with- 
That  fylde  with  teares  as  doth  the  fpryngyng  well, 
We  paffed  on  fo  far  furth  tyl  we  f#we 
Rude  Acheron,  a  lothfome  lake  to  tell, 
That  boyles  and  bubs  up  fwelth  as  blacke  as  hell, 
Where  grifly  Charon  at  theyr  fixed  tide 
Still  ferries  ghoftea  unto  the  farder  fide. 

The  aged  god  no  fooner  Sorowe  fpyed,  ^ 

But  halting  ftrayt  unto  the  banke  apace 
With  hollow  call  unto  the  rout  he  cryed, 
To  fwarve  apart,  and  geve  the  godeffe  place. 
Strayt  it  was  done,  when  to  the  fhoar  we  pace, 
Where  hand  in  hand  as  we  then  linked  faftc, 
Within  the  boate  we  are  together  plaftc. 

And  furth  we  launch  full  fraughted  to  thebrinke, 
Whan  with  the  unwonted  weght,  the  ruftye  keele 
Began  to  cracke  as  if  the  fame  ihould  finke. 
We  hoyfe  up  mall  and  fayle,  that  in  a  whyle 
We  fet  the  fhore,  where  fcarcely  we  had  while 
For  to  arry  ve,  but  that  we  heard  anone 
A  thre  found  barke  confounded  al  in  one. 

We  hacfnot  long  furth  pad,  but  that  we  fawe, 
Blacke  Cerberus  the  hydeous  hound  of  hell, 
With  briftles  reard,  and  with  a  thre  mouthed  jawe^ 
Forcdinning  the  ayr  with  his  horrible  yel. 
Out  of  the  diepe  dark  cave  where  he  did  dwell, 
The  goddeffe  ftrayt  he  knewe,  and  by  and  by 
He  pcafte  and  couched,  while  that  we  paffed  by. 

Thence  cum  we  to  the  horrour  and  the  hel, 

The  large   great   kyngdomes,  and   the  dreading? 

raygne 

Of  Pluto  in  his  tronc  where  he  dyd  dweU4 
Ttij 
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The  wyde  wafle  places,  and  the  hugye  playne  : 
The    waylinges,    fhrykcs,    and   fundry    fortes    of 

payne, 

The  fygh^s,  the  fobbes.  the  djep  and  deadly  groane, 
iiiirth.  aycr,  and  all  refounding  playnt  and  moane. 

HVrff  pewled  the  babes,  and  here  the  maydes  un 
wed 
'!-.  Folded  handes  theyr  fory  chaunce  bewayled  ; 

wept  the  gyltles  flayne,  and  lovers  dead, 
1'har  Pe\ve  them  felves  when  nothing  elfe  avayled  : 
A  thoafand  fortes  of  forrowes  here  that  wayled 
With  fight's  and  teares,  fobs,fhrykes,  and  all  yfere, 
That  (oh,  alas !)  it  was  a  hel  to  heare. 

We  flayed  us  ftrayt,  and  wyth  a  rufull  feare, 
Beheld  'his  heavy  fight,  while  from  mine  eyes 
The  vapored  teares  downfHiled  here  and  there, 
And  Sorowe  eke  in  far  more  woful  wyfe, 
Looke"  on  with  playnt,  tip  heaving  to  the-fkyes 
Her  v/retched  handes,  that  with  her  crye  the  rout 
Gaq  all  in  heapes  to  fwarme  vs  round  about. 

Loe  here  (faid  Sorrowe)  prynces  of  renowne, 
That  whilom  fat  on  top  of  Fortune's  wheele 
Now  layed  fill  lovve,  like  wretches  whurled  downe, 
Even  with  one  frowne,  that  flayed  but  with  a 

fmyle, 
•  And  now  beholde  the  thing  that  thou  ere-syhile^ 


Saw  only  in  thought,  and  what  thou  now  fhajt 

heare 
Recompt  the  fame  to  Kefar,  King,  and  Pier. 

Then  firft  came  Henry  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
His  cloke  of  blacke  al  pilde  and  quite  forworre, 
Wringing   his    handes,    and   Fortune   ofte  doth 

blame, 

Which  of  a  duke  hath  made  him  now  her  flcorne. 
With  ghaftly  lookes  as  one  in  manner  lorne, 
Oft  fpred  his  armes,  ftretcht  handes  he  joynes  as 

ftft, 
With  ruful  chere,and  vapored  eyesupcaft. 

His  cloke  he  rent,  his  manly  breaft  he  beat, 
His  heare  al  tome  about  the  place  it  laye, 
My  hart  fo  molte  to  fee  his  griefe  fo  gr«at, 
As  felingly  me  thought  it  dropt  awaye  : 
His  iyes  they  whurled  about  withouten  ftaye, 
With  ftormy  fyghes  the  place  dyd  fo  complaync, 
As  if  his  hart  at  echehad  burft  in  twayne. 

Thryfe  he  began  to  tell  his  doleful  tale, 

And  thryfe  the  fighes  did  fwallowe  up  his  voycc 

At  eche  of  which  he  ihryked  fo  wythal 

As  though  the  heavens  vied  with  the  noyfe  : 

Tyll  at  the  laft  recovering  his  voyce, 

Supping  the  teares  that  all  his  breft  beraynde^ 

On  cruel  Fortune  weeping  thus  he  playnde*    i 
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truftes  to  much  in  honour's  hig.heft  trone 
Arid  vvarely  watche  not  fly  dame  Fortune's  fnare  : 
Or  who  in  courte  will  beare  the  fwaye  alone, 
And  wyfely  weygh  not  how  to  wyeld  the  care, 
Beholde  he  me,  and  by  my  death  beware  : 
Whom  flattering  Fortune  falfely  fo  begylde, 
That  loe  fhe  flewe,  where  erft  ful  fmooth  (he 

fmylde. 

And  Sackevylle  fith  in  purpofe  nowe  thou  haft 
The  woful  fal  ofpryncesto  difcryve, 
"Whom  Fortune  both  uplyft,  and  gayn  downe  caft, 
To  fhewe  thereby  the  unfurety  in  this  life, 
Mark  wel  my  fal,  which  I  fhail  fhewe  belyve, 
And  paynt  it  furth  that  all  eftates  may  knowe  : 
Have  they  the  warning,  and  be  mine  the  woe. 

For  noble  bloud  made  me  both  prince  and  pier, 
Yea  pierles  too,  had  reafon  purchaft  place, 
And  God  with  giftes  endowed  me  largely  here. 
But   what    avayles   his   giftes,  where  fayles  his 

grace  : 

My  mothers  fyer  fprong  of  a  kyngly  race 
And  calde  was  Edmund  Duke  of  Somerfet, 
Bereft  of  lyfe  ere  tyme  by  nature  fet. 

Whofe  faythful  hart  to  Henry  fyrt  fo  wrought, 
That  never  he  hym  in  weale  or  woe  forfooke, 
Tyl  laftly  he  at  Tewxbury  fyeld  was  cought 
Wherewith  an  axe  his  violent  death  he  toke  : 
He  never  could  Kyng  Edwardes  party  brooke, 
Tyll  by  his  death  he  vouchte  that  qaarell  good, 
In   which   his   fyer  and  graundfyer   fpylt  theyr 
bloud. 

And  fuch  was  erft  my  fathers  cruel!  chaunce, 
Of  Stafford  Earle,  by  name  that  Humfrey  hyght, 


Who  ever  preft  dyd  Henries  parte  avaunce, 
And  never  ceaft  tyl  at  Saynt  Albones  fig^t 
He  loft  his  lyfe,  as  than  did  many  a  knyght  : 
Where  eke  my  graundfyer  Duke  of  Buckingham 
Was  wounded  fore,  and  hardly  fkapte  untane. 

But  what  may  boote  to  flay  the  fiften  three  ? 
When  Atfopos  perforce  wil  cut  the  threde  : 
The  doleful  day  was  come  when  you  might  fee 
Northampton  fyeld  with  armed  men  orefpred, 
Where  fate  would  algates  have  my  graundfyer  dead  J 
So  rufliing  furth  arhyds  the  fyerceft  fight, 
He  lived  and  dyed  there  in  his  mailers  ryght. 

in  place  of  whom,  as  it  befel  my  lot, 
Like  on  a  flage,  fo  ftept  I  in  flrayt  waye, 
Enjoying  there  but  wofully,  God  wot, 
As  he  that  had  a  flender  part  to  playe  : 
To  teache  therby,  in  earth  no  flate  may  flay, 
But  as  our  partes  abridge,  or  length  our  age, 
So  pafle  we  all,  while  others  fyll  the  ftage. 

For  of  my  felfe,  the  drery  fate  to  playne, 
I  was  fometime  a  prince  withouten  pier, 
When  Edward  Fift  began  his  ruful  raygne, 
Ay  me,  then  I  began  that  hatefull  yeare, 
To  cumpas  that  which  I  have  bought  fo  deare,: 
I  bare  the  fwynge,  I  and  that  wretched  wyght, 
-The  Duke  of  Gioceftef  that  Rychard  hyght. 

For  when  the  fates  had  reft  that  royal  prince 
Edward  the  Fourth,  chiefe  myrroar  of  that  name, 
The  Duke  and  I  faft  joyned  ever  fince, 
In  faythfull  love,  our  fecrete  driftes  to  frame  : 
What  he  thought  beft  to  me  fo  i'eemde  the  lame^ 
My  felfe  not  bent  fo  much  for  to  afpyer, 
As  to  fulfyl  that  greedy  Dukes  defyre  j 
Tt  iij 
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Whofe  reftlefs  minde  fore  thyrfUngari:er  rule, 
When  that  he  fawe  his  nephewes  both  to  ben 
Through  tender  yeares  as  yet  unfit  to  rule, 
And  rather  ruled  by  theyr  mothers  kyn, 
There  fought  he  firfl  his  mifchyefe  to  begyn, 
To  plucke  from  them  theyr  mothers  frendes  af- 

fynde, 
i'or  wel  he  wifl  they  would  withfland  his  mynde. 

To  folowe  which,  he  ran  fo  headlong  fwyft, 

"With  eygrr  thyrfl  of  his  defired  draught, 

To  feeke  theyr  deathes  that  fought  to  dafhe  his 

dryft, 

Of  whom  the  chiefe  the  queenes  allyes  he  thought, 
That   bent   thereto   with  mountes   of  mifchiefe 

fraught, 

He  knewe  theyr  lyves  would  be  fo  fore  his  let, 
That  in  theyr  deathes  his  only  helpe  he  fee. 

And  I  mod  curfed  caytief  that  I  was, 
Seeing  the  (late  unfledfaft  howe  it  flood, 
His  chief  complyce  to  bryng  the  fame  to  pafle, 
Unhappy  wretche,  confented  to  theyr  blood  : 
Ye  kinges  and  piers  that  fwim  in  worldly  good, 
In  feeking  blud  the  ende  advert  you  playne, 
And  fee  if  bloud  ey  afke  not  blud  agayne. 

Confyder  Cyrus  in  your  cruell  thought, 

A  makeles  prynce  in  ryches  and  in  myght, 

And   weygh    in    minde    the    bloudy    dedes  he 

wrought, 

In  (heading  which  he  fet  his  whole  delyght : 
But  fee  the  guerdon  lotted  to  this  wyght, 
He  whofe  huge  power  no  man  might  overthrowe, 
Tomyfis  queen  with  great  defpite  hath  flowe. 

His  head  difmembred  frorn  his  mangled  corps, 
Her  felfe  fhe  cafl  into  a  veffel  fraught 
With  clottercd  bloud  of  them  that  felt  her  force. 
And  with  thefe  wordes  a  jufl  reward  fhe  taught : 
Drynke  nowe  thy  fyll  of  thy  defyred  draught. 
!Loe  marke  the  fine  that  did  this  prynce  befall*. 
Marke  not  this  one,  but  marke  the  ende  of  all. 

Behold  Cambifes  and  his  fatal  daye, 
Where  murders  mifchiefe  myrrour  like  is  left : 
While  he  his  brother  Mergus  caft  to  flaye, 
A  dreadful  thing,  his  wittes  were  him  bereft. 
A  fword  he  caught,  wherewith  he  perced  eft 
His  body  gored,  which  he  of  liefe  benooms  : 
So  jufl  is  God  in  all  his  dreadful!  doomes. 

O  bluddy  Brutus,  rightly  didfl  thou  rew, 

And  thou  Gaffius  juftly  came  thy  fall, 

That  with  the  fwurd  wherewith  thou  Gefar  flewe 

Murtireft  thy  felfe,  and  reft  thy  life  withail. 

A  myrrour  let  him  be  unto  you  all 

That  murderers  be,  of  murder  to  your  meede  : 

lor  murder  crieth  out  vengeance  on  your  fcede. 

I.oe  BefTus,  he  that  armde  -with  murderers  knyfe, 
And  traytrous  hart  agaynfl  his  royall  king, 
With  bluddy  handes  bereft  his  mayflers  life, 
Advert  the  fine  his  fowle  ofTence  dyd  bryng  : 
And  lothing  murder  as  mc£  Icihly  thing, 


Beholde  in  him  the  jufl  deferved  fall, 
That  ever  hath,  and  fhali  betide  them  aH* 

What  booted  him  his  falfe  ufurped  raygnes 
Whereto  by  murder  he  did  fo  afcende  ? 
When  like  a  wretche,  led  in  an  yron  chaync 
He  was  prefented  by  his  chiefefl  frende 
Unto  the  foes  of  him  whom  he  had  flayne  : 
That  even  they  fhould  venge  fo  fowle  a  gylt, 
That  rather  fought  to  have  his  bloud  yfpylt. 

Take  hede  ye  princes  and  ye  prelates  all 
Of  this  outrage,  which  though  it  fleepe  a  whil 
And  not  difclofde,  as  it  doth  feeld  befall, 
Yet  God  that  fuffreth  filence  to  beguyle 
Such  gyltes,  wherewith  both  earth  and  ayre 

file, 

At  laft  difcryes  them  to  your  fowle  deface, 
You  fee  the  examples  fet  before  your  face. 

And  deepely  grave  within  your  flony  hartes, 
The  drery  dewle  that  myghty  Macedo, 
With  teares  unfolded  wrapt  in  deadly  fmartes, 
When  he  the  death  of  Clitus  forowed  fo, 
Whom  erfl  he  murdred  wyth  the  deadly  blowe3 
Raught  in  his  rage  upon  his  frende  fo  deare, 
For  which  beholde  loe  how  his  panges  appere. 

The  launced  fpear  he  writhes  out  of  the  wovrtid, 
From  which  the  purple  blud  fpins  on  his  face  : 
His  heynous  gylt  when  he  returned  found, 
He  throwes  him  felfe  upon  the  corpes  alas. 
And  in  his  armes  howe  ofte  doth  he  imbrace 
His  murdred  frende?  and  kyflyng  him  in  vaynt 
Furth  flowe  the  fluds  of  falte  repentant  rayne. 

His  frendes  amazde  at  fuch  a  murder  doen, 
In  fearful  flockes  begyn  to  fhrynke  away. 
And  he  thereat  with  heapes  of  grief  foretioen, 
Hateth  him  felfe,  wifhing  his  latter  daye. 
Nowe  he  him  felfe  perceyved  in  lyke  ft  aye, 
As  is  the  wilde  beaft  in  the  defert  bred, 
Both  dreading  others,  and  him  felfe  adred. 

He  calles  for  death,  and  loathing  lenger  lyfe, 
Bent  to  bis  bane,  refufeth  kyndely  foode  : 
And  ploungde  in  depth  of  death  and  dolours  flryfe 
Had  quelde  him  felfe,   had  not  his  frendes  wyt 

ftoode. 

Loe  he  that  thus  had  fhed  the  gyltleles  blud, 
Though  he  were  kyng  and  Cefar  over  all, 
Yet  chbfe  he  death  to  guerdon  death  withail. 

This  prynce  whofe  pyer  was  never  under  fonne, 
Whofe  glyflening  fan"ie  the  earth  did  overglyde 
Whych  with  his  power  weinye  the  world 

wonne, 

His  bluddy  handes  him  felfe  could  not  abyde, 
But  fully  bent  with  famine  to  have  dyed : 
The  wurthy  prynce  deemed  in  his  regarde 
That  death  for  death  could  be  but  juil  rewards 

Yet  we  that  were  fo  drowned  in  the  depth 
Of  diep  defyre  to  drinke  the  gyltcles  blud, 
Lyk«  to  the  wulfe,  v/ith  grgcdy  k>?kcs  that 
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hto  the  fnare,  to  feede  on -deadly,  foode, 
o  we  delyghted  in  the  ftate  we  fioode, 
llinded  fo  farre  in  all  our  blynded  trayne, 
lhat  blind,  we  fawe  not  our  deftru&ion  playne. 

Ve  fpared  none  whofe  life  could  ought  forlet 
',  )ur  wycked  purpofe  to  his  pas  to  cum. 

power  wurthy  knyghtes  we  headed  gt  Pomfret, 
Ipyltles  (God  wot)  withouten  lawe  or  doome. 

VI y  heart  even  bleedes  to  tell  you  al  andfome, 

)\nd  howe  Lord  Haftinges  when  he  feared  kaft, 
ijDifpiteoufly  was  murdred  and  oppreft. 

Thefe  rockes  uprcught,  that  threatned  moffc  our 

wreck, 
•  We  feemde  to  fayle  much  furer  in  the  ftreame  : 

JAnd  fortune  fayring  as  fhe  were  at  becke, 

Layed  in  our  lap  the  rule  of  all  the  realme. 

rhe  nephewes  ftrayt  depofde  were  by  the  game; 
.  And  we  advaunft  to  that  we  bought  full  deare, 

He  crowned  king,  and  I  his  chyefeft  pyer. 

Thus  having  wonne  our  long  defirid  pray, 
[  To  make  him  king  that  he  might  make  me  chiefe, 
|  Downthrow  we  ftrayt  his  fellie  nephews  twaye 
From  princes  pompe,  to  woful  prisoners  lyfe  : 
In  hope  that  nowe  ftynt  was  all  furder  ftryfe. 
Sith  he  was  king,  and  1  chief  ftroke  did  beare. 
Who  joyed  but  we,  yet  who  more  caufe  to  feare  ? 

(The  gyltles  bloud  which  we  unjuftly  fhed, 
The  royal  babes  devefteft  from  theyr  trone,    . 
[And  we  like  traytours  raygning  in  theyr  fted, 
I  Thefe  heavy  burdens  preffed  us  upon, 
rTormenting  us  fo  by  our  felves  alone, 
[Much  like  the  felon  that  purfued  by  night, 
|  Starts  at  eche  buflie  as  his  foe  were  in  fight. 

Nowe  doubting  ftate,  nowe  dreading  loffe  of  life, 

In  fear  of  wrecke  at  every  blaft  of  wynde, 

Now  ftart  in  dreames  through  dread  of  murdrers 

knyfe, 

As  though  even  then  revengement  were  affynde. 
"With  reftles  thought  fo  is  the  guylty  minde 
Turmoyled,  and  never  feeleth  eafe  or  flay, 
But  lives  in  feare  of  that  which  followes  aye. 

Well  gave  that  judge  his  doome  upon  the  death 
Of  Titus  Cleh'us  that  in  bed  was  flayne  : 
Whan  every  wight  the  cruell  murder  leyeth 
To  his  two  fbnhes  that  in  his  chamber  layen, 
The  judge,  that  by  the  proofe  percey veth  playne, 
That  they  were  found  fail  fieeping  in  theyr  bed, 
Hath  decmde  them  gyltles  of  this  blud  )  fhed. 

He  thought  it  could  not  be,  that  they  which  brake 

The  lawes  of  God  and  mail  in  fuch  .outrage, 

Could  fo  forthwith  them  felves  to  flepe  betake  : 

He  rather  thought  the  horror  and  the  rage 

Of  fuch  an  haynous  gylt,  could  never  fwage, 

Nor  never  fuffer  them  to  flepe  or  reft, 

Or  dreadles  breath  one  breath  out  of  theyr  breft. 

So  gnawes  the  griefe  cf  confcynce  evermore, 

And  in  the  hart  it  is  fo  diepe  ygrave, 

That  they  may  neyther  flepe  nor  reft  therefore, 


Ne  thynke  one  thought  but  on  the  dread  they 

have. 

Styl  to  the  death  fortoffed  with  the  wave 
Of  reftles  woe,  in  terror  and  difpeyre, 
They  lead  a  lyef  continually  in  feare. 

Like  to  the  dere  that  ftryken  with  the  dart, 
Withdrawes  him  felfe  into  fome  fecretc  place, 
And  feeling  green  the  wound  about  his  hart, 
Startles  with  panges  tyl  he  fall  on  the  grafle, 
And  in  great  feare  lyes  gafping  there  a  fpace, 
Furth  braying  fighes  as  though  eche  pange  had 

brought 
The  prefent  death  which  he  doeth  dread  fo  oft. 

So  we  diepe  wounded  with  the  bluddy  thought, 
And  gnawing  wurme  that  grieved  our  confcience  fo. 
Never  took  eafe,  but  as  our  hart  furth  brought 
The  ftrayned  fyghes  in  wytnes  of  our  woe, 
Such  reftles  cares  our  fault  did  well  beknowc  : 
•Wherewith  of  our  deferved  fall  the  feares 
tn  every  place  rang  death  within  our  eares. 

And  as  yll  grayne  is  never  well  ykept, 
So  fared  it  by  us  within  a  while  ! 
That  which  fo  long  wyth  fucji  unreft  we  reapt, 
In  dread  and  daunger  by  all  wyt  and  wyle, 
Loe  fee  the  fine,  when  once  it  felt  the  whele 
Of  flipper  fortune,  ftay  it  mought  no  ftowne, 
The  wheele  whurles  up,  but  flrayt  it  whurleth 
downe. 

For  having  rule  and  riches  in  our  hind, 
Who  durft  gaynfay  the  thing  that  we  avercte  ? 
Wyl  was  wyfedome,  our  luft  for  lawe  dyd  ftand, 
In  forte  fo  ftraunge,  that  who  was  not  afeard 
When  he  the  found  but  of  Kyng  Rychard  heard  J 
So  hatefull  wart  the  hearyng  of  his  name, 
That  you  may  deeme  the  rcfidewe  by  the  fame. 

But  what  awaylde  the  terror  and  the  fear, 
Wherewyth  he  kept  his  lieges  under  awe  ? 
It  rather  wan  him  hatred  every  where, 
And  fayned  faces  forft  by  feare  of  lawe  : 
That  but  while  fortune  doth  with  favour  blavv 
Flatter  through  fear  :  for  in  their  hart  lurkes  aye 
A  fecrete  hate  that  hopeth  for  a  dayp, 

Recordeth  Dionifius  the  kynge, 

That  with  his  rigor  fo  his  realme  oppreft, 

As  that  he  thought  by  cruell  feare  to  bryng 

His  fubjecls  under,  as  him  lyked  beft  : 

But  loe  the  dread  wherewyth  him  felfe  was  ilreft, 

And  you  fhall  fee  the  fine  of  forced  feare, 

Moft  myrrour  like  in  this  proud  prynce  appeare. 

All  were  his  head  with  crowne  of  golde  yfprad. 

And  in  his  hand  the  royal  fcepter  fee, 

And  he  with  pryncely  purple  rychely  clad, 

Yet  was  his  hart  wyth  wretched  cares  orefret  : 

And  inwardly  with  deadly  fear  befet, 

Of  thofe  whom  he  by  rygonr  kept  iu  awe, 

And  fore  oppreft  with  might  of  tyrants  lawe. 

Agaynft  whofe  feare,  no  heapes  of  golde  and  glie» 
Ne  flrength  of  garde,  nor  all  his  hired  power, 
T  t  iiii 
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Ne  prowde  hyghe  towers  that  preaced  to  the  fcyc, 
His  cruel  hart  of  fafetic  could  allure  : 
But  dreading  them  whom  he   ftiould  deeme  moft 
fure,  [cear, 

Hym  felfe  his  beard  wyth  burning  brand  would 
Of  death  defervde  fo  vexed  him  the  feare. 

This  mi2;ht  fuffice  to  reprefent  the  fine 

Of  tyrantes  force,  theyr  feares,  and  theyr  tmreft. 

But  hear  this  one,  although  my  hart  repyne 

To  let  the  found  once  fiynk  wythin  my  breft; 

Of  fell  Phereus,  that  above  the  reft, 

Such  lothfum  crueltee  on  his  people  wrought, 

As  (oh  alas)  I  tremble  wyth  the  thought. 

Sum  he  encafed  in  the  coates  of  beares, 
Ambng  wylde  beaftes  devoured  fo  to  be  : 
And  fum  for  preye  unto  the  hunters  fpcares, 
1,'yke  favage  beaites  withouten  ruth  to  dye. 
JSumtime  to  encreafe  his  horrible  crueltye, 
The  quicke  with  face  to  face  engraved  hee, 
Dche  others  death,  that  eehe  mought  living  fee. 

3Loe  what  more  cruell  horror  mought  be  found, 
To  purchafe  feare,  if  feare  could  ftaye  his  raygnc  ? 
3ft  booted  not,  it  rather  ftrake  the  wounde 
Of  feare  in  him,  to  feare  the  lyke  agayne. 
And  fo  he  dyd  full  ofte  and  not  in  vayne  : 
As  in  his  life  his  cares  could  wytnefs  well 
DBut  mofte  of  all  his  wretched  ende  doth  tell. 

!His  owne  dere  wyfe  whom  as  his  life  he  loved, 
He  durft  not  truft,  norproche  unto  her  bed, 
!But  caufing  fyrft  his  flave  with  naked  fworde 
To  go  before,  him  felfe  with  tremblyng  dread 
Strayt  foloweth  faft,  and  whorling  in  his  head 
3His  rolling  iyen,  he  fearcheth  here  and  there 
The  diepe  daunger  that  he  fo  fora  did  feare. 

Tor  not  in  vayne  it  ranft  yll  in  his  breft, 

Cum  wretched  hap  Ihould  hale  him  to  his  ende. 

And  therefore  alwaye  by  his  pillowe  preft 

Had  he  a  fworde,  and  with  that  fworde  he  wende, 

In  vayne  (God  wote)  all  peryls  to  defende  : 

For  loe  his  wife  foreyrked  of  his  rayne, 

Bleeping  in  bed  this  cruell  wretche  hath  flayne. 

What  fhould  I  more  now  feeke  to  fay  in  this  ? 
Or  one  jot  farder  linger  furth  my  tale  ? 
"With  cruel  Nero,  or  with  Phalans, 
Caligula,  Domician,  and  all 
The  cruell  route  ?  or  of  theyr  wretched  fall  ? 
%  can  no  more,  but  in  my  name  advert 
v  Al  earthly  powers  beware  of  tyrants  hart. 

And  as  our  ftate  endured  but  a  throwe; 
Jio  beft  in  us  the  ftaye  of  fuch  a  flate 
Ivlay  beft  appeare  to  hang  an  over  throwe, 
And  better  teache  tyrantes  deferved  hate 
Than  any  tyrantes  death  to  fore  or  late. 
So  cruell  feemcle  this  Rychard  Thyrd  to  me, 
That  loe  my  felfe  now  loathde  his  crueltee. 

For  when,  alas !  I  faw  the  tyrant  kyng 
Content  not  only  from  his  nephewes  tv/ayne 
To  ryve  worldes  blyffe,  but  allb  al  vvorldcsteyng, 


Saunce  earthly  gylt  ycaufmg  both  be  ilayne, 
My  hart    agreyved    that  fuch.  a  wretch 

raygne, 

Whofe  bluddy  breft  fo  falvaged  out  of  kyndc, 
That  Phalaris  had  never  fo  biuddy  a  minde. 

Ne  could  I  brookehim  once  wythin  my  breft, 
But  wyth  the   thought  my  teeth  would  guafhe 

wythal  : 

For  though  I  earft  wer  his  by  fworne  beheft  ; 
Yet  when  I  fawe  mifchiefe  on  mifchiefe  fall, 
So  diepe  in  blud,  to  murder  prynce  and  all, 
Ay  then  thought  I,  alas,  andwealaway, 
And  to  my  felfe  thus  mourning  would  I  fay. 

If  neyther  love,  kynred,  ne  knot  of  bloud, 
His  own  alegeaunce  to  his  prynce  of  due, 
Nor  yet  the  ftate  of  truft  wherein  he  ftoode, 
The  worjdes  defame,  nor  nought  could  turn  hint 
true.  [rue? 

Th'ofe  gyltleles  babes,   could  they  not  make  hint 
Nor  could  theyr  youth,  nor  innocence  withal 
Move  him  from  reving  them  theyr  lyfe  and  all?1 

Alas,  it  could  not  move  him  any  jote, 
Ne  make  him  once  to  rue  or  wet  his  iye,     ' 
Sturde  him  no  more  than  that  that  ftyrreth  not  :• 
But  as  the  rocke  or  ftone  that  wyl  not  plye, 
So  was  his  hart  made  hard  to  crueltye, 
To  murder  them;  alas  I  weepe  in  thought, 
To  thinke  on  that  which  this  fell  wretche  hath 
wrought. 

That  nowe  when  he  had  done  the  thing  he  fought^ 
And  as  he  would,  complyfht  and  cumpaft  all, 
And  fawe  and  knewe  the  treafon  he  had  wrought" 
To  God  and  man,  to  flaye  his  prynce  and  all, 
Then  fe'efnde  he  fyrft  to  double  and  dreade  us  all, 
And  me  in  chiefe,  whoes  death  all  meanes  he 

myght, 
He  fought  to  wurke  by  malice  and  by  might. 

Such  heapes  of  harmes  upharbard  in  his  breft, 

Wifh  envyous  hart  my  honour  to  deface, 

As  knowing  he  that  t  whych  woted  beft 

His  wretched  dryftes,  and  all  his  curfcd  cafe, 

If  ever  fprang  within  me  fparke  of  grace, 

Muft  nedes  abhorre  him  and  his  hatefull  race  :    - 

Now  more  and  more  can  caft  me  out  of  grace. 

Which     fodayne    chaunge,    when    I   by   fccrcte 

chaunce, 

Had  well  perceyved  by  proofe  of  envious  frowne^ 
And  fawe  the  lot  that  did  me  to  advaunce 
Hym  to  a  kyng  that  fought  to  caft  me  downe, 
To  late  it  was  to  linger  any  ftowne  : 
Syth  prcfent  choyfe  lay  caft  before  myne  iye, 
To  wurke  his  death,  or  I  my  lelfc  to  dye. 

And  as  the  knyght  in  fyeld  among  his  foes, 
Befct  wyth  fwurdes,  muft  flay  or  there  be  ilayne  t 
So  I,  alas,  lapt  in  a  thoufand  woe*, 
Beholding  death  in  every  fyde  fo  playne, 
I  rather  chofr.  by  fum  flye  fccrete  trayne 
To  wurke  his  death,  and  I  to  lyve  thereby, 
Than  he  to  lyve,  and  I  of  force  to  dye- 
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Which  heavy  choyfe  fo  haftened  me  to  chofe, 
That  I  in  parte  agryeved  at  his  difdayne, 
n  part  to  wreke  the  dolefull  death  of  thofe 
Two  tender  babes,  his  fillye  nephewes  twayne, 
Jy  him  alas  commaunded  to  be  ilayne, 
iVith  paynted  chere  humbly  before  his  face, 
jtrayght  tooke  my  leave,  and  rode  to  Brecknocke 
place. 

i  [And  there  as  clofe  and  covert  as  I  myght. 
JMy  purpofed  praelife  to  his  paffe  to  bryng, 

!  In  fecrcte  dryftes,  I  lingred  day  and  night  : 
JAll  howe  I  might  depofe  this  cruell  kyng, 
That  fcemd  to  all  fo  much  defyred  a  thyng, 
LAs  thereto  trufting  I  empryfde  the  fame ; 
put  to  much  trufting  brought  me  to  my  bane.    . 

tor  while  1  nowe  had  fortune  at  my  beckc, 
(wliftrufting  I  no  earthly  thing  at  all, 
lUnwares,  alas,  leaft  looking  for  a  checke, 
IShe  mated  me  in  turning  of  a  ball : 
[When  leaft  I  fearde,then  nereft  was  my  fall, 
[And  when  whole  hoaftes  wer  preft  to  ftroy  my 

foen, 
iShe  chaunged  her  chere,  and  left  me  poft  alone. 

I  had  uprayfde  a  mighty  band  of  men, 
And  marched  furth  in  order  of  array, 
Leadyng  my  power  amyd  the  foreft  Dene, 
Agaynft  that  tyrant  banner  to  difplaye  : 
But  loe  my  fouldiers  cowardly  fhranke  away. 
For  fuch  is  fortune  when  fhe  lyft  to  frowne ; 
JWho  feemes  molt  fure,  him  foonett  whurles  fhe 
downe 

I O  let  no  prynce  put  truft  in  commontie, 
I  Nor  hope  in  fayth  of  gycldy  peoples  mynde, 
|  But  let  all  noble  men  take  hede  by  me, 
That  by  the  proofe  to  well  the  payne  do  fynde  : 
Loe,  where  is  truth  or  trull  ?  or  what  could  bynde 
The  vayne  people,  but  they  will  fwarve  and  fwaye, 
As  chaunce  bryngs  chaunge,  to  dryve  and  draw 
that  way  ? 

Rome,  thou  that  once  advaunced  up  fo  hye, 

Thy  ftaye,  patron,  and  flower  of  excellence, 

Haft  nowe  throwen  him  to  depth  of  miferye, 

Exiled  him  that  was  thy  whole  defence, 

He  compteft  it  not  an  horryble  offence  : 

To  reven  him  of  honour  and  of  fame. 

That  Wan  it  thee,  when  thou  hadft  loft  the  fame. 

Beholde  Camillup,  he  that  erft  rcvyved 
The  ftate  of  Rome,  that  dyeng  he  dyd  fynde, 
Of  his  own  ftate  is  nowe  alas  depryved, 
Baniflu  by  them  whom  he  dyd  thus  det  bynde : 
That  cruel  folke,unthankeful  and  unkynde, 
Declared  wel  theyr  falfc  inconftancye, 
And  fortune  eke  her  mutability. 

And  thou  Scipio,  a  myrrour  rriayft  thou  be 
To  all  noble?,  that  they  learn  not  too  late, 
Ho\ve  they  once  truft  the  unftable  commontye, 
Tho:i  that  rccuredft  the  torne  difmembred  ftate, 
'  Even  '.vhen  the  con^uer5ur  was  at  the  gate, 


Art  now  expide,  as  though  thou  not  defervcd 
To  reft  in  her,  whom  thou  hadft  to  preferved. 

Ingrateful  Rome  haft  {hewed  thy  crueltye,  i 
On  hym,  by  whom  thou  ly veft  yet  in  fame, 
But  nor  thy  dede,  nor  his  defert  fhall  dye, 
But  his  owne  wurdes  thai  witnes  aye  the  fame  : 
For  loe  hys  grave  doth  thee  moft  juftly  blame. 
And  with  difdayne  in  marble  fayes  to  thee : 
Unkynde  countrey,  my  bones  fhalt  thou  not  fee, 

What  more  unwurthy  than  this  his  eryle  : 
More  juft  than  this  the  wofull  playnt  he  wrote  : 
Or  who  could  fliewe  a  playner  proofe  the  while, 
Of  mofte  falfe  fayth,  than  they  that  thus  forgot 
His  great  defertes  :  that  fo  deferved  not  : 
His  cindres  yet  loe,  doth  he  them  denye, 
That  him  denyed  amongft  them  for  to  dye. 

Milciades,  O  happy  haft  thou  be, 
And  well  rewarded  of  thy  countrey  men. 
If  in  the  fyeld  when  thou  hadft  forft  to  flye 
By  thy  prowes,  thre  hundred  thoufand  men, 
Content  they  had  bene  to  eryle  thee  then  : 
And  not  to  caft  thee  in  depth  prifon  fo, 
Laden  wyth  gyves  to  ende  thy  lyfe  in  woe, 

Alas  howe  harde  and  fteely  hartes  had  they, 

That  not  contented  there  to  have  thee  dye, 

With  fettred  gyves  in  pryfon  where  thou  lave, 

Increaft  fo  far  in  hateful  crueltye, 

That  buryall  to  thy  corps,  they  eke  denye 

He  wyl  they  graunt  the  fame  tyll  thy  fonne  have 

Put  on  tby  gyves  to  purchafe  thee  a  grave. 

Loe  Hanniball  as  long  as  fired  fate, 
And  bryttle  fortune  had  ordayned  fo, 
Who  ever  more  advauntft  his  countrey  ftate 
Then  thou,  that  lyvedft  for  her  and  for  no  moe  ?' 
But  when  the  ftormy  waves  began  to  grow, 
Without  refpecl  of  thy  defertes  erwhile, 
Art  by  thy  countrey  throwen  into  exyle. 

Unfrendly  Fortune,  fhall  I  thee  now  blame : 
Or  fhal  I  faulte  the  fates  that  fo  ordayne  ? 
Or  art  thou  Jove  the  caufer  of  the  fame  ? 
Or  crueltie  her  felfe,  doth  fhe  conftrayne  i 
Or  on  whom  els  alas,  fhal  I  complayne  ? 
O  truftles  wor|d  !  can  accufen  none, 
But  fyckle  fayth  of  commontye  alone. 

The  polipus  nor  the  chameleon  ftraunge, 

That  turne  them  felves  to  every  hewe  they  tee, 

Are  not  fo  full  of  bayne  and  fickle  chaunge 

As  is  this  falfe  unftedfaft  commontye. 

Loe  I  alas  with  mine  adverfitie 

Have  tryed  it  true,  for  they  are  fled  and  gone, 

And  of  an  hoft  there  is  not  left  me  one. 

That  I  alas  in  this  calamitie 
Alone  was  left,  and  to  my  felfe  mought  playne 
This  treafon,  and  this  wretched  cowardye, 
And  eke  with  teares  bewepen  and  complayne 
My  hateful  hap,  ftyll  lookyng  to  be  flayne. 
Wandryng  in  woe,  and  to  the  gods  on  hye 
Cleapyng  for  vengeance  of  this  treacherye. 
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And  as  the  turtle  that  hath  loft  her  make, 
Whom  grypyng  forowe  doth  fo  fore  attaynt, 
With  doleful  voyce  and  found  whych  flic  doth 

make 

^Mourning  her  lofle,  fylles  all  the  grove  withplaynt; 
So  I,  alas  !  forfaken,  and  forfaynt, 
With  reftles  foote  the  wud  come  up  and  downe, 
Which  of  my  dole  al  fhyvering  doth  refowne. 

And  beyng  thus  alone,  and  all  forfake, 
Amyd  the  thycke,  forwandred  in  defpayer, 
As  one  difmayed  ne  wyft  what  waye  to  take, 
Untyll  at  laft  gan  to  my  mynde  repayer, 
A  fftan  of  mine  called  Humfrey  Banaftar  : 
Wherewyth  me  feeling  much  recomforted. 
In  hope  of  fuccouf  to  his  houfe  I  fled. 

Who  beyng  one  whom  earft  I  had  upbrought 

£ven  from  his  youth,  and  loved  and  lyked  bed, 

To  gentrye  ftate  avaunciug  him  from  nought ; 

And  had  in  fecrete  truft  above  the  reft, 

Of  fpecyal  truft  nowe  being  thus  dyftreft 

Full  fecreatly  to  him  I  me  conveyed 

Not  doubting  there  but  I  fhouldfynde  forae  ayde. 

But  out  alas  on  cruell  trecherye, 
When  that  this  cayticf  once  an  ynklyng  hard, 
Jiow  that  Kyng  Rychard  had  proclaymde,  that  he 
Which  me  defcryed  fhould  have  for  his  rewarde 
A  thoufand  poundes,  and  farther  be  prefarde, 
His  truthe  fo  turnde  to  treafon,  all  diftaynde, 
That  fayth  quyte  fled,  and  I  by  truft  was  trayride. 

Tor  by  this  wretch  I  beyng  ftrayt  betrayed, 
To  one  John  Mitton,  fhiriffe  of  Shropftiire  then, 
All  fodaynely  was  taken,  and  convayed 
To  Salifbury,  wyth  rout  of  harneft  men, 
Unto  Kyng  Rychard  there  encamped  then  : 
paft  by  the  citye  with  a  myghtye  hofte 
Withouten  doome  where  head  and  lyfe  I  loft. 

And  with  thefe  wordes,  as  if  the  are  even  there 
Difmembred  had  his  head  and  corps  aparte, 
Dead  fel  he  downe  :  and  we  in  wofiil  feare 
ikoode  mazed  when  he  would  to  lyef  revert : 
IBut  deadly  griefes  ftill  grewe  about  his  hart, 
That  ftyll  he  laye,  fumtyme  revived  wyth  payne, 
And  wyth  a  fygh  becuming  dead  agayne. 

iMydnyght  was  cum,  and  every  vitall  thing 
With  fwete  found  flepe  theyr  weary  lyms  did  reft, 
The  beaftes  were  ftill,  the  lytle  hyrdes  that  fyng, 
Nowe  fweetely  flept  befides  theyr  mothers  breft  : 
The  olde  and  all  were  fhrowded  in  theyr  neft. 
The  waters  calme,  the  cruel  feas  did  ceas, 
The  wuds,  the  fyeldes,  and  all  thinges  held  theyr 
peace. 

The  golden  ftars  wer  whyrlde  amyd  thyer  race, 
And  on  the  earth  did  laugh  with  twinkling  lyght, 
When  eche  thing  neftled  in  his  reftyng  place, 
Forgat  dayes  payne  with  pleafure  of  the  nyght  : 
The  hare  had  not  the  greedy  houndes  in  fight, 
The  fearfull  dear  of  death  ftood  not  in  doubt, 
T&e  partrvdge  drrpt  not  of  the  falcons  foot. 


The  ougly  beare  nowe  myndeth  not  the  ftake; 
Nor  how  the  cruell  mafty ves  do  hym  tear; 
The  flag  lay  ftill  unroufed  from  the  brake, 
The  fomy  boar  feard  not  the  hunters  fpear.. 
All  thing  was  ftill  in  dcfert,  bufh,  and  brear. 
With  quyet  heart  now  from  their  travailes  reft9 
Soundly  they  flept  in  midft  of  all  their  reft. 

When  Buckyngham  amidft  his'plaint  oppreft, 
With  furgyng  forowes  and  with  pinching  payne$ 
In  fort  thus  fowned,  and  with  a  figh  he  ceaft. 
To  tellen  furth  the  treachery  and  the  traynes, 
Of  Banaftar,  which  him  fo  fore  diftraynes. 
That  from  a  figh  he  falles  into  a  founde, 
And  from  a  founde  lyeth  ragyng  on  the  ground* 

So  twiching  wer  the  panges  that  he  aflayed, 
And  he  fo  fore  with  rufull  rage  diftraught, 
To  thinke  upon  the  wretch  that  hym  betrayed, 
Whom  earft  he  made  a  gentylman  of  naught, 
That  more  and  more  agreved  with  this  thought| 
He  ftormcs  out  fighes,  and  with  redoubled  fore, 
Stroke  with  the  furies,  rageth  more  and-more. 

Who  fo  hath  feene  the  bull  chafed  with  dartes, 

And  with  dyepe  woundes  forgald  and  gored  fo,   | 

Tyl  he  oppreffed  with  the  deadlye  fmartes, 

Fall  in  a  rage,  and  runne  upon  his  foe, 

Let  him  I  faye,  beholde  the  ragyng  woe 

Of  Buckyngham,  that  in  thefe  grypes  of  gryefe    •• 

Rageth  gaynft  him  that  hath  betrayed  his  lyef.     ' 

With  blud  red  iyen  he  ftarefh  here  and  there, 
Frothing  at  mouth,  with  face  as  pale  as  cloute  : 
When  loe  my  lymmeswere  trembling  all  for  feare, 
And  I  amazde  ftoode  ftyll  in  dread  and  doubt, 
While  I  mought  fee  him  throwe  his  armes  about? 
And  gaynft  the  ground  him  felfe  plounge  with 

fuch  force, 
As  if  the  lyfe  forth  wyth  fliould  leave  the  corps.    *' 

With  fmoke  of  fyghes  fumtyme  1  myght  beholde 
The  place  al  dymde,  like  to  the  mornyng  myft  : 
And  ftrayt  agayne  the  teares  how  they  downroldc 
Alongft  his  cheekes,  as  if  the  ryvers  hyft : 
Whoes  flowing  ftreemes  ne  wer  no  fooner  whift,' 
But  to  the  ftars  fuch  dreadfull  fho'utes  he  fent, 
As  if  the  trone  of  mighty  Jove  fliould  rent. 

And  I  the  while  with  fpirites  wel  nye  bereft, 

Beheld  the  plyght  and  panges  that  dyd  him  ftrayne^ 

And  howe  the  blud  his  deadly  colour  left, 

And  ftrayt  returnde  with  flamyng  red  agayne  : 

When  fodaynly  amid  his  ragyng  payne, 

He  gave  a  fygh,  and  with  that  fygh  he  fayed : 

0  !  Banaftar,  and  ftrayt  agayne  he  ftayed. 

Dead  laye  his  corps  as  dead  as  any  ftcne, 
Tyll  fwellyng  fyghes  ftormyng  within  his  breft 
Uprayfde  his  head,  that  downe  ward  fell  anone,   \ 
With  lookes  upcaft,  and  fyghes  that  never  ceaft  : 
Furth  ftreamde  the  teares,  recordes  cf  his  unreft, 
When  he   wyth   fhrykes  thus  groveling  on  the 

ground, 
Ybrayed  thefe  worde*  with  ihryll  and  doleful  found. 
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ea  and  earth,  and  ye  -eternal  lampes 
'hat  in  the  heavens  wrapt,  wyl  us  to  reft, 
houbryghtPhebe,  thatcleareftthenightesdampes, 
fanes  the  playntes  that  in  thefe  panges  oppreit 
woful  wretche  unlade  out  of  my  breft. 
nd  let  me  yeald  my  laft  wordes  ere  I  part, 
ou,  you,  !  call  to  record  of  my  fmart. 

nd  thou,  Ale&o,  feede  me  wyth  thy  foodc, 
et  fal  thy  ferpentes  from  thy  fnaky  heare, 
or  fuch  relyeie  wel  fittes  me  in  thismoode, 
o  feede  my  playnt  with  hofror  and  wyth  feare, 
iThile  rage  afrefhe  thy  venomd  worme  arear. 
nd  thou  Sibil!  a,  when  thou  feeft  me  faynte, 
ddres  thy  felfe  the  gyde  of  my  complaynt. 

,# 

nd  thou,  O  Jove,  that  with  thy  depe  fordoome 
oft  rule  the  earth,  and  raygne  above  the  fkyes, 
hat  wrekeft  wronges,  and  geveft  the  dreadful 

doome 

kgaynft  the  wretche  that  doth  thy  trone  defpyfe, 
leceyve  thefe  wurdes,  and  wreake  them  in  fuch 

wyfe, 

M  heaven  and  earth  may  witneffe  and  beholde, 
Thy  heapes  of  wrath  upon  this  wretche  unfoide. 

Thou,  Banafter,  gaynft  thee  I  clepe  and  call 
Jnto  the  gods,  that  they  juft  vengeaunce  take 
:bn  thee,  thy  bloud,  thy  ftayned  ftocke  and  all  : 
i|)  Jove,  to  thee,  above  the  reft  I  make 
My  humble  playnt,  guyde  me  that  what  I  fpeake 
ijVIay  be  thy  wyll  upon  thys  wretche  to  fall, 
iDn  thee,  Banaftar,  wretche  of  wretches  all. 

;p  would  to  God,  that  cruel  difmal  daye, 
|  [That  gave  me  lyght  fyrft  to  behold  thy  face, 
I  with  fowle  eclipfe  had  reft  my  fyght  away  : 
;rhe  unhappy  hov/er,  the  tyme,  and  eke  the  place, 
jfhe  funne  and  nioone,  the  fters,  and  all  that  was 
n  theyr  afpectes  helping  in  ought  to  thee, 
Fhd  earth,  and  ayer,  and  all  accurfcd  bee. 

A.nd  thou,  caytief,  that  like  a  monftar  fwarved, 
?rom  kynde  and  kyndenes,  haft  thy  mayfter  lorne, 
Whom  neyther  truth,  nor  truit  wherein  thou  fer- 

ved, 

tfe  his  defertes,  could  move,  nor  thy  fayth  fworne 
rlowe  fhall  I  curfe,  but  wyfh  that  thou  unborne 
3ad  bene,  or  that  the  earth  had  rent  in  twayc, 
A.nd  fwallowed  thee  in  cradle  as  thou  iaye. 

To  this  did  I  even  from  thy  tender  youth 
bVitfave  to  bryng  thee  up  :  dyd  I  therefore 
Jelcve  the  oath  of  thy  undoubted  trouth  ? 

Advaunce  thee  up,  and  truft  rhee  evermore  ? 
3y  trufling  thee  that  I  fhould  dye  therefore  ? 

0  wretche,  and  wurfe  than  wretche,  what  fhal  I 

fay, 
3ut  cleap  and  curfe  gaynft  thee  and  thyne  for  aye? 

riated  be  thou,  difdaynd  of  every  wyght, 
And  poyntcd  at  where  ever  that  thou  goe, 
A  trayterous  wretche,  unworthy  of  the  light, 

3e  thou  eftemed  :  and  to  encreafe  thy  woe, 
The  found  be  hatefull  of  thy  name  alfo  ; 


And  in  this  fort  with  fhame  and  fharpe  reprochcs 
Leade  thou  thy  life  till  greater  grief  approch. 

Dole  and  defpayer,  let  thofe  be  thy  delight, 
Wrapped  in  woes  that  can  not  be  unfoide, 
To  wayle  the  day,  and  wepe  the  weary  night, 
With  rayny  iyen  and  fyghes  can  not  be  tolde, 
And  let  no  wyght  thy  woe  feeke  to  withholde  : 
But  coumpt  thce  wurthy  (wretche)  of  forrowes 

ftore, 
That  fuffryiig  much,  oughteft  ftill  to  fufler  more. 

Deferve  thou  death,  yea  be  thou  denied  to  dye 
A  fliamefull  death,  to  ende  thy  fhamefuli  lyfe  : 
A  fyght  longed  for,  joy  full  to  every  e  iye, 
Whan  thou  fhalt  be  arraygned  as  a  thief, 
Standing  at  bar,  and  pleading  for  thy  lyef, 
With  trembling  toung  in  dread  and  dolors  rage, 
Lade  with  white  lockes,  and  fowerlkora  yercs  of 
age. 

Yet  fhall  not  death  delyver  thee  fo  foone 

Out  of  thy  woes,  fo  happye  ftalt  thou  not  bee* 

But  to  the  eternal  Jove  this  is  my  boone, 

That  thou  may  live  thine  eldeft  fonne  to  fee 

Reft  of  his  wits,  and  in  a  fowle  bores  ftye 

Te  ende  his  dayes  in  rage  and  death  diftreft, 

A  wurthy  tumbe  where  one  of  thyne  fhould  reft* 

And  after  this,  yet  pray  I  more,  thou  may 

Thy  fecond  fonne  fee  drowned  in  a  dyke, 

And  in  fuch  forte  to  clofe  his  latter  daye, 

As  heard  or  feen  earft  hath  not  bene  the  lyke  j 

Yftrangled  in  a  puddle  not  fo  deepe 

As  halfe  a  foote,  that  fuch  hard  lofle  of  lyfe, 

So  cruelly  chaunft,  may  be  thy  greater  gryefe. 

And  not  yet  fhall  thy  hugie  forrowes  ceafe  ; 
Jove  fhal  not  fo  withholde  his  wrath  fro  thee, 
But  that  thy  plagues  may  more  and  more  increas? 
Thou  fhalt  ftill  lyve,  that  thou  thy  felfe  mayft  fee 
Thy  deare  doughter  ftroken  with  leprofye : 
That  fhe  that  earfl  was  all  thy  hole  delyght, 
Thou  now  mayft  loath  to  have  her  cum  in  fight? 

And  after  that,  let  fhame  and  forrowes  gryefe 
Feede  furth  thy  yeares  continually  in  wo, 
That  thou  may  eft  live  in  death,  and  dye  in  lyef, 
And  in  this  forte  forewayld  and  wearyed  fo, 
At  length  thy  ghoft  to  parte  thy  body  fro  : 
This  pray  I  Jove,  and  wyth  this  latter  breach, 
Vengeaunce  1  afkc  upon  my  cruell  death. 

This  fayd,  he  floung  his  retchles  armes  abrode, 
And  groveling  flat  upon  the  ground  he  lay, 
Which  with  his  teeth  he  al  to  gnafht  and  gnawed  : 
Depe  groanes  he  fet,  as  he  that  would  awaye. 
But  loe  in  vayne  he  dyd  the  death  afiay  : 
Although  I  thinke  was  never  man  that  knewe, 
Such  deadly  paynes  where  death  dyd  not  enfewe. 

So  ftrove  he  thus  a  while  as  with  the  death, 
Nowe  pale  as  lead,  and  colde  as  any  ftonc. 
Nowe  ftyl  as  calme,  nowe  ftorming  forth  a  breath 
Of  fmoaky  fyghes,  as  breath  and  al  were  gone  : 
But  every  thing  hath  ende :  fo  he  anone 
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Came  to  him  felfe,\vhen  wyth  a  iygh  outbrayed, 
tVith  woful  cheare  thefe  woful  wunles  he  fayd. 

Ah  where  am  I,  what  thing,  or  whence  is  this? 
Who  reft  my  wyts  ?  or  howe  do  I  thus  lye  ? 
]Vly  lims  do  quake,  my  thought  agafted  is, 
"Why  fyghe  I  fo  ?  or  whereunto  do  I 
Thus  grovel  on  the  ground  :  and  by  and  by 
Uprayfde  he  floode,  and  wyth  a  fygh  hath  flayed, 
"When  to  him  felfe  returned,  thus  he  fayed. 

Suffifeth  nowe  this  playnt  and  this  regrete, 
Whereof  my  hart  his  bottome  hath  unfraught  : 
And  of  my  death  let  pieres  and  princes  wete 
The  wolves  untruft,  that  they  thereby  be  taught. 
And  in  her  wealth,  fith   that  fuch   chaunge   is 

wrought, 

Hope  not  to  much,  but  in  the  myds  of  all 
Thinke  on  my  death,  and  what  may  them  befall. 

So  long  as  fortune  would  permyt  the  fame, 
I  lyved  In  rule  and  ryches  wyth  the  beft  : 
And  paft  my  time  in  honour  and  in  fame  ; 
That  of  mifhap  no  feare  was  in  my  brefh  : 
But  falfe  fortune  whan  1  fufpedled  leaft, 
Dyd  turne  the  wheele,  and  wyth  a  dolefull  fall 
Hath  me  bereft  of  honour,  life,  and  all. 

Tioe  what  avayles  in  ryches  fluds  that  flowes  : 
Though  ihe  fo  fmylde  as  all  the  world  wer  his  : 


Even  kinges  and  kefars  byden  fortunes  thro\ 
And  fimple  forte  muft  bear  it  as  it  is. 
Take  hede  by  me  that  blithd  in  balefull  blifle  : 
My  rule,  my  riches,  royall  blud  and  all, 
Whan  fortune  frounde,  the  feller  made  my  fall. 

For  hard  mifbaps  that  happens  unto  fuch, 
Whoes  wretched  ftate  card  never  fell  no  chaunge, 
Agryve  them  not  in  any  part  fo  much, 
As  theyr  diftres  to  whome  it  is  fo  ftraunge, 
That  all  theyr  lyves  nay  pafled  pleafures  raunge  : 
Theyr  fodayne  wo  th?.t  ay  wield  welth  at  will, 
Algates  their  hartes  more  pearcingly  muft  thrill. 

For  of  my  byrth,  my  blud  was  of  the  heft, 
Fyrft  borne  an  Earle,  than  Duke  by  due  difcent  i 
To  fwinge  the  fway  in  court  amonge  the  reft, 
Dame  Fortune  me  her  rule  mod  largely  lent : 
And  kynd  with  corage  fo  my  corps  had  blent, 
That  loe  on  whom  but  me  dyd  (he  moft  fmyle  :'    - 
And  whom  but  me  lo,  dyd  Ihe  moil  bcgyle  ? 

Now  haft  thou  heard  the  whole  of  my  unhap, 
My  chaunce,  my  chaunge,  the  caufe  of  all  my 

care : 

In  wealth  and  wo,  how  fortune  dyd  me  wrap,-   '} 
With  world  at  will  to  win  me  to  her  fnare. 
Byd  kynges,  byd  kefars,  byd  all  ftates  beware,   * 
And  tell  them  this  from  me  that  tryed  it  true  :    j 
Whoreckles  rules,  right  foone  may  hap  to  rue.'  •;. 


A  GLOSSART. 


,  which  is  commonly  called  the  indefinite  arti 
cle,  is  really  nothing  more  than  a  corruption  of 
the  Saxon  adje&ive  ane  or  an,  before  a  fubftan- 
tive  beginning  with  a  confonant. — It  is  fome- 
times  prefixed  to  another  adje&ive,  the  fubftan- 
j    tive  to  which  both  belong  being  underftood, 
i    e,  g.    A  Frere  there  was,  a  wanton  and  a  mery. 
—It  is  alfo  joined  to  nouns  plural  taken  collec 
tively,  as,  an  hundred  frankes,  athoufandfrankes, 
• — and  to  fuch  as  are  not  ufed  in  the  fingular 
number,  as  a  liftes.     So  the  Latins  faid  Una  li- 
ter<e,  Cic.  ad  Att.  v.  9,  and  the  French  formerly 
I     vncs  lices,  unes  lettres,  unes  treves.     Froijfart,  V.  i. 

c.  I53,237,v.  ii.  c.  78 

|A,  prep*  before  a  gerund,  is  a  corruption  of  on. 
To  go  a  begging,  i.  e.  on  begging.     The  prep. 
i     is  often  expreffed  at  length;  on   hunting  ben 
I     they  ridden;  To   ride   on   hawking. — In    the 
I     fame  manner,  before  a  noun  it  is  generally  a 
j     corruption  of  on  or  in  ;<?.  g.  a'bed  ;  a'fire ;  a'God- 
des  name;  a'morwe;  a'night;  a'werke;  though 
i     in  fome  of  thefe  inftances  perhaps  it  may  as 
I     well  be  fuppofed  to  be  a  corruption  of  at. — A, 
in  compofition,  in  words  of  Saxon  original,  is  an 
abbreviation  of  af  or  of,  of  at,  of  on  or  in,  and 
often  only  a  corruption  of  the  prepofitive  parti 
cle  ge  or  y.     In  words  of  French  original  it  is 
generally  to  be  deduced  from  the  Latin  ab,  ad, 
and  fometimes  ex 

A,  interj.zhl 

Abacke,  adv.  Sax.  backwards 

Abaift,  part.  pa.  Fr.  abafhed,  afhamed 

Abate,  v.  Fr.  to  beat  down 

Abawed,  part.  pa.   Fr.  elbai,  aftonifhed;  I  was 

abawed  for  marvelle.  Orig.  Moult  m'efbahy  de 

la  merveille 

Abegge,  abeye,  abie,  v.  Sax.  to  fuffer  for 
Abet,  n.  Sax.  help 
Abide,  v.  Sax.  to  ftay 
Abidden?  ^ 
Abiden   $/"*•*• 
Abit/or  abideth 
Able,  adj.  Fr.  fit,  proper 
Abote,fart.fa.  of  abate 
Abought,/>arf./>a.  of  abegge 
Abouten, /»•<>/> .  Sax.  on-bucan,  about 
Abraide,  v.  Sax.  to  awake;  to  ftart.    See  Braide 
Abraide,/>«.  t.  awaked,  ftart«d. 


Abrede,  adv.  Sax.  abroad 

Abrege,  v.  Fr.  to  ihorten,to  abrldgej 

Abroche,  v.  Fr.  to  tap,  to  fet  abroach;  fpoken  of 

a  veffel  of  liquor 

Abufion,  n.  Fr.  abufe,  impropriety 
Acccffe-,  «.  Fr.  properly  the  approach  of  a  fever,  a 

fever 
Accidie,  n.  Fr.  from  AK^/«,  Gr.  negligence ;  ari<* 

fing  from  difcontent,  melancholy,  £c. 
Accord,  n.  Fr.  agreement 
Accord,  v.Fr.  to  agree 
Accordeden,  fa.  t  pi. 
Accordant,? 
According,  5          '**' 
Accufe,  v.  Fr.  to  difcover 
Achate,  a.  Fr.  purchafe 
Achatour,  ».  Fr.  a  purchafer,  a  caterer 
Achekcd,/#r*.^fl.  Sax.  choked 
Acheve,  vi  Fr.  to  accomplifh 
Ackele,  (akele)  v.  Sax.  to  cool 
Acloye,  v.  may  perhaps  mean  to  cloy,  to  embarraft 

with  fuperfluity 
Acoie,  v.  Fr.  to  make  quiet 
Aconiberd,/>ar^a,  Fr.  encombered 
Acroke,  adj.  Fr.  crooked,  awkward. 
Adawe,  v.  Sax.  to  awake 
Ado,  v.  Sax.  to  do ;  it  is  ufed  to  exprefs  the  Fr. 

a  faire,  to  have  ado ;  to  have  to  do  ;  and  don  all 

that  they  han  ado.  Etfacent  ee  quilt  deivent  faire. 
Adon,  (corruption  of  oi-don)  fart.  fa.  Sax.  done, 

away 

Adon,/>r.  «.  Adonis 
Adoun,  adv.  Sax.  downward 
Adrad,  adrade,/><zr/./a.  of  adredc,  v.  Sax.  afraid 
Adriane  for  Ariadne,  pr.  n. 
Advertence,  n.  Fr.  attention 
Advocacies,  n.pl.  Fr.  law-fuits 
Advocas,  «.  pi.  Fr.  lawyers,  advocates 
Afered,  aferde,/>arf./a.  Sax.  afraid,,  frightened 
Affedle,  «.  Lot.  affeAion 
Affermed,/&ar*./>a.  Fr.  confirmed 
Affie,  v.  Fr.  to  truft 
Affray,  v.  Fr.  to  affright 
Affray,  «.  Fr.  difturbance,  fear 
Affriken,/>r.  n.  the  elder  Scipio  Africanus 
Afile,  v.  fr.  to  file,  polifli 

Aforen,  aforne,  afore,  adv.  prep.  Sax,  xt-foran,  be* 
fore. 
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Again,  prep.  Sax.  agalnft,  toward,  adv 

Agafte,  v.  Sax.  to  terrify 

Agaft,  for"agafted,  fart,,  fa.  terrified 

Agathon,/>r.  n.  \  have  nothing  to  fay  concerning 
this  writer,  except  that  one  of  the  fame  name 
is  quoted  in  the  prol.  to  the  tragedie  of  Cam- 
bifes,by  Thomas  Prefron.  There  is  no  ground 
for  fuppofing,  with  GlofT.  Ur.  that  a  philofo- 
pher  of  Samos  is  meant,  or  any  of  the  Agathoes 
of  antiquity 

Ageins,  prep,  againft 

A  gen,  ad<u.  again 

Agilte,  v.  Sax.  to  offend,  to  fin  againft 

Agilte,  for  agilted,/>a.  t.  finned 

Ago,  agon,  for  ygon,fart.fa.  Sax.  gone,  paft 

Agree,  Fr.  a  gre,  in  good  part 

Agrefe,  (a'grefe)  in  grief 

A  grege,  v.  Fr.  to  aggravate 

Agreved,  fart.  pa.  Fr.  injured,  agrieved 

Agrife,  v.  Sax.  to  ihudder,  to  make  to  fhudder 

Agrofe,/>a.  t.  (huddered,  trembled 

Agroted,fart.fa.  cloyed,  furfeited  ;  agrotone  with 
mete  or  drinke.  Jngurgltu.  Prompt,  parv. 

Aguiler,  n.Fr.  a  needle-cafe 

Ajuft,  v.fr.  to  apply 

Akehorns,  n.  pi.  Sax.  acorns 

Aknowe,  part.  pa.  Sax.  to  ben  aknowe;  I  am  a- 
knowe ;  I  acknowledge 

Al,  alle,  adj.  &zx.^all;  al  and  fom,  the  whole 
thing,  at  al,  in  the  whole;  over  all,  through 
the  whole ;  in  alle  manere  wife,  by  every  kind 
of  means ;  at  alle  rightes,  with  every  thing  re- 
quifite 

'Alain,  pr.  n.  a  poet  and  divine  of  the  1 2th  century. 
Befide  his  PlanSlus  Nature,  or  Piaint  of  Kinde, 
•which  is  here  quoted,  he  wrote  another  poem 
in  Latin  verfc,  called  Anticlaudianus.  For  the 
reft  of  his  works  fee  fabric.  Bill.  Med.  JEt.  in  v. 
Alanus  dc  Infults 

Alder,  aller,  gen.  ca.  pi.  of  all ;  it  is  frequently 
joined  in  compofition  with  adjectives  of  the  fu- 
perl.  deg.  e.  g.  alderfiril ;  aldcrlaft  ;  alderleveft; 
firft,  laft,  dearefi  of  all 

iAl,  all,  adv.  Sax.  generally  anfwers  to  the  Lat. 
omnino;  al  alone,  quite  alone;  al  hoi,  entire; 
al  holly,  entirely  ;  all  in  one,  at  the  fame  time  ; 
all  newe,  anew ;  al  only,  folely,  fingly.  It  is 
fometimes  ufed  elliptically  for  although,  or  all 
be  it  that ;  all  tell  I  not  now  as  now  his  obfer- 
vances;  all  be  ye  not  of  o  complexion 

'JMarged,/ar/./ta.  Fr.  eftargi,  given  largely 

Alauns,  n.  pi.  a  fpecies  of  dog.  They  were  much 
efteemed  in  Italy  in  the  1 4th  century.  Guafo. 
tie  la  JIamma,  [ap.  Murator.  Antiq.  Med.  JS..  t. 
II.  p.  394,]  commends  the  governors  of  Milan, 
*'  quod  equos  emiffarios  equabus  magnis  com- 
fc  mifcucrunt,  et  procreati  funt  in  noftro  terri- 
"  torio  Deftrarii  nobiles,  qui  in  magno  pretio 
*'  habentur.  Item  Canes  llanos  altx  ftaturse  et 
"  nairabilisfortitudinisnutrire  ftuduerunt" 

Alayne,  n.  Fr.  allay,  a  mixture  of  bafe  metal 

Albification,  n.  Lat.  a  chemical  term  for  making 
white  Lfalt 

Alcaly,  ».  Arab,  a- chemical  term  for  a  fpecies  of 

Alchymiike, «,  Fr.  alchymift 


Aldrian,/r.  «.  a  ftar  on  the  neck  of  the  lion,  Sp. 

Ale  and  bred.  This  oath  of  Sire  Thopas  on  al 
and  bred  was  perhaps  intended  to  ridicule  th 
folemn  vows  which  were  frequently  made  ii 
the  days  of  chivalry  to  a  peacock,  a  pheafant 
or  fome  other  noble  bird.  See  JVI.  de  Saints  Pa 
iaye,  Sur  fane.  cLcval.  Mem.  21  Itne.  I  will  adt 
here,  from  our  own  hiftory,  a  moft  remarkabl 
inftance  of  this  ftrange  praclice.  When  Ed 
ward  I.  was  fetting  out  upon  his  laft  expeditioi 
to  Scotland  in  1306,  he  knighted  his  eldeft  foi 
and  feveral  other  young  noblemen  with  grea 
folemnity.  At  the  clofe  of  the  whole,  (fay. 
Matthew  of  Weftminfter,  p.  454,)  "  Allati  funs 
"  in  pompatica  gloria  duo  cygni  vel  clores  ante 
"  regem,  phalerati  retibus  aureis  vel  fiftuli; 
"  deauratis,  defiderabile  fpectaculuni  intuenti 
"  bus.  Quibus  vifis,  Rex  -vctum  vov.it  Deo  cxli  e, 
"  cygni s  fe  proficifci  in  Scotiam,  mortem  Johan- 
"  nis  Comynct  fidem  la-fam  Scotorum  vivus 
"  five  mortuus  vimlicaturus,"  &c.  This  prac 
tice  is  alluded  to  in  Dunbar's  wifh,  that  the  king 
•were  Jobne  Tlomfnnnis  man,  mi".  JMaitland,  ft.  $.; 

I  wold  gif  all  that  ever  I  have 

To  that  condition,  fo  God  me  faif, 

That  ye  had  vowit  to  tbeftoan 

Ane  yeir  to  be  Juhne  Thomfonnis  man. 

And  fo  in  the  Prol.  to  the  Conti.i.  of  The  Cant.  T. 

the  Hofleler  lays— I  make  a  yowe  to  the  pecock 

ther  fhall  wake  a  foule  mill 
Alege,  n.  Fr.  to  alleviate 
Alegeance,  n.  Fr.  alleviation 
Aleis,  n.  Fr.  alife,  the  lote  tree 
Alembikes,  n..  pi.  Fr.  veflelsfor  diftilling,  ftills.- 
Ale-ftake,  n.  Sax.  a  flake  fet  up  before  an  alehoufc.  | 

by  way  of  fign 
Aleye,  «.  Fr.  an  alley 

Algates,  Algate,  adv.  Sax.  always;  toutesfois 
Algezir,^-.  n.  a  city  of  Spain 
Alight,   i).    Sax.    to    defcend;  alight,  fa.   t.  foj; 

alighted 

Alifandre,/>r.  n.  Alexandria,  a  city  in  Egypt 
Allege,  v.  Fr.  to  alledge 
Almageft,  pr.  n.  the    Arabs,   called  the  Mtyaln  \ 

2t/vr«|/j  of  Ptolornee  Almageflhi  or  Almegillhik  \ 

a  corruption  of  M;y^jj.  See  D'Herbelot,  in  y. 
Almandres,  n.fl.  Fr.  almond  trees 
Almeffe,  «.  Sax.  from  the  Lat.  Gr.  eleemofyai, 

alms,  Almeflos,//. 
Alnath,  pr.  n.  the  firft  ftar  in  the  horns  of  Aries,  '' 

whence  the  firft  manfion  of  the  moon  takes  its 

name,  Sp, 

Alonde,  (a'londe)  on  land 
Along,  prep.  Sax.  whereon  it  was  along,  by  what 

it  was  occafioned  ;  on  me  is  nought  along  thine 

evil  fare,  thy  ill  fare  is  not  occafioned  by  me 
Alofed,  fart.  fa.  Fr.  praifed 
Aloue,  v.  Fr.  to  allow,  to  approve,  his  dedes  are 

to  alowe  for   his   hardyneffe,   therefore 

alow  him  litle,  or  lyftcn  to  his  reafou 
Alowe,  adv.  Sax.  low 
Alpes,  n.  pi.  bulfinches 
Als,  canj.  Sax,  alfo,  a$ 
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a  chemical    term  for  mixing  of 

'  'quickfilver  with  any  metal 
\mbaflatrie,  n.  Fr.  embafiy 
Ambes  as,  two  aces  at  dice,  Fr. 
Ambling,  part,  pr,  Fr. 
Amende,  v.  Fr.  to  mend 

menufe,  v  Fr.  to  leflen 

meved,  fart.  pa.  Fr.  moved 

mia?,  pr.  n.  the  city  of  Amiens 

middes,  prep.  Sax.  at,  or  in  the  middle 

mis,  adv.  Sax.  ill,  badly.  See  Mis 

.tnonefte,  v.  Fr.  to  admonifh,  to  advife 

mong,  adv.  Sax.  together,  at  the  fame  time,  at 

the  fame  place,  Du.  298,  ever  among,  ever  at 

the  fame  time,  Conf.  Am.  114,  b. 

monges,^r<?/>.  Sax.  among 

morette,  n.  Fr.  an  amorous  woman. — And  eke 

as  well  by  [r.  be]  amorettes. — Car  aujji  bienfont 

amour  ettesy  orig. 
Amorily,  is  perhaps  put  by  miftake  for  merrily. 

pa.  Fr.  killed 
Amorwe,  on  the  morrow  [fions 

(Amphibologies,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Gr.  ambiguous  expref- 
jAn,  for  on,  prep. 
jAncille,  n.  Lat.  a  maid-fervant 
JAncre,  n.  Fr.  anchor 
And,  conj.  Sax.  if 
Anelace,«.  akindofknife  or  dagger,ufuallywoirat 

the  girdle.  See   Gloff.  to  M.  Paris,  in  v.  Analaciut 
Anes,  adv.  for  ones,  once 
Anhang,  <v.  Sax.  to  hang  up 
pVnientiffed,/>ffrf.  pa.  Fr.  reduced  to  nothing 
(Anight,  in  the  night 
Anker,  «.  Sax.  an  anchorite  or  hermit 
lAnnueller,  «.  a  prieft  employed  folely  in  finging 
j    annuals,  or  anniverfary  mafies  for  the  dead 
)Annunciat,/ar#./a.  Lat.  foretold 
|Anoie,  n.  Fr.  hurt,  trouble 
Anoie,  v.  to  hurt,  to  trouble 
Anoiful,  adj.  hurtful,  unpleafant 
Antem,  «.  Sax.  an  anthem 
Anticlaudian,  the  title  of  a  Latin  poem  by  Alanus 

de  Infulis.  See  Alain 

Antilegius,/>r.  n.  Antilochus,  Du.  1064.  [anthems 
Antiphonere,  n.  Lat.  Gr.  a  book  of  antiphones  or 
Anvelt,  n.  Sax.  an  anvil,  D-i.  1165. 
Any,  adj.  Sax.  either,  one  of  two.  It  ufually  Cgnt- 

fies  one  of  many 
&fzid,part.fa.  Fr.  paid,  fatisfied 
Apaire,  v.  Fr.  See  Apeire 
Ape,  n.  Sax.  metaphorically  a  fool,  the  monkeput 

in  the  mannes  hode  ajn  ape,  and  in  his  wife's 

eke,  the  monk  made  a  fool  of  the  man  and  of 

his  wife  too — Win  of  ape. 
Apeire,  v.  Fr.  to  impair,  to  detract  from  ;  our 

ftate  it  apeires — to  be  impaired,  to  go  to  ruin. 
Apert,  adj.  Fr.  open,  prive  and  apert,  in  private 
•  and  in  public 

Apies,  for  opies,  n.pl.  Fr.  opiates 
Appalled,  part. pa.  Fr.  made  pale 
Apparaile,  v.  Fr.  to  prepare 
Apparence, n.  Fr.  an  appearance 
Apperceive,  v.  Fr.  to  perceive 
^pperceivingb  n.pl.  perceptions 
Appetite,  v.  Fr.  to  defire,  to  covet 


Appofe,  v.  Fr.  to  object  to,  to  queftion.    It  feem* 

to  be  a  corruption  of  oppofe 
Approver,  «.  Fr.  an  informer 
Aprentife,  ».  pi.  Fr.  apprentices,  novices 
Aqueintable,  adj.  Fr.  eafy  to  be  acquainted  with 
Aquite,  v.  Fr.  to  pay  for 
Aiace,  v.  Fr.  to  draw  away  by  force 
Arande,  n.  .Va.r.  a  mcffage 

Araye,  «.  Fr.  order,  fituation,  clothing,  equipage 
Araye,  <v.  Fr.  to  drefs,  to  diipofe. 
Arblafters,  n.  pi.  Fr.  arbaleftres,  engines  to  caft 

darts,  &c 
Archangel,  «.  the  herb  fo  called ;  a  dead  nettle, 

GlofT.  Ur. — In  the  orig.  it  is  mefange,  the  bird, 

which  we  call  a  titmoufe 
Archebifliop,  n.  Sax.  Lat,  an  archbifhop 
Archedeken,».  Sax.  Lat.  an  archdeacon 
Archediacre,«.  Fr.  Archdeacon 
Archewives,  wives  of  a  luperior  order 
Ardure,  n.  Fr.  burning 

Arede,  v.  Sax.  to  interpret,  Du.  289.  See  Rede 
Areife,  v.  Sax.  to  raife 
Arerage,  n.  Fr.  arrear 
Arefone,  v.  Fr.  arraifoner,  to  reafon  with 
Arefte,  n.Fr.  arreft,conflraint,  delay 
Arefte,  v.  Fr.  to  ftop 
Arette,  v.  Fr.  to  impute  to 
Argoil,  n.  Fr.  potters  clay 

Ariete,  pr.  n.  Aries,  one  of  the  figns  in  the  zodiac 
Ariftotle,^r.  n.  a  treatife  on  perfpe&ive  under  his 

name  is  mentioned  by  Vincent  of  Beauvais  in 

the  I3th  century,  Spec.  Hi/lor.  I.  iii.  c.  84,  Extat, 

etiamlibsr,  qui  dicitur,  PerfpeHiva  Ariftotelis 
Arivage,  n.  Fr.  as  arivaile 
Arivaile, «.  Fr.  arrival 

Ark,  n.  Lat.  a  part  of  the  circumference  of  a  circle 
Arme,  n.  may  perhaps  be  put  for  defence,  fecurity 
Arm-grete,  adj.  Sax,  as  thick  as  a  man's  arm 
Armipotent,  adj.  Lat.  mighty  in  arms 
Armies,  adj.  Xax.  without  an  arm 
Armorike,/>r.  n.  Baffe  Bretagnc  in  France,  called 

anciently  Britannia  Armorica 
Armure, «.  Fr.  armour 
Atriypl.  n.  of  am,  v.  Say.  are 
Arnolde  of  the  newe  town,  pr.  n.  of  a  phyfician 

and  chemift  of  the  1 3th  century.  See  Fabric. 

Bill.  Med.  JEt.  in  v.  Arnaldus  VillarHPoanus 
Aroume,  feems  to  fignify  at  large;  arowme,  or 

more  utter,  remote,  deprope.  feorfum.  Prompt. 

Parv.  [ceffively 

A'row,  in  a  row,  probably  from  the  Fr.  rue,  fuc- 
Arfmetrike,  n.  Lat.  arithmetic 
Arte,  v.  Lai.  to  conftrain 
Artelries,  n.pl.  Fr.  artillery 
As,  adv.   Sax.  alfo  ;  omnino  Jtc.    As  faft,  very  faft  J 

as  fwith,  very  quiekly,  immediately  [fay 

Afcaunce,  aflcow,  afide,  fideways  ; — as  if,  as  if  to 
Afhen, «.  //.  Sax.  afhes 
Aflake,  v.  Sax.  to  flacken,  to  abate 
Afpe,  n.  Sax.  a  fort  of  poplar 
Afpen,  adj.  of  an  afp 
Afpie,  v.  Fr.  to  efpy 
Afpre,  adj.  Fr.  rough,  fharp 
Afpreneffe,  «.  ftiarpnefs 
Aftaut, ».  Fr.  affault 
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Afiege, n.  Fr.  fiege 

AfTeth,  n.  Fr.  fufficient,  enough 

Affife,  n.  Fr  fituation 

Afibile,  v.  Fr.  to  abfolve,  to  anfwer^aflbileth,  imp. 

m.  ad  perf.  pi. 

Affomoned,^r#.  pa.  fummoned 
Aflure,  v.  Fr.  to  confide 
Afterte,  <v.  Sax.  to  efcape,  to  releafe ;  afterte  for 

afterted,  part.  pa. 
Aftoned,  aftom'ed,  part.  pa.  Fr.  confounded,  afto- 

nifhed 

Aftrelabre,  n.  Fr.  aftrolabe 
Aftrologien,  n.  Fr.  aftrologer 
A.£\veved,part.pa.  Sax.  ilupified,  as  in  a  dream, 
Afwone,  ui  a  fwoon 

At,  a.tte,frep.  Sax.  at  after  fouper,  as  foon  as  fup- 
per  was  finifhed ;  ,at  day,  at  break  of  day ;  at 
on,  of  one  mind 

Atake,  v.  Sax.  to  overtake — for  ataken,fart.  fa. 
A'thre,  in  three  parts 
Attained,   fart.  fa.    Fr.    entamet  opened,   begun, 

tafted,  felt,  difgraced 
Attempre,  adj.  Fr.  temperate 
Attemprely,  adv.  Fr.  temperately 
Attour,  ».  Fr.  head-drefs 
Attry,  atterly,  adj.  Sax.  poifonous,  pernicious 
A'cwinne,  a'two  ;  in  two,  af under 
A  vale,  v.  Fr.  to  lower,  to  let  down,  to  fall  Jown 
Avance,  i>.  Fr.  to  advance,  to  profit 
Avant,  «.  Fr.  boaft 
Avantage, «.  Fr.  advantage 
Avante,  v.  Fr.  to  boaft 
Avaunt,  adv.  Fr.  forward 
Aucloritee,  «.  Lot.  a  text  of  Scripture  or  of  fpme 

refpe&able  writer 
AuClour,  n.  Lat.  a  writer  of  credit 
Avenaunt,  adj.  Fr.  becoming 
Aventaile,  n.  Fr.  the  fore  part  of  the  armour  Sk. 

the  aperture  for  breathing  in  a  helmet 
'Aventure,  «.  Fr.  adventure 

Averrois,  fr.  «.  Ebn  Rofchd,  an  Arabian  phyGcian 
of  the    1 2th   century.     See   D' ' Herbelcrt  in   v. 
RofcM. 
Avicen,  fr.  n.  Ebn  Sina,  an  Arabian  phyfician  of 

the  ISth  century.  See  If  Herbelot  in  v.  Sina 
Aught,  n.  Sax.  any  thing.  It  is  fometimes  ufed  as 
an  adverb;    if  that  the  childes  mother  were 
•    aught  {he,  can  he  ought  tell  a  merry  tale  or 

tweie  ? 

Aught,  pa.  t.  of  awe,  as  ought 
Aught -where,  adv.  Sax.  any  where 
Augrim,  a  corruption  of  Algorithm 
Augrim   ftones,  the   pebbles  or   counters   which 

were  anciently  uled  in  numeration 
Avis,  n.  Fr.  advife 
Avifand,  fart.fr.  obferving 

Avife,  v.  fr.  to  obferve ;  avifeth  you,  imp.  m.  ad 
perf.  pi. ;  look  to  yourfeives,  take  care  pf  your- 
felves 

Avifion,  n.  Fr.  vifion 
Aumble,  n.  Fr.  an  ambling  pace 
Atimener,  n.  Fr.  aumoniere,  a  purfe 
Aumere,  «.  aumere  of  filke,  bourfe  de  foy,  orig.  It 
feems  to  be  a  corruption  of  aumener.          [ture 
A;uqtre,  v.  Fr.  corruption  of  aventure,  to  adven- 


Auntrous,  aJj.  adventurous" 

Aurora,  the  title   of  a  Latin  metrical  verfion 
feveral  parts  of  the  Bible  by  Petrus  de  Rij 
Calon  of  Rheims,  in  the  i'Zth  century.  Le) 
in  his  Hijl.  Poet.  Med.  JEv't.  p.  69 % — 736, 
given  large  extradts  from  this  work,  and  amc 
others  the  paffage  which  Chaucer  feems  to  hs 
had  in  his  eye 

Aure.  jebal  varies  fcrramcnti  notaf.  56lus. 
Pondera  i'brat  in  his.  Con  fona  quxque  fa 
Hocinventa  modopriusefl;  ars  mufica,  qua 

vis 
Pythagoram  dicant  hanc  docuifle  prius, 

Avouterer,  avouter,  «.  Fr.  an  adulterer 

Avouterie,  avoutrie, ;;.  adultery 

Avow,  n.  Fr.  vow 

Auter,  n.  Fr.  altar 

Awaite,  n.Fr.  witch 

Awaiting,  fart.  pr.  keeping  watch 

Awaped,  fart.  pa.  Sax.  confounded,  ftupifie4 

Awayward,  adv.  Sax.  away 

Awrtke,  v.  Sax.  to  revenge 

Axe,  v.  Sax.  to  afk 

Axing,  «.  requeft 

Ay,  adv.  ?ax.  ever 

Ayel,  n.  Fr.  grandfather 

Ayen,  adv.  and  prep,  again 

Ayenft,  prep,  again  ft 

Ayenward,  adv.  Sax.  back 


Ba,  i).  feems  to  he  formed  from  bafTe,  v.  Fr.  to  1 
Bacheler,  n.  Fr.  an  unmarried  man,  a  knight, 

who  has  taken  his  firft  degree  in  ;in  ur.iverfit 
Bachelerie,  n.  Fr.  knighthood,  the  bacheicrie,  I 

knight 

Bs.dc,  fa.  t.  of  bede 

Badder,  camp.  d.  of  bad.  adj.  Sax.  worfe 
Bagge,  v.  to  fwell,  to  difclain,  Sk. ;  rather  perl 

to  fquint 
Baggingly,  adv.  feems  to  be  the  tranflation  of , 

lorgnoyant,  fquintingly 
Baillie,  n.  Fr.  cuftody,  government 
Baite,  v.  Sax.  to  feed,  to  flop  to  feed 
Balance,   ».    Fr.  doubt,   fufpenfe,    I  dare  lay 

balance  all  that  I  have,   1  dare  wager  all 

I  have 

Bale,  n.  Sax.  mifchief,forrow 
Bales,  r.  balais,  pr.  u.  Fr.  a  fort  of  baftard  ruby 
Balkes,  n.  pi.  Sax  the  timbers  of  the  roof 
Balled,  adj.  fmooth  as  a  ball,  bald 
Bandon,  n.  Fr.  See  Du  Cange  in  v.  Abandons. 

her  bandon,  to   her   dilpofal;   a  fon  bane 

orig. 

Bane,  n.  Sax.  deftruition 
Barbe,  ».  a  hood  or  muffler  which  covered  tl 

Imver  part  of  the  face  and  the  fhoulders.   Sc 

Du  Cange  in  v.  Barbuta 
Baren,  pa»t.pl.  of  here,  <u.  Sax.  bore 
Bargaine,  «.  Fr.  contention 
Eargarct, «.  Fr.  bergerette,  a  fort  of  fong 
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Jamie,  /:.  oar.  t'.c  lap 
Jarme- cloth,  an  apron 
Jarre,  «.  />.  a  bar  of  a  door,  a  flripe 
Jarre? ne,  adj.  Sax.  barren 
JafiHcok,  ».  a.  a  bafilifk 
Jaffe,  H.  /"/•.  a  kifs 
$aftiiig,/>ar*./'r.  fewing  flightly 
»atailed,/arf.  /^.  />.  embattled 
Jathe,  for  bo the 

Jathe,  v.  Sax.  we  fliould  rather  fay  to  balk 
Jaude,  adj.  Fr.  joyous 
!  Sauderie,  baudrie,  n.  pimping,  keeping  a  bawdy- 

houfe 
Jaudy,  atlj.  dirty,  with  baudy  cote,  Lydg.  Tra.  b. 

ix.  f.  26.  b. 
'ayarcl,  pr.  n.  Fr.  originally  a  bay  horfe ;  a  horfe 

in  general 
Jay-window,  a  large  window,  probably  fo  called, 

became  it  occupied  a  whole  bay,  /.  e.  the  fpace 

between  two  crofsbeams 

^prep.  Sax.  by 
Je,  for  been, fart.  fa.  Sax. 
Jeau  Semblant,  Fr.  fair  appearance 
Seau  Sire,  Fr.  fair  Sir,  a  mode  of  addrefs 

edde,^a;f.  pa.  Sax.  covered  with  blood 
Jeblotte,  v.  Sax.  to  ftain 
Jecke,  v.  Fr.  to  nod 
peclappe,  v.  Sax.  to  catch 

Bedaffed,  j&ar/.  fa.  f-:ax.  made  a  Fool  of.  See  Daffc 
pede,  -v.  Sax   to  order,  to  bid,  to  offer,  to  pray ;  to 

bede  his  necke,  to  offer  his  neck  for  execution 
Bedote,  v.  Sax.  to  make  to  dote,  to  deceive.     See 
1  Dote 

Dedrede,  adj.  Sav.  confined  to  bed 
jiedreinte,/>ar£.  pa.  drenched,  thoroughly  wetted 
Been,  n.fl.  Sax.  bees 
pfiti,  for  befell, pa.  t.  of  befall,  v.  Sax. 

eforen,  bcforne,  adv.  and. prep.  Sax.  before 
legiled,  fart.  pa.  Fr.  beguiled 

egon,  part. pa.  of  bego,  v.  Sax.  gone  ;  wel  begon, 

in  a  good  way;  wo  begon,  iar  gone   in   wo  ; 

worfe  begon,  in  a  worfe  way  ;  with  gold  begon, 

painted  over  with  gold,  a  or  pjiiites,  <>rig. 

egonne,  part.  pi.  of  beginne,  -v   Sax.  begun 

ehalve,  n.  Sax.  half,  fide  or  part 
ehefte,  «.  Sax.  to  promife 

ehete,  v.  Sax.  to  promife 

\the\ve,  part.  pa.  Sax.  coloured.  See  Hewc 

iehighte,  v.  Sax.  promife 

m*ghte,part.pa.  promifed 

kjhighten,/»a.  t.  pi.  promifed 

lehove,  n.  Sax.  behoof,  advantage 

japed,  part.  pa.  "Sax.  tricked,  laughed  at 
Jeknowne,  v.  Sax.  to  conteis 
lellamy,  Fr.  good  friend 
leleve,  «.  Sax.  belief;  his  belcve,  his  creed 
ielle,  adj.  fern.  Fr.  fair 
Jelle,  "j.  b'ax.  to  roar 
lelle  chere,  Fr.  good  cheer 
Jelle  Ifaude,  F.  iii.  707,  the  fair  Tfande,  the  mif- 

trefs  of  Triilan;  flic  is  called  Ifoude 
Jelous,  «.  Sax.  bellows 
(ernes,  ».  pi.  Sax.  trumpets 

en,  inf.  K.  Sax.  to  be,  pr,  tt  //.  are,  part.  pa. 

been 
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Benched,  part.  pa.  furnifhed  with  benches 
Bende,  «.  Fr.  a  band  or  horizontal  ilripe 

Bending,  n.  ftriping,  making  of  bands  or  £r;~ 

Bene,  n.  $ax.  a  bean,  and  al  n'as  wurth  a  beae 

Benedicite!  Lot.  an  exclamation,  aufwering  to  our 
blefs  us  !  it  was  often  pronounced  as  a  triiylla,ble, 
Bsncite  ! 

Benigrte,  adj.  Fr.  kind 

Benime,  i>.  tax.  to  take  away 

Benifon,  n.  Fr.  benediction 

Benomen, />«>/•.  pa.  of  benime,  taken  away 

Bent, «.  Sax.  the  bending  or  declivity  of  a  hijl 

Berained,  part.  pa.  Sax.  rained  upon 

Ber:le,  n.  Uax.  beard  ;  to  make  any  one's  berde,  to 
cheat  him. 

Bere,  «.  Sax.  a  bear 

Bere,  v,  S*x.  to  bear,  to  carry ;  to  bere  in  or  on 
hand,  to  accufe  falfely,  to  perfuade  falfeiy;  to 
bere  the  belle,  to  carry  the  prize 

Bere,  «.  Sax.  a  bier,  a  pillovvbear 

Bering,  n.  Sax.  behaviour 

Berme, «.  $ax.  yeft 

Bernard,  pr.  n.  I..  W.  16.  St.  Bernard,  Abbot  of 
Clairvaiix  in  the  lath  century  Our  author  al 
ludes  to  a  proverbial  faying  concerning  him, 
Bernurdus  ipfc  non  vidit  omnia.  See  Hoffman 
in  v. 

Bernard  pr.  n.  a  phyilcian  of  Montpelier  in  the 
1 3th  century 

Berne,  n.  Sax.  a  barm 

Befant,  n.  Fr.  a  piece  of  gold,  fo  called  becaufe  firft 
coined  at  Byzantium,  now  Conftantinople,  &t. 

Bef-ke,  v.  ':av.  to  befeech 

Befet,  befette,^zr#.  pa.  Sax.  placed,  employed 

Befey,  part.  pa.  of  befee,  <v.  Sa.\-.  bcfeen ;  evil  be- 
fey,  ill-befeen,  of  a  bad  appearance ;  richly  befey, 
of  a  rich  appearance 

B\?tt\et,  part.  pa.  Sax.  (hut  up. 

Befhrevve,  v.  Sax.  to  curfe 

Befide,/r^.  Sax.  by  the  fide  of 

Befinotred,/w//.  pa.  Sax.  fmutted 

Beipet,  part.  pa.  Sax.  f  pit  upon 

Beftadde,  beftad,  part.  pa.  Sax.  fituated ;  it  is 
fomcrimes  tifed  in"  an  ill  fenfe  for  diilrefled 

Befte,  «.  Fr.  a  bead 

Befty,  adj.fap.  Sax.  beft 

Befy.  adj.  Sax.  bufy 

13et,  bette,  adv.  comp.  for  better 

Betake,  -v.  Sax.  to  give,  to  recommend  to 

Betaught,/a.  /.  recommended  to 

Bete,  v.  Sax.  to  prepare,  make  ready;  to  bete 
fires,  to  make  firet — to  mend,  to  heal;  to  bere 
nettes,  EJ  mend  nets;  to  bete  forwe,  to  heal 
for  row 

Bete,  v.  Fr.  to  beat 

Beteeche,  v.  as  betake 

Beth,  imp.  m.  id  perf.  pi.  Sax.  be  ye 

Betid,  betiddc,/^.  /.  et part,  of  betide,  v.  Sax.  hap 
pened 

Betoke,  jta.  /.  of  betake,  recommended 

Betraifed,  part.  fa.  1-r.  betrayed;  the!  hare  bc- 
trailed  thee 

Bctwix,  betwixen./rf/.  Sax.  between 

Bewcpe,  v.  Sax.  to  weep  over 

Bewrey,  bcwrie,  v.  Sax.  to  difcover 
U  u 
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Beye,  v.  Sax.  to  buy.     See  Abeyi 

Beyete,  fart  fa     ax   bego  ten 

Bialacoil,  fr.  n.  Fr.  Bel-accueil,  courteous  recep- 
tion 

Bibbed,  part  pa.   T,at.  drunk 

i*ible,  n      r.  any  great  book 

Bicchel  bones,  ufed  in  playing  a  particular  kind 
of  game  of  hazard 

Bidde,  v  as  bede 

Bie,  v.   '>ax.  to  fuffer.     See  Abeye 

J3igine,j*r.  n  '  r  Beguine,  a  nun  of  a  certain  or- 
-def.  See  Da  Cange  in  v.  Beghin<z 

Biker,  n    !:ax.  a  quarrel 

Bilder,  n.  Sax  a  builder;  the  bilder  oke,  the  oak 
ufed  in  building 

Bill,  n   a  letter 

Bimene,  v.  Sax  to  bemoan 

Bint,  for  bindeth 

Birde  for  bride,  n.  Sax.  "hir  there  was  fimple 
as  birde  in  bour,  i.  e.  as  bride  in  chamber — 
Jtrnplc  fut  comme  une  efpoufee,  orig. 

Bilmare,  n.  ,:ax  abulive  Ipecch ;  and  bold,  and 
abiding,  bilinares  to  iuffcr 

Bit,  for  bidderh 

Bitore,  a.    '  r.  a  bittern 

Bitrent,/w*.  fa.  twifted,  carried  round ;  perhaps 
fiom  the  Sax.  circumdare 

Biwopen,  part.  pa.  of  bewepe,  drowned  in  tears. 

Blancmanger,  n.  Fr  feems  to  have  been  a  very 
different  dilh  in  the  time  of  Chaucer,  from  that 
which  is  now  called  by  the  fame  name.  There 
is  a  receipt  for  making  it  in  mf.  Harl.  one  of 
the  ingredients  is  the  brawne  of  a  capon  teafed 
fmall 

Blandife,  if.  Fr.  to  flatter 

Blanche  fevere.  See  Cofgrai'S  in  V.  Fiewes  blanches; 
the  agues  wherewith  maidens  that  have  the 
greenlicknefs  are  troubled ;  and  hence  //  a  !es 
Jtevnt  blanches^  either  he  is  in  love  or  fick  of 
wantonnefs 

Ble,  n.  Sax  colour 

Blee,  fr.  n.  a  foreft  in  Kent.  Ur. 

JBieine,  n   Sax.  a  puftule 

Biend,  v.  Sax.  to  blind,  to  deceive 

"Blend,  fa  t.  of  blend 

Blent,/>a  t  ofblenche,?. .  <»c.fhrinked, darted, afide 

tiered, fart  fa.  .ax.  in  ifs  literal  fenfe  is  ufed  to 
defcribe  a  particular  diforder  of  the  eye,  attend 
ed  with  forenefs  and  dimnefs  of  light;  but 
more  commonly,  in  Chaucer,  a  man's  eye  is 
laid  to  be  blered,  metaphorically,  when  he  is 
anyway  impofed  upon 

Bieve, v.  Sax.  to  Pixy 

Biin,  v   .;«'.'.  to  ceafe 

BUffe,  i>-     ax.  to  blefs 

Blive,  belive,  ad-v  Sax.  quickly 

Blolme,  n.  box.  bloffom,  v  to  bloflbtn 

Biofmy,  adj.  full  of  Moffoms 

Bob-up-and  down,^r.  «.  of  a  town  in  the  road  to 
Canterbury:  it  is  not  marked  in  the  common 
maps 

Bobance,  «  Fr  boafting 

Boche,  n  Fr.  boffe,  a  fwelling,  a  wen  or  toil 

Bode,  boden,  fart.  fa.  of  bede,  i).  Sax,  bidden, 
commanded 


Bode,/«.  i.  of  bide,  v.  Sax.  remained 

Bode.  n.  Sax.  a  flay  or  delay,  an  omen 

Bodekin,  n   Sax.  a  dagger 

Boece,  fr.  n.  Boethius.     His  moft  popular  work, 

De    Confolatione   Philofopb\<e .    was   tranflated   by 

Chaucer   certainly  before  1381,   and  probably 

much  earlier;  the  reflections  on  predeftination 

(of  which  there  is  «o  trace  in  the  Filoftrato^ 

are  almofl  entirely  taken  from  Bo.  •».  fr.  3. 
Boifte,  n.  Fr  a  box 
Boiftous,  adj    -ax.  boifterous,  rough, 
Bniftoufly.  adv  roughly 
Bokeler,  n.  Fr.  a  buckler 
Bokeling,/>arf  fr.  Fr.  buckling 
Boket,  n   Sax,,  a  bucket 
Bolas,  «.  bullace,  a  fort  of  plumb  or  floe 
Bole  armoniac,  Armenian  earth,  Fr.  Gr. 
Bnllen,fart  fa.  of  bodge,  v.  Sax.  fwolten 
Bolt,  n.  Sax.  an  arrow,  bolt-upright,  ftraight  at 

an  arrow 
Btme,  n.  Sax.  a  boon,  petition,  he  bade  hem  all  a 

bone,  he  made  a  requeft  to  them  all. 
Boras,  n  Fr  borax 
Bord,  n.  Fr.  a  border ;  the  fide  of  a  fhip ;  over 

bord 

Borde,  «    Sax.  a  table 

B'-rdel,  «  fr.  a  brothel — bordel-women,  whores 
Sordellers,  «.  pi  keepers  of  bawdyhoufes 
Borel,  n.  Fr   bureau,  coarfe  cloth  of  a  brown  c<* 

lour.     See  Du  Cange  in  v.  Burellus 
Borel,  ad},  made  of  plain  coarfe  fluff — borel  folk, 

borrl  men,  laymen. 
Borwe,   «    bax.  a  pledge;  hath  laid  to  borwe; 

hath  pledged  ;  have  here  my   feith  to  borwe ; 

have  here  my  faith  for  a  pledge ;  Seint  John  t« 

bt  rwe;  St.  John  being  my  fecurity. 
Bofard,  n.  Fr.  a  buzzard,  a  fpecies  of  hawk  unfit 

for  ('porting 

Boffe,  n   Fr.  a  protuberance 
Boft,  n.  Sax  pride,  boafting 
Boil.  adv.  aloud;  he  cracked  boft 
Bote,  «.  Sax,  remedy,  help,  profic 
Bote,  v.  tax.  to  help 
B.;te,/a  t.  of  bite,  i>.  Sax  bit 
Botelcs,  adj     ax.  bootlefs,  remedilefs 
Botel,  bottelle,  n.  Fr.  bottle 
B->terflie,  «.  Sax.  a  butterfly 
Bothe,  adj.  Sax.  two  together;  our  bothe  labour, 

the  labour  of  us   two   together;  nojlrum  amb»-    : 

rum  labi,r 
Bothe,   corij.    is  generally  ufed   to  copulate  tvv« 

members  of  a  fentence,  but  fome times  more. 

•    And  rent  adoun  bothe  wall,  and  rafter — 
To  whom  bothe  heven,  and  erthe,  and  fee, 
is  fene. 

So  the  Greeks fometimes  ufed  A.apJ/s^av.  Od.  0.78. 

Apifsliflov  Kudo;  71  xat  ay^atr}   X.IK.I  avsiao. 
Bof.hun"),  n.  Lr.  bouton,  a  bud,  particularly  of  a  rofe 
Bougeron,  «    Fr.  a  Sodomite 
Boughton-under-biee,/>r.  n.  of  a  town  in  Kent}    ;.' 
Bouke,  «.  Sax.  the  body 
Boulte,  i>   Sax.   to  fift,  to  feparatc  the    flour  of 

wheat  from  the  bran 
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Boun,  adj.  Sax.  ready;  and  bade  hem  all  to  be 
bowne 

Bountee,  n.  Fr.  goodnefs 

Bourde,  n.  Fr.  ajeft, 

Bourde,  v.  Fr.  to  jeft. 

Bourdon,  n.  Fr.  a  ftaff, 

Boure,  n.  Sax.  a  houfe,  a  chamber 

Bovve,  «.  Sax.  a  bow;  a  dogge  for  the  bowe ;  a 
dog  ufed  in  {hooting. 

Boxe,«.  a  blow 

"Bracer,  n.  Fr.  armour  for  the  arm 

Brad wardin,  pr.  n.  Thomas  Bradwardine,  Arch- 
bifliop  of  Canterbury  in  1349.  His  book  De 
Caufa  Dei,  to  which  our  author  alludes,  is  in 

-    print.      See  Tanner  in  -v.  £raduiuardinus 

Braide,  »•  Sax.  a  ftart 

Braide,  v.  Sax.  to  awake,  to  ftart.  See  Abraide. 
Out  of  his  wit  he  braide,  he  ran  out  of  his  fen- 
fes ;  to  take  off  ;  • 

Braket,  n.  B<it.  bragod,  a  fweet  drink  made  of 
the  wort  of  ale,  honey,  and  fpice  :  it  is  ftill  in 
ufe  in  Wales.  Richards  in  -v.  Bragod 

Brafil,  n.  a  wood  ufed  in  dying  to  give  a  red  co- 
Jour.  See  .Huetiana,  p.  268.  In  the  invento 
ry  of  the  effects  of  Henry  V.  Rot.  Parl.  H. 
VI.  m.  20,  is  the  following  article,  il  Graundet 

.   peces  du  Bracile,  pris  vis.  vmd. 

Bratt,  n.  Sax.  a  coarfe  mantle 

Brech, n.  Sax.  breeches 

Brede,  n.  Sax.  breadth  ;  in  brede,  abroad 

Breme,  adj.  Sax.  furious 

Brenne,  v.  Sax.  to  burn — Brent,  pa.  i.  «Jc  part. 
burnt 

Brenningly,  adv.  Sax.  hotly 

Breres,  n.  pi.  Fr.  briars 

Brefte,  v.  Sax.  to  burft 

Bret-ful,  adj.  the  fenfe  is  much  more  clear  than  the 
etymology. 

Bribe,  n.  Fr.  properly  what  is  given  to  a  beggar ; 
what  is  given  to  an  extortioner  or  cheat, 

Jriben,  inf.  m.  Fr.  to  beg,  or  perhaps  to  fteal. — 
See  Rot.  Parl.  22  E.  IV.  n.  30,  have  ftolen  and 
bribed  fignetts,  (cygnets.)  And  fo  in  P.  P. 
115,  b.  a  bribour  feems  to  fignify  a  thief,  as 
bribers,  pilors,  and  pikeharneis,  are  claffed  to 
gether  ;  and  ftill  more  plainly  in  Lydg.  Tra. 

ija; 

Who  faveth  a  thefe  whan  the  rope  ia  knet- — 
With  fome  fafe  turne  the  bribour  will  him 
ifuite. 

.  See  alfo  ancient  Scottifh  Poems,  p.  I7l,ft.vii.  1. 3 
Briboures.     Upon  fecond  thoughts  I  believe  that 

I  was  wrong  in  adopting  this  word  from  mf.  C. 

I,  and  that  we  fhould  rather  read,  with  other 

inff. ; 

Certaine  he  knew  o'f  briberies  mo, 

Jridale,  .».  Sax.  a  marriage  fcaft 
Sriddes,  n.  pi-  Sax.  birds 
3rige,  «.  Fr.  contention 
3rike,  n.  Sax.  breach,  ruin 
Brimmc,  adj.     See  Bretns 
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Brqcage,  «..  a  -treaty  by  a  broker  or  agent   , 

Broche,  originally  the  tongue  of  a  buckie  or  clafp; 
and  from  thence  the  buckle  or  clafp  itfelf. 

Broided,  part,  pa.  Fr.  ^raided,  woven 

Brokking,  part.  pr.  throbbing,  quavering 

Bromeholme.^r.  «.  a  priory  in  Norfolk 

Bronde,  n.  Fr.  a  torch 

Broften,  part.  pa.  of  brefte 

Brotel,  adj.  Sax.  brittle 

Brotelneife,  «.  brittleneffe 

Brotherhed,  n.  Sax.  brotherly  afFeclion 

Brouded,/»arf./a.  Fr.  brode  embroidered 

Brouken,  inf.  m.  Sax.  to  brook,  enjoy,  ufe 

Buckes  home,  a  buck's  horn  ;  to  blow  the  buckcs 
,  home  is  put  for  any  ufelefs  employment. 

Buffette,  «.  Fr.  a  blow 

Bugle-horn,  n.  a  drinking  veffel  made  of  horn.— • 
Gloff.  Ur.  derives  it  from  luculx  cornu ;  the 
gloff.  to  Anc.  Scott.  Po,  explains  bowgle  to 
mean  a  buffalo.  I  have  been  told  that  in  forrie 
parts  of  the  north  a  bull  is  now  called  a  boogie. 

Bumble,  v.  Sav.  to  make  a  humming  noife ;  it  is 
ufed  to  defcribe  the  noife  niade  by  a  bittern 

Burdoun,  «.  Fr.  lourdon,  a  humming  noife,  the 
bafs  in  mufick 

Buriels,  «.  pi.  Say.  burying  places 

Burned,  pj.rt.  pa.  -Fr.  burnilhed 

Burnel  the  affe.  The  ftory  fuppofes  that  the 
prieft's  fon,  when  he  was  to  be  ordained,  di- 
reited  his  fervant  to  call  him  at  cockcrowing, 
and.  that  the  cock  whole  leg  he  had  formerly 
broken  having  overheard  this,  purpofely  re 
frained  from  crowing  at  his  ufual  time,  by 
which  artifice,  the  young  man  was  fuffered  to 
fleep  till  the  ordination  was  over. 

Burnette,  «.  Fr.,  brunette,  cloth  dyed  of  a  brown  co 
lour.  See  Du  Qange  in  v,  Burn:tum. 

Bufk,  a  bufli 

Butte,  but,  adu.  &  conj.  Sax.  but,  fed — unlefs,  «//?, 
I  ne'ere  but  loft,  nan  ejjcm  niji  perdita — onlyj 
which  that  am  but  lorne. 

But,  prep.  Sax.  without,  gloff.  Ur.  I  cannot  fay 
that  I  have  myfelf  obferved  this  prcpofition  in 
Chaucer,  but  I  may  have  overlooked  it.  The 
Saxons  ufed  It  very  frequently,  and  how  long 
th.e  Scottifh  writers  h^ve  laid  it  afide  I  am 
doubtful.  It  .occurs  repeatedly  in  Bp1.  Douglas; 
but  Ipot  or  fault,  p.  3  1.  53  ;  poete  but  pere,  p. 
p.l.  19;  but  and  ben,  p.  123,!.  40,  without 
and  within  ;  but  an  and  binnan,  originally,  1  fup- 
pofe,  bi  utan  and  bi  innan.  By  and  with  are  of 
ten  fynonympus. 

Buxome,  adj.  Sax-  obedient,  civil 

Buxumly,  adv.  Sax.  obediently 

By,  prep.  Sax.  has  fometimes  the  fignification  6f 
in ;  by  the  morwe,  in  the  morning  or  daytime; 
by  his  life,  in  his  lifetime.  It  is  fometimes  ufed 
adverbially;  by  and  by^  near  hard  by. — By  and 
by,  figillatim^  Prompt.  Part),  thefe  were  his 
wordes  by  and  by,  /.  e.  feverally,  diftindlly ; 
and  fo  perhaps  this  phrafe  ihould  be  underftood 
in  the  paffages  above  quoted. 

Byforne.     See  Befornc 

Byieve,  v.  Sax.  to  ftay 
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Byraft,  fart.  fa.  of  byreve,  v.  Sax.  bereaved,  taken 

away 
Byword,  n  Sax.  a  proverb 


Cacche,  v.  to  catch 

Cadence,  n.  Fr.  a  fpecies  of  poetical  compofitloh 

Cairrud,/!/-.  n.  of  a  city  in  Bretagne 

C'aitif,  n.  &  adj.  Fr.  chztif,  a  wretch,  wretched 

Calcination,  «.  Fr.  a   chemical  proctfs  by  which 

bodies  are  reduced  to  a  calx 
Calculed,/a.  t.  Fr.  calculated 
Caleweis,  probably  mifwritten;  the  original  has 

la  poire  dit  caillonel.      Cotgrave  fays  thiit  caiU 

is  the  name  of  a  very  fwe.et  pear 
Calid'jne,  fr.  n.  it  ihould  be  Lacedomie 
Caliophia, /r.  n.    We  ihould  rather  read  Calypfa, 

with  the  two  Bodl.  mil.  for  Calypfo. 
Calle,  n,  Fr.  a  fpeciesof  cap 
Camaillc,  n  Fr.  a  camel 
Cameline,  n.  Fr.  a  Huff  made  of  camel's  hair 
Carhufc,  adj.  Fr.  flat 
Can,  v.  Sax.  to  know.     See  Conne 
Cananee  ad).  Fr.  Cananean 
Cancer,  n.  Cana  in  Galilee 
Canel,  n.  Fr.  canal,  channel 
Canelle,  n.  Fr.  cinnamon 
Canevas,  n.  Fr.  canvas 
Canon,  the  title  of  Avicenne's  gfeat  work.     Sec 

VHeibelttm  \..Canttn 

C'antel,  n.  Sax.  a  fragment 

Capel,  .n.  Lat.  ahorfe 

GapJtauie,  n.  Ir.  a  captain 

Capitolie,  «.  Lat.  the  Capitol  at  Rome 

Cappe,  n.  Lat.  a  carp  or  hood  ;  to  let  a  man's  cap, 
to  make  a  fool  of  him. 

Captif,  adj.  Fr.  captive 

Cardiacle,  n.  I'-r.  Gr.  a  pain  about  the  heart 

CaretSles, n.  pi.  Lat,  Gr,  characters 

Carfe,/fl.  /.  of  carve,  v.  Sax.  cut 

Carle, .n.  Sax.  a  churl,  a  hardy  country  fellow 

Cannes,  n.  pi.  />.  Carmelite  friars 

Carole,  n.  Fr.  a  fort  of  dance 

Carole,  i».  Fr.  to  dance,  in  -caroling,  in  dancing 

Carpe,  v.  to  talk  ;  by  carping  of  tonge,  by  fpeech 

Carraine,  n.  Fr.  a  carrion,  dead  or  putrified  flefh 

Cc.:vi!:e,  «.  Fr.  a  large  fhip 

Carte,  n.  Sax.  a  chariot 

Carter,  «.  Sax.  a  charioteer 

Cas,  ».  <  'r.  cas,  chance,  upon  cas,  by  chance 

Cns,  n.  Fr.  cajfc,  a  cafe,  quiver 

C-iffiodore,jfrr.  n,  Cafliociorus,  a  Roman  fenator  and 
conful,  feveral  of  his  works  are  extant.  See 
Fabric*  Eibl.  Lai.  and  Bill.  Med.  JEt. 

Caft,  n.  Sax.  a  contrivance 

Cafte,  v.  to  throw,  to  contrive 

Cafteloigne,/>r.  «.  Ci,telcniain  Spain 

C:.fuel,  ailj.  fr.  accidental 

Catapuce,  n.  Fr.  a  fpecies  of  fpurge 

Catel,  n.  rr.  goods,  valuable  things  of  all  forts 

Caterwawcd.  To  gon  a  caterwawed  fe.ems  to  fig- 
nify  the  lame  a§  to  gp  a  caterwawing,  or  cater- 
\va\vlii)g,  as  it  has>  been  called  by  later  writers. 


Caught,  pa.  *.  &  part,  of  catch 

Cavilati-jun,  n.  Fr.  cavil 

Cecile,  Cecilie,  pr.  n.  Cecilia 

Ceile,  cefe,  are  mifprinted  for  feife,  v.  IV.  to  fcize, 

to  lay  hold  of. 
Celerer,  «.  Lat.  Celeyarius,  the  officer  in  a  mona- 

flery  who  had  the  care  of  the  provifions 
Celle,  n.  Lat.  a  religious  houie,  it  fecms  to  be  put 

for  a  man's  head 
Celfttude,  «.  Ir.  highnefs 
Confer,  n.  Fi\  an  incenfe  pot 
Cenfing,  part.fr.  Fr.  fumigating  with  incenfe 
Cen'aurie,^^.  «.  of  an  herb 
Cercle,  v.  Fr.  to  furrdun'd 
Cercles,  n.  pi.  Fr.  circles 
Cerial,  adj.  />.  belonging  to  the  fpecies  of  oak'i 

led  cerrvs)  Lat.  cerra,  ftal.  ctrre 
Certain,  adj.  Fr.  isufed  fometlmesas  a  fubftanti 

of  unces  a  certain,  a  certain  of  gold,  /.  e.  a'c 

tain  number  of  ounces,a  certain  quantity  of  j 
Certain,  tertes,  adv.  certainly 
Cerufe,  n.  Fr.  whiteleacl   * 
Ccfed,/wA  pa.  forfeifed,  is  ufed  in  a  le^al  fe 

to  that  he  be  cefed  therwith,  till  that  he 

poffeffed  thereof,  till  he  have  feifiu  thereof 
CtiTe,  -y.  Fr.  to  ceafc 
Chace,  v.  Fr.  to  chafe,  to  purfue, 
Chafe,  v.  Fr.  to  grow  warm  or  angry 
Chaffare,  «.  Sax.  merchandife 
Chafiare,  v.  Sax.  to  merchandife 
Chaire,   n.  Fr.  a  chair;  the   chair  or  pulpit 

proftfforor  prtacher. 
Chalons,  blankets,  or  coverlets,  probably  fo 

from  being  made  at  Chalons 
Chatnberere,  »•/.  "fr.  a  chambermaid 
Chanipartie,  «   Fr.  a  {hare  of  land,  a  partner 

in  power.    .Lydgate  has  the   fame  expref 

Tra.  139,  b.  viii.  17. 
CHhtepleure,  «.  Fr.  a  fort  of  proverbial  expr 

for   Crjgirjg    and    weeping    fucceflively. 

Lydg.  Tra.  ftan.  the  laft,   where  he  fays 

his  book  is 


Lyke  chantcpleure,  now  finginj 
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In  mf.  Marl.  4333,  is  a  ballad  which  turns  uj 
this  exprefiion  :     it   begins    Mo.-.lt  v 
pleure  cbante  f,ve  tic  fait  chants  pleure 

Chanterie,  n.  Fr.  an  endowment  for  the  payr 
of   a  prieft  to  fing  mafs  agreeably   to  the 
point  men  t  of  the  founder.     There  were  thit 
five  of  thefe  chanteries  eftablifhed  at  6t.  Pai 
winch  were  ferved  by  fifty-four  priefts, 
Hift.  pref.  p.  41. 

Chapman.,  n.  Sax.  a  merchant  or  trader 

Chapmanbede,   «.  tax.   the  condition  of  a  cliz 
man  or  tradefman 

Char.  n.  Fr.  a  chariot 

Charboucle,  n.  Fr.  a  carbuncle 

Charge,  «.  Fr.  a  load,  burthen,  bufinefsof  weight; 
it  n'ere  no  charge  ;  it  were  no  harm  :  ol  which 
there  is  no  charge,  from  which  there  i>  no  con- 
fcquence  to  be  expected  ;  of  that  no  charge,  no 
matter  for  that 

Charge,  v,  Fr.  to  weigh,  to  incline  on  account  of 
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^weight — winch  chargetu  not  to  fay,  which  it 

5,  is  of  no  importance  to  fay 

Chargeant,/^.  pr,  burthenfrme 

Charmerefle,  «.  Fr.  an  enchantrefs 

Chaltciaine,  n.  Fr.  the  wife  of  a  cluftclain  or  lord 
of  a  caftlc 

Chaftie,  i>.  Fr.  to  chaftife 

Chaunseclere,  pr.  n.  of  a  cock 

Checkers,  n.  Fr.  a.  chei'sboard 

Checs,  fa.  t.  of  chefe,  v.  Sax.  chofe 

Cheffib,  we  fliould  read  chcfes.  The  orig.  has 
froniages 

Cheke,  a  term  at  chefs,  td  give  notice  to  the  op- 
pofite  party  that  his  king,  if  not  removed  or 
guarded  by  the  interpolation  of  fome,  other 
piece,  v.  ill  be  made  prifoner  :  it  is  derived  ori 
ginally  from  the  Perfian  JLaa,  i  e.  king,  and 
:.ike  care  of  your  king,  bee'  Hyde,  Hift. 

•-••i,  P    3i4- 

'\  robe  of  ftate 

r.ply  mate,  is  a  term  ufed  at  chefs 
,.    ig   is  actually  made  prifoner,  and 
v.  uc   cor-iequently  nnifhed.     The  Perlian 
pi  rale  is  fiab  mat,  i.  e.  the   king  is  conquered. 
St-c  Hyde,  Hift.  Shahiluu,  p.  i$z 
Chelauudre,  n.  Fr.  a  goldfinch 
Dhepe,  v.  tar.  to  cheapen,  to  buy 
Chepe,  «.  chcapnefs 
rnepe,/>r.  n,  Cheapfide  in  London 
^herche,  n.  Sa\.  a  church 

L'here,  n.  Fr.  countenance,  appearance,  entertain 
ment,  good  cheer 
Cherice,  v.  Fr.  to  cherifh 
oherifance,  /;.  Fr.  comfort 

Dherl,  n.  tax.  a  man  of  mean  birth  and  condi 
tion 

Cheriik,  adj.  illiberal 
Dhes,  n.  Fr.  the  game  of  chefs 

fe,  v.  Say.  to  choofe 
Chefe,  for  chefeth 
Cheftc,  n.  I. at  a  coffin 
2hefte,  n.  debate 
Cheileine,  n.  Fr.  the  chefnut  tree,  the  chefnut 

fruit 

Chevachie,  n.  Fr.  an  expedition 
Chevalrie,  n.  Fr.  knighthood,  the  manners,  exer- 

cifes,  and  valiant  exploits,  of  a  knight 
3he valrous,  adj.  valiant 

heve,   v.  Fr.  to  come  to  an  agreement  or  con- 
clufion  ;  yvel  mote  he  chevc,  ill  may  he  end 
Shevefaile,  n.  Fr.  a  necklace 
Chevrtain,  n.  Fr.  chieftain 
Chevifance,  n.  Fr.  an  agreement  for  borrowing  of 

money 

Chiche,  adj.  Fr.  niggardly,  fparing 
Chidereffe,  «.  Sax.  a  female  Icold 
Crhideller,  /:.  Fax.  a  female  fcoid 
Chiertee,  n.  Fr.  tendernefs,  affection 
Chike,  n.  Sax.  a  chicken 
Cbimbe,  n.  tax.  the  prominent  part  of  the  ftaves 

beyond  the  head  of  a  barrel 
Chimbe,  v.  to  found  in  confonance  like  bells 
Chimcny,  «.  Fr.  a  chimney 
Chinche,  adj.  as  chkhe 
Chinc.hcrie,  n.  niggardlinefs 
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Chirche,  n.  Say,  a  church 

Chirchereve,  «.  Say.  a  churchwarden 

Chirchhawe,  n.  Sav.  a  churchyard 

Chirk,  v.  Sax.  to  chirp  as  a  fparrow 

Chirking,  «.  a  difagrteable  luund 

Ciiiv,  for  chideth 

Chivachee, «.  as  chevachie 

Chiver,  v.  Sax.  to  fhiver 

Cierges,  a.  pi.  Fr.  wax  tapers 

Cipioun,/>r   n.  ScJpio 

Cipris,/»r.  n.  Venus 

Circes,  pr.  n.  for  Circe 

Citee,  «.  Fr.  a  city 

Citole,  «  Fr.  a  mufical  inftrument.  Sir  John 
Hawkins,  in  his  very  'curious  Hiil.  of  Mu- 
fick,  V.  ii.  p.  106,  n.  fuppoies  it  to  have  been  a 
fort  of  dulcimer,  and  that  the  name  is  a  corrup 
tion  of  the  Lat.  cijlella.  Befide  the  pafiagc 
which  he  has  quoted  from.  Gower,  Conf.  Am. 
178,  it  is  mentioned  again  in  fol.  189,  among 
the  inftruments  which  fowntd'lowe.  See  alfo 
J)u  (Jaagf  in  v.  (.itda,  and  I&.  de  la  RayaUac^ 
Po.'Jies  du  Roy  de  Navarre^  t.  i.  p.  24? 

Citrin,  r.dj.  I  r.  of  a  pale  yellow  or  citron  colour 

Citrination,  n.  a  chymical  term.  Anwldus  In  Ro~ 
Jario,  mf.  1.  i  c  5  ;  "  Citrlnaclo  nihil  aliud  eft 
"  quam  completa  albedinis  digeflio,  nee  albedq 
"  eft  alii:d  quam  nigrcdinis  ablatio."  GlofT. 
Car  pent,  in  v. 

Chmben,^.  t.  pi.  of  climb,  v.  Sax. 

Clapers,  n.  pi.  1  r.  rabbit-burrows, 

Clappe,  v.  Sax.  to  knock  repeatedly,  to  talk  fafl: 

Clapping,  «.  noify  talking 

Clapf -d,  clafped 

Clarre,  n.  Fr.  wine  mixed  with  honey  and  fpices, 
and  afterwards  ftfained  till  it  is  clear;  it  was 
othcrwile.  called  pimcnt,  as  appears  from  the 
title  of  the  following  receipt  in  the  Medulla 
C'iritrgi£  Rolandi,  mff.  Bodl.  761,  fol.  86;  "  Cla- 
"  return  bonum,  five  pigmentum. — Accipe  nu- 
"  cem  nv'fchatam,  cariofilos,  gingebas,  macis, 
"  cinamomtim,  galangum;  quae  omnia  in  pul- 
"  verem  redadta  diftempera  cum  bono  cum 
"  tertia  pane  mellis;  poft  cola  per  facculum, 
"  et  da  ad  bibendum.  Et  nota,  quod  illiud 
"  item  poteft  fieri  de  ccrcvifia," 

Clatternden,/^.  t.  pi.  of  clatter,  v.  Sax. 

Ci.iufe,  H.  Fr.  an  end  or  conclufion 

Claw,  v.  Sax.  to  ftroke,  he  clawed  him  on  the  back, 
he  frroked  him  on  the  back  to  encourage  him ; 
to  claw  on  the  gall,  fignifies  the  fame  as  to  tub 
on  a  fore  place 

Clcd,  for  clad 

Clenefie,  «.  fax.  purity 

Clepe,  v.  £a\.  to  call,  to  name 

Clergie,  «.  Fr.  the  clerical  profeffion 

Clergial,  adj.  learned 

Clergion,  n.  a  young  clerk 

Clerk,  n.  Fr.  a  ricri'on  in  holy  orders,  a  man  of 
learning,  a  ftudent  at  the  univerfity 

Cleves,  «./;/•  Sax.  rocks.      See  ClifTc 

Cliffe,  n.  i'ax.  a  rock  « 

Clifte,  n.  iav.  a  cleft 

Cliket,  n.  Yr.  a  key 

Ciiuks,  v.  1'r.  tc  rirg,  ntvt.  to  tirk'.s 
Uu  il 
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(   ippe,  v.  Sax.  to  cut  hair,  to  embrace 

Clipfy,  adj.  as  if  eclipfed 

Clobbed,  adj.  ^ax.  like  a  club 

Cloiftre,  n  A  r.  a  cloifter,  an  enclofure 

C!omben,/>a.  t  pi  of  climb,  i>.  Sax-- 

Cl"fer,  7i.  i  r  an  enclofure 

Clote-lefe,  a  leaf  of  the  burdocks  or  clotebur 

Cloteicd,  fart  fa  Sax.  clotted 

Cioue-gilpfre,  i  V.  a  clove-tree  or  the  fruit  of  it 

Cloutes,  n  pi.  Sax.  fmall  pieces 

Clum.  This  word  feems  to  be  formed  from  the  Sax. 

'  v.  cluraian,  mv.Jjitare  murmurare^  to  exprtfs  the 
mumbling  nolle  which  is  made  by  a  congrega 
tion  in  accompanying  prayers  which  they  can 
not  perfectly  repeat 

Coagulat,/><zr*.  pa.  Lot.  curdled 

Cokes  bones,  a  corruption  of  a  familiar  cath 

Cod,  n.  Sax.  a  bag 

Cofre,  n.  Fr.  a  cheft 

Cogge,  n.  Sax.  a  cockboat.  See  Du  Cange  in  v. 
Lago 

Coilons,  n.  pi  JFr  tefticles 

Coine,«.  Ir.  a  piece  of  money,  a  quincs 

Coint.  adj.  Fr.  neat,  trim 

Coke,  n.  Lot.  a  cook 

Cokeney,  n.  a  cook 

Cokewold,  ft.  a  cuckold.  How  this  word  has  been 

'  formed  is  difficult  to  fay,  but  probably  it  has 
fome  relation  to  the  Fr.  cocu.  In. the  bett  mff.  of 
Ihe'Canterbury  Tales,  it  is  conftahtly  fptlled  as 
above,  and  is  always,  1  believe,  'to  be  pronoun 
ced  as  a  trify liable.  The  author  of  The  Re 
medy  of  Love,  ver.  288,  feq.  pretends  that  the 
true  .orthography  of  this  word  is  cockold;  accor 
ding  to  a  moil  abfu'rd  etymology  which  he  has 
there  given  of  it ;  an  additional  proof  (if  any 
•were  wanted)  that  The  Remedie  'of  Love  was 
not  wriMen  by  Chaucer 

Col,  n.  a.  a  common  name  for  a  dog" 

Cold,  v.  Sax.  to  grow  cold 

Coler,  n.  Ir.  a  collar 

Coleredj^ar/.  fa.  collared,  wearing  collars 

Collation,  «.  Ir.  a  conference     ' 

Collinges,  n.pl.  Fr.  embraces  round  the  neck 

Coltifh,  adj.  Sax.  p'layful  as  a  colt 

Columbine,  adj.  Lat.  belonging  to  a  dove,  dove- 

-   like 

Combre-world,  ».  an  incumbrance  to  the  world 

Combuft,  adj.  Lat.  burnt,  a  term  in  aftrology  when 
C  a  planet  is  not  more  than  8°  $d  diftant  from 
the  fun. 

Come,  for  cometh 

Commenfal,  n.  Fir.  a  companion  at  table 

Commune, «.  I  r.  commonalty 

Communes,  n.  pL  commoners,  common  people 

Compaignable,  "adj.  IV.  fociable 

Compame,  for  compagne 

Compas,  n.  Ir.  a  comp'afs  a  circle ;  the  Trine 
"  compas, -the  Trinity  ;  an  appellation  borrowed, 
as  it  feems-,  from  the  common  emblem  of  that 
myftery,  a  circle"  circurnfcribing  a  triangle — con 
trivance 

Coiv.p1  aiment, 

Ccmpa0irg, 


contrivance 


Compafs,  v.  to  contrive,  he  compaffed  his  thought 
he  contrived  in  his  thought 

Compi  nable,  adj.  a's  compaignable 

Compere,  r..  Ft.  a  goffip,  a  near  friend 

Complin,  «.  Fr.  cornplie,  cvenfong,  the  left  fer» 
vice  of  the  day,  finging  in  general 

Compowntd,  fart,  fa   conipofed,  put  together 

Compte,  n.  1'r.  account 

Concete,  «.  Fr.  conception,  apprehcnfion 

Condcfcende,  v.  Fr.  to  yield 

Condife,  n.  pi.  Fr.  conduits 

Confe  £iure,  n.  Fr.  compofition 

Coniufe,  adj.  Fr.  confounded,  he  became  fo  con« 
fufe,  he  conneth  not  loke 

Conjecle,  v.  Tr.  to  pn  je& 

Conifauhce,  n.  Fr.  unt'erflanding 

Conjure,  v.  Fr.  to  adjure 

Conne,  v.  -Sax-  to  know,  to  be  able ;  I  (ha!  notconne* 
anfwere  ;  1  ftiall  not  know  how-; — or  be  a^ e,  to 
anfwer  ;  tfcou  fhall  never — Con,  knowen,  thotf' 
fhah  be  never  able  to  know — to  conne  thank; 
to  be  pleafed  or  obliged,  f^avoir  gre,Fr.  to  conne 
maugre,  to  be  difpleafed,yjai>o;r  mal  grey  orig. 

Coufcil,  n.  Fr.  counfel 

Confentant,^rtr/  pr.  J~r.  confentant  of  this  curfed- 
neffe,  contenting  to  t.  c. 

Conferve,  v.  Fr.  to  preferve 

Cor-fiftory,  n.  Ir.  iignifies  ufually  an  ecclefiafti- 
cal  court,  pontus,  any  court  of  juftrce 

Conftablerie,  n.  Fr.  a  ward  or  divifion  of  a  caftle 
under  the  care  of  a  conftable.  Du  Gang:  in  v. 
Conjlabiilarius  cafrri 

Conteke,«.  Sax.  contention 

Contenance.«.  Fr.  appearance,  pretcnc* 

Contractor/,  fa-  Lat  contraded 

Comraiiauntes,  fart.  pr.  is  ufed  in  the  plural  nur 
ber,  according  to  the  French  cuftom,  oppofmj 
contradicting 

Contrarie,  v.  Fr.  to  contradicl: 

ContrarioKs,  adj.  Fr.  oppofite,  perverfe 

Contrary,  «.  IT.  adverfary    " 

Ccntrefete,  v.  Fr.  to  counterfeit,  imitate 

Comrove,  v.  Fr.  to  invent 

Contubernial,  adj.  Lat.  familiar 

Contune,  for  continue.  This  is  one  of  thofe  li 
cences,  for  the  fake  of  rhyme,  which  univerfal 
cuftom  can  alone  juftify.  Our  Author  feems 
to  have  been  afhamed  of  it,  as  I  do  not  recellei 
to  have  met  with  it  in  The  Canterbury  Tal 
Lydgate  has  been  lefs  fcrupulous.  See  Trag.  z, 
b.  14.  b.  24.  b. 

Cope,  «.  Fr.  cape,  a  cloak 

Coppe,  n.  Sax.  the  top  of  any  thing 

Cur?.jie,  a.  Fr.  heart,  inclination,  ipirit,  courage 

Corbettes,  n.pl.  'Fr.  niches  for  tlatues 

Cordeth,  for  accordeth 

Cordcwane,  n.  Fr.  cordouan,  Spanilh  leather  fo  cal 
led  from  Corduba 

Cordileres,  n.  pL  Fr.  Cordeliers,  an  order  of  friars 
fo  called  from  their  wearing  a  cord  inflead  of  a 

Corin^e,  fr.  a.  [girdle 

Cornev/aile,/r.  n.  Cornotiaille  in  Bretagne 

Corniculete,  n.  Lat.  an  officer  in  the  Roman  go 
vernment.  See  Piiijt,.  Lex.  ;..nt.  Ram.  in  v.  Lor* 
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tornmufe, n.  Fr.  a  bagpipe 
torny,  adj.  Sax  ftrong  of  the  corn  or  malt 
loroune,  n.  fr.  a  crown  or  garland 
orps,  n.  tr  body 
Corpus,  n.  Lat.  body,  corpus  Domini,  God's  body  ; 

corpus  Madrian 
'ornge,  -v.  ft    to  correct 
"orrumpable,  adj.     r.  corruptible 
lorrumpe,  v.  i  r.  to  corrupt 
brfe,  v.  .-ax.  to  cur.e 
orfeint,  n.  Tr.  a  holy  body,  a  faint,  the  corfaynt 

and  the  kirke 
orven,  part,  pa-  of  carve,  v.  Sax   cut 
ofin,  n.  '  r.  a  coufin  or  kinfman  :  it  is  fometimes 

ufed  adjec"rively,  allied,  related 
ofinage,  n    i-'r  kindred 
oftage,  n   />.  coft,  expence 
ofteic,  v.     r.  to  go  by  the  coaft 
oftlewe,  adj.  coftly 
oftrell,  n.  a  drinking  vefiel.    See  Du  Cange,  in  v. 

Cajlrellus 

ote,  n.  Jax.  a  cottage 

2ote,  n.  Fr.  a  coat,  cote-armure,  a  coat  worn  over 
armour,  upon  which  the  armorial.enfigns  of  the 
wearer  were  ufually  embroidered 
otidien,  «.  />.  daily  ;  it  is  ufed  as  a  fubftantive 
for  a  quotidian  ague 
ouche,  -v  J  r.  to  lay 
ouchedtfart  fa  laid,  couched  with  perles,  laid 

|  or  trimmed  with  pearls 

boud,  coude,fa.  t.  of  conne,  knew,  was  able 

Coveite,  v.  Fr.  to  covet 

povenable,  adj.  Fr.  convenient,  fuitable 

woverchiefs,«.  pi.  Fr.  headclothes 

Covercle,«.  Fr.  a  potlid 

Covert,  adj.  Fr.  fecret,  covered 

jCovine, n.  Fr.  fecret  contrivances 

poulpe,  n.  Fr.  a  fault 

Count,  v.  Fr.  to  account,  to  efteem 

pounterpeife,  n.  Fr.  a  counterpoise,  a  weight  which 

I    balances  another 

Crturiterpeife,  v.  Fr.  to  counterpoife 
2ounterglete,  i>.  Fr.  to  plead  againft 
iounterwaite,  -v.  Fr.  to  watch  againft 
^ountour,  n.  Fr.  comptoir,  a  countinghoufe  comfteur, 
an  arithmetician,  Du.  435. 

^ountretaillc,  n.  Fr.  a  tally  anfwering  exactly  to 
another,  hence  Echo  is  faid  to  anfwer  at  the  coun- 
tretaille 

2oure,  v.  Fr.   to  fit  crouching  like  a  brooding 

hen 

Uourtepy,  a  (hort  cloke  of  coarfe  cloth 
>>urt-man,  a  courtier,  bomme  de  covr,  Fr. 
2outh,  couthe,  fa.  t.  of  conne,  knew,  was  able 
fart  fa.  known 

Cowardife,  «.  Fr.  want  of  courage.  As  to  the  ety 
mology  of  the  adj.  from  which  this  word  has 
been  formed,  I  think  the  opinion  of  Twyfden 
and  Somner  [Glo/f  ad  X.  Script,  v.  Fr  id-wit  e\ 
much  the  moft  probable,  who  derive  it  from  the 
barb.  Lat.  adum  vertere,  to  turn  tail,  to  ran  a- 
\vay.  See  Du  Cange  in  v.  Culverta  and  Culver- 
tagium,  who  rejects  the  opinion  above  raenuon- 
*d,  but  without  fuggefting  any  thing  fo  plaufi- 
fcle.  Culvert  (as  it  is  written  in  the  oldeft  and 


bcft  French  mfT.  that  T  have  feen)  might  eafily 
be  corrupted,  according  to  the  French  mode  of 
pronunciation,  into  eouart  and  couard — I  have 
fomewhere  feen  the  French  language  ferioufly 
charged  with  indelicacy  for  its  frequent  and 
wanton  ufe  of  the  word  cul  in  competition  :  nor 
can  the  charge  be  faid  to  be  groundlefs.  Bcfide 
the  numerous  inftances  which  will  occur  to  eve 
ry  b-»dy,  I  fufpedt  that  this  monofyllable  makes 
part  of  a  common  and  folemn  term  in  our  law, 
importedoriginaily from  1; ranee  Culprijl  leemsto 
have  been  a  vulgar  name  for  a  prifoner,  a  per- 
fon  taken  by  that  part  which  is  moft  cxpofedin 
running  away.  Holinfhed  has  expreffed  the: 
fame  idea  more  delicately,  vol.  iii.  p  841:  *'  The 
"  prentiies  were  caught  by  the  backs,  and  had 
"  to  prifon  "  And  fo  it  is  expreffed  in  Ancient 
Scottifh  Poems,  p  l8z,  ver.  15 — Yet  Deid 
[Death]  fal  tak  him  be  the  bak 

Coye,  v.  .r   to  quiet,  to  foothe 

C-'aftefman,  n.  ^av.  a  man  of  fkill 

Ciake,v.  Fr.  to  crack  [ing 

Crake,  crakel,  v.  Sax.  to  quaver  hoarfely  in  fingr 

Crampifb,  v.  f  r.  to  contract  violently,  as  the  cramp 
does-,  An.  1 70. 

Cratching,  «.    ax.  fcratching 

Crz(ed,fart.fa.  Fr.  ecrafe  broken 

Creance,  «.  cr   faith,  belief 

Creance,  v  Fr.  to  borrow  money 

Crt ate, part  pa.  Lat  crincled,  circularly  formed, 
perhaps  from  the  Ifland,  kringe,  cirino,gyro 

Crepil  n.  .  ax.  a  cripple 

Crtvafle,  n  Fr.  a  chink  nr  crevice 

Criande,  fart.  fr.  of  crie,  n.  i'r.  crying 

Crips,  F  iii.  as  crifpe 

.Crin*ippus,/r  n.  \  find  the  title  of  a  work  in  Mont- 
faucon,  '-ill.  Jbibl.  p.  513.  to  which  Chaucer 
may  poffibly  allude  ;  Cbryftppi  difctpuli  Eutbymirt 
in  joanem  encomium — and  again,  p  1314.  Cbry~ 
fippi  Prefbyteri  laudatio,  S.  Joannis  Baptifa.  It  is 
not  unlikely  that  a  panygerift  on  the  Baptift 
might  be  led  by  his  rage  againft  Herodias  to  fay 
feme  harfh  things  of  women  in  general 

Crifpe,  adj.  Lat.  curled 

Croce,  n  Jax.  a  crofs 

Crois,  n.  Fr.  a  crofs 

Cromes,  n.  pi  Sax  crumbs 

Crammed,  fart  fa.  Sax.,  fluffed,  crammed  [Killian, 

Crone,   ».  ±a>     an  old  woman;  kronie,  ovit  •vetula. 

Grope,  cropen,  part.  pa.  of  crepe,  v.  &ax.  crept 

Croppes,  n.  pi.  Ja>..  the  extremities  of  the  fhoota 
of  vegetables;  now  in  the  crop,  now  at  the 
top;  croppe  arid  rote,  root  and  branch;  the 
whole  of  a  thing 

Croffelet,  n   I  r.  a  crucible 

Crouche,  v.  Sax.  to  fign  with  the  crofs, 

Croude,  v.  .'ax  to  fhove  together 

Crouke,  n.  ±a  .  an  earthen  pitcher 

Croun,  «.  Fr.  Cgnifies  head 

Croupe,  n.  fr.  the  ridge  of  the  back 

Crowes  feet,  the  wrinkles  which  fpread  from  the 
outer  corner  of  the  eyes  :  Spenfer  defcribes  this 
mark  of  old  age  in  the  fame  manner,  eel.  la ; 

And  by  mine  eie  the  crow  his  claw  doth  Wright. 
U  \\  iiij 
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Crowned,  farl.  fa.  wearing  a  crown  ;  crowned 

malice,  fovercign  malice. 
Crul!.  adj.  Sai.  curled 
Cucurbite,  n.  Lot.  a  gourd,  a  veffel  fhaped  like  a 

gourd,  ufed  in  diltillation 
Culpons,  n.  fl.  Fr.  fhreds,  logs 
Culver,  n.  Sax.  a  dove 
Cuppe,  n.  lr.  a  cup ;  withouten  cuppe  he  drank 

all  his  penance,  he  took  large  draughts  of  grief ; 

he  made  no  ufe  of  a  cup,  but  drank  out  of  the 

pot 

Curacion,  n.  Fr.  cure,  healing 
Cure,  n.  Fr.  care ;  I  do  no  cure,  I  take  no  care 
Curfew-time,  according  to  the  Conqueror's  edict, 

is  faid  to  have  been  8  h.  p.   m.  Walfingham, 

fpeaking  of   an  event  on  the  ad  of   September 

1311,  mentions  9  h.  as  the  hora  i^nifegii.   It  pro- 
•  bably  varied  with  the  feafons  of  the  year 
Curious,  adj.  Fr.  careful 
Cur'ns.  adj.  Fr.  courteous 
Cuilomer,  adj.  Fr.  accuflomed 


D. 


Daffe,  n.  Sax.  a  fool;  thou  doteft,  daffe,  quod  fhe, 

dull  are  thy  wittes 

Dagge,  n  a  flip  or  fhred,  pierce  plough,  £.  b. 
Dagged,/flrf.  fa.  cut  into  flips 
Dagging,  «.  flitting,  cutting  into  flips 
Dagon,  n.  a  flip  or  piece 

DiraafcenCj/r.  «.  the  country  about  Damafcus 
Damascene,  f.-r.  n.  Joanne.-  Tvielae  Damsfcenus,  an 

Arabian  phyficiun  in  the  bth  and  o.th  century. 

See  Fabric.  Bill.  Gr.  t.  xiii.  p   4.>6. 
Dame,  n   Fr.  Lat.  domina,  miftrefs,  lady,  mother 
Darnpne,  v.  '  r.  to  condemn 
Dan.  n.  Jr.  Lat.  dcm'mus,  lord,  was  a  title  common* 

ly  given  to  monks.     It  is  alfo  prefixed  by  Chau 

cer  to  the  :  ..inies  of  other  perfor.s  of  all  forts; 

Dan  Arcke,  Dan  Burrnell,  Dan  Caton 
Dance,  n.  Fr.  the  old  dance,  the  old  game.     The 

French"  -have  the  fame  phrafe,  ellefeait  ajjez  de  la 

•uieille  Danfe.      Colgrave 
Danger,  n.  Fr.  a   dangerous  fituation  :  in  danger, 

coynefs,  fparingnefs,  with  danger,  fparingly. 
Dangerous,  adj  difficult,  fparingiy 
Dante,  pr.  n.    See  Gloff.  in  v.  Lavender. 
Dapple-gray,  the  colour  which   is  called  in  Fr. 

pommel  e 

pare,  v.  Sax.  to  flare 
Dares,//-,  n.  of  a  fuppofed  hiftorian  of  the  Trojan 

war,  Du  1070 
Darreine,   i>.  Fr.   defrener,  Lat.  derationare,  to 

conteft 
Dart,  n,  fax.  a  fpear  or  javelin  ;  the  dart  is  fertc  up 

for  virginitce.    '1'here  is  an  allufion  to  the  lame 

cuitom  in  Lydg.  1?  a.  *6  ; 

And  .oft  it  hpp-f  eneth  he  that  hath  beft  ron 
Doth  not  the  JK  re  like  his  defert  poffede. 


Pafen,/»r.  t.  fl  of  cufc,  v.  Sax.  grow  di 
Daunt,  V.  £i  .  to  c(  i.i:i.cr,  that  no  with  !'<\t  may 
daunted  be,  orig.  yuifar  an/wis  ticfoft 


Dawe,  v.  Fax.  to  dawn 
Dawnening,  H.  Sat.  daybreak 
Dawes,  «.  />/.  for  dayes 

Daye,  n.  Sa-.  day,  time,  at  my  day,  at  the  t 
pointed  to  me  ;  to  graunt  him  dayes  of  the 
menant,  to  permit  him  to  pay  the  remainder  at 
certain  days  by  inftalments 
Deaurat,  jta  t  pa.  Lat.  gilued 
Debate,  v.  Fr.  to  fight 
ls)ebonaire,  adj.  Fr.  courteous,  gentle 

Decoped,/wr*.  pa-  Fr.  cut  down 
Decorate,  p  •  n.  Decoratus 
Dede,  v.  Sa-   to  grow  dead;  part.  pa.  dead 
De<ily,  adj.  Sax  devoted  to  death 

DeUuitjW  .•  r.  pleafure 

Defait,  detaited, /<*  t-  pa.  Fr.  wafted 

Defame,  n  fr.  infamy 

Defame,  v.  Fr.  to  make  infamous 

Defaute,  n.  Fr.  want  defautes,  pi.  defects 

Defende,  v.  Fr.  tc  forbid,  to  ranfonv 

Defence,  n   Fr.  prohibition 

Defimfhe,  v.  it.  to  define,  to  make  a  definition 
of, 

Degree,  n.  Fr.  a  flair,  or  fet  of  flep?,  rank  in  life 

Deiden,/>tf,  t.  pi  of  deye,  <v  S<?v   died 

Ddne,  for  deien;  inf.  m   of 'deye,  <v   Sax.  to  die 

Deinous,  adj.  fr.  difdainful 

Deintee,  «.  Fr.  value,  a  thing  of  value;  hath  dein 
tee,  values  highly  ;  told  no  deintee  of.  fet  ne 
value  upon  ;  it  was  deintee,  it  was  a  valuable 
thing 

Deinteous,  adj.  choice,  valuable 

Deis,  n.  Fr.  a  wooden  flocr 

Del,  H.  .Sa.v.  a  part ;  never  a  del,  not  a  bit;  every 
del,  every  part 

Dele,  i;.  Sa\.  to  divide 

Delibere,  v.  1't .  to  deliberate 

Delicacie,  «.  Fr.  pleafure 

Delices,  n.  pi.  Fr.  delights 

Delie,  adj.  Fr.  clelie,  thin,  flender 

Delit,  n.  Fr.  delight 

Delitable,  adj.  Fr.  delectable 

Deliver,  adj.  Fr.  nimble,  Corrf.  Am.  177,  b, 

Deliverly,  adv.  quickly 

•Delivernef?,  t>  F / .  agility 

Delve,  v.  Sax.  to  dig 

Deiavy,  n.  Lat.  de'luge 

Demaine,  v.  Fr.  to  manage 

Demaine,  «.  Fr.  management 

Deme,  v.  Sax.  to  judge 

Demoniak,  «.  Fr.  one  poffeft  by  a  devil 

Pent,  n.  Sax.  a  flroke.  See  D;nt 

Denwere,  «.  doubt,  St.  This  interpretation  fit 
well  enough  with  the  only  paffage  in  whicP 
have  found  this  word;  but  I  fhould  be  glad 
fee  fome  other  inftance  of  the  ufe  of  it. 

De  par  ciieux  jeo  affente,  in  God's  name  I  agree. 

Depart,  -j.  Ft .  to  part,  to  diihibute 

Depeint,/;ar/.  fa.  Fr.  painted 

Dequace,  <v.  to  fhake  down,  q? 

Dere,  v.  Sax.  to  hurt 

Dere ,  adj.  Sax.  dear 

Dei  e iing,  «   Sa.v.  darling 

Dereworth,  adj.  Sax.  precious,  valued  at  a 
rate 


Derne,  a<Jj.  Sax.  fecret 

.re,  <:«//./>  of  dcre 
DCS,  F.  iii.  270,  as  deis 
Dttccnibrie,  n.  Fr.  a  veffel  ufed  in  chemiflry  for 

the  extraction  of  oils/vr  defcsnfam 
Defcriven,  Inf.  n.  Fn-  to  defcribe 
Di.iirous,  adj.  Fr  eager 
Defolat,  part.  fa.  Lat.  abandoned,  diftreffed 
Dcfoite,  n.  Ft.  malicious  anger 
Defpitous,  adj.  angry  to  excefs 
Defpitoufly,  adv.  angrily 
Defpoile,  v.  Fr.  to  undrefs 
Deftreine  v.  Fr.  to  vex,  to  conftrain 
Deftrer,  a   Fr  a  war  horfe,  Lat.  dextrarius 
Deftrie,  deftruie.  -v.  Fr.  to  deftroy 
Determinat, /><?/•/.  fa.  Lat.  fixed,  determined 
Detteles,  adj.  free  from  debt 
Deve,  aaj-  Sax.  deaf 

Devining  «.  Fr.  divination 

Devi'e,  n.  Fr.  direction 

Devife,  v     Yr.  to  direct,  to  order,  to  relate  ;  at 
':     point  devife  ;  a  point  devife,  Fr.  with  the  great- 
eft  exadtnefs 

Devoir,  n  Fr  duty ;  wele  thei  ftode  and  did  ther 
devere 

Dey,  n.  probably  originally  meant  a  day-labourer 
in  general,  though  it  may  fince  have  been  ufed 
to  denote  particularly  a  luperintendent  of  a 
dayerie.  See  Du  Cange,  in  V.  Daeria,  Dayeria, 
Dagafcalci 

Deyc,  i}    '.'ax.  to  dye 

Deyer,  n.  Sax.  a  dyer 

Diapred,/w/./a.  Fr,  divexfified  with:flourifries,&c. 

Dici-,e,  v    .'ax.  to  dig,  to  furround  with  a  ditch 

Dide,for  died 

Dide.  fu.  t.  of  Jo,  v.  Sax:.  diden,/w.  t.  pi. 
\  Die,  v.  Sax.  te  tinge 

Diete,  ...  i'r.  daily  food 

Diffarre.  n.  £r  bad  reputation    S.^e  Defame 

Digtftible,  adj.  Lat.  eafy  to  be  oig 

Digeftives,  n    pi    'r  tr.i.i^s  to  help  tii^cftion 

Bight,  v.  Sax.  to  difpoie,  to  dr<  I 

Digne,  adj.  i:r-  worthy,  proud,  tii  dainful 

Dike,  i/.  Sax.  to  dig,  to  make  ditches 

Dilatation,  «.  Fr.  enlargement  [thunder 

Diet,  n.  Sax.  as  dent ,   thunder-dint,  a  Itroke  of 

Diofcorides,  pr.  n.  of  a  Greek  writer  -on  plants 
whofe  work  is  extant 

Difarray,  n.  Fr,  diforder 

Diiavaunce,  v.  Fr  to  drive  back 

Dilaventure,  n.  Fr.  misfortune 

Difblame,  v.  Fr.  to  clear  from  blame 

Difcorr.fiture,  n.  Fr.  defeat 

Difcomfort,  n.  Fr.  difpleaiure 

Difcomforten,  v.  Fr.  to  difcouragc 

Difcoverte,  adj.  Fr.  at  difcoverte,  uncovered;  a 
defcouvert 

Difdeinous,  adj.  Fr.  difdainful 

Difencrele,  n.  Fr.  diminution 

Difencrcfe,  v.  neut.  Fr.  to  decreafe 

Disfigure,  «.  Fr.  deformity 

Diihcnted,  part.  pa.  Fr.  difinherited,  ftripped  of 
polieffions 

Pifhcvcie,  part,  pa,  Fr,  with  hair  hanging  loofe 
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Disjoint,  n.  Fr.  a  difficult  fkuarion 
Diiobeifant,/>ar*.  pr.  Fr  dilobeciient 
Diiordcined.  part.  p.i  Fr  diforderly 
PTordiifate,  adj.  Lat   .iifordei'y 

,iunce.  n.  Fr  irregularity 
Disparage,  «.  Fr.  a  difparagement 
Difpcnce,  n.  Fr.  expenie 
D:lperance,  n.  Fr.  df  fpair 
Dilpitcus,  adj.  angry  to  excefs.  See  Defpitou* 
Dilplefance,  n    /r.  difpleafure 
Difpone,  <v   Lat.  r--  diiy.ofe 
Dilport,  n.  Fr.  deport,  fport,  diverfion 
Difpo  t.  i>.  10  divert 
Diiprcifn'fj,^/-/  pa.  Fr  undervaluing 
Difputiicr,  «  Fr.  difpute;  the  clergie  of  the  foutfc 

made  a  'Ufputeloun 
Difrulily,  adv  irregularly 
Diffimule,  <v.  Fr.  to  diffemble 
Diffimulings.  n.  pi.  Fr  ciffemblings 
Diffoned  part.  pa.  Fr.  difionant 
Diftaine,  v.  Fr  to  difcolour,  to  take  away  the  co 
lour 

DiflincT:,  v.  Lat.  to  diftinguifh 
Diftingued,^orf./>tf.  Fr  diftinguLfhcd 
Diilourbled, p.  i  /Vvdifturbed 
Diftreyne,  v  Fr.  to  conftrain.  See  Deftreine 
Diftrouble,  i>  Fr.  to  diiiu.'b 
Difturne,  v.  Fr  to  turn  afide 
I);te,  -j.  Fr.  to  dictate,  to  write 
Dites,  n.  pi  Ft .  fayings,  ditties 
Ditu»,  pr.  n.  Dictys  Cretenfis 
Diverfe,  adj.  Fr.  different 
Diverfe,  v.  to  diverfify 
Divine,  n.  fpr  divinity 
Diviniftre,  n.  Fr.  a  divine 
Do,  v   do,  for  don,  fart.  p. 
Do&nd,fart.pr.  doing 

Dogeiel,  adj  derived,  I  fuppofe,  from  dog,  fo  that 
rime-dogerel  may  be  underftood  to  mean  what 
in  French  may  be  called  rime  de  cbteti.    See  Crt-   j 
grave   in   V-  Chien ;  cbofe  de  cbitn,  a  paltry  thing, 
a  trifle,  trafli,  trumpery 
Dogge  for  the  bowe,  a  dog  ufed  in  {hooting 
Doke,  n.  Sax.  a  duck 
Dole,  n,.£ax.  as  del 
Dole,  «.  Fr.  grief,  mourning 
Dolven,^7rr  pa.  of  delve,  -v.  Sax.  buried 
Dombe,  adj.  &r.  dumb 
Dome,  n.  ^ai.  judgment,  opinion 
Domefman,  «.  Sax.  a  judge 

Donet,  n.  a  grammar,  the  elements  of  any  art,  from 
JElius  Donatus,  a  Roman  grammarian,  whofe 
Introduction  to  the  Latin  language  \inter  Gramm. 
Vet.  Putfcb.  p.  1735.]  was  commonly  read  in 
fchools;  then  drave  I  me  among  drapers  my  do- 
ner  to  lerne,  Pierce  Plough,  23.  b.  , 

Donmow,/>r  n.    See  Pierce  Plough,  44.  b. 
Donne,  don,  adj.  Sax.  of  a  brown  or  dun  colour 
Dormant,  part.  pr.  Fr.  fixed,  ready — Les  •uaijfcaux 

qui  la  donnointa  I' a* ere,  FrofJJart,  V.  iii.  C.  52 
Doitour  n.  Fr.  a  dormitory,  or  common  ileeping- 

room 

Dofein,  n.  Fr.  a  dozen 
Duffer,  n.  Fr.  a  baiket  to  be  carried  on  the  bad: 
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Dote,  v.  Sax.  to  be  foolifh  through  age  or  other- 
wife 

Doth,  imp.  m.  id  per.  pi.  of  do,  do  ye 
Douced,  may  perhaps  be  a  corruption  of  doucete 
which  i-  the  name  of  a  mufical  inftrument  in  a 
poem  of  JLydgate's,  mf.  Bodl.  i-airf.  16. 

Ther  were  trumpes  and  trumpetes, 
£,<>wde  fhallys  and  doucetes. 

Doughtren,  n.  pi.  Sax.  daughters 

D  stance,  n.  Fr.  doubt 

Doute,  v.  Fr.  to  fear 

Doutelees.  douteles,  adv.  without  doubt 

Boutous,  adj.  doubtful 

D'outre  mere,  i  r.  from  beyond  fea,  Du.  253. 

Dowaire,  n.  Fr.  dower 

Dradde,  drad,  p  t  &  part  of  drede,  v  Sax.  feared 

Draf,  n    uax.   things  thrown   away  as  unfit  for 
man's  food 

Braf-fack,  a  fack  full  of  draff 

Drafty,  adj.    ax.  of  no  more  value  than  draff 

Dragges,  n  pi.  Fr  drugs 

Drede,  *.  <iar  fear,  doubt ;  withouten  drede, 
without  doubt ;  out  of  drede,  out  of  doubt 

Drede,  v.  Sax.  to  fear,  dred,/>a.  t.foi  drad 

Dredeful,  adj.  timorous 

Dredeles,  adv.  without  doubt 

Dreint,/><7.  t.  &  part,  of  drenche,  drowned 

Drenche,^  Sa\.  to  drown 

Drenche.  v.  neut  Sax.  to  be  drowned 

Drerineffe,  n. .  ax   forrow 

Drery,  adj.  Sax  forrowful 

Drefle,  v.  Fr  to  addrefs,  apply 

Dretche,  v.  afl.  Sax.  to  vex,  to  trouble 

Dretched,  part.  pa.  oppreffed,  troubled,  Conf. 
Am.T) 

Dretche,  v  neut.  Sax.  to  delay,  Coaf.  Am.  178 

Dretching,  n.  delay 
.-  Drie,  v.  Sax  to  fufFer 

Drife,  v.  Sax.  to  drive 

Drinkeles,  adj.  fax.  without  drink 

Dronkelew,    adj.    Sax.   given    to    drink,    Pierce 
Plough  4! 

Dronken,  part.  pa.  of  drink,  v.  Sax.  drunk 

Drough,  pa.  t.  of  draw,  v.  Sax.  drew 

Drovy,a^"  Sax,  dirty 

Druerie,  n.  Fr.  courtfhip,  gallantry,  a  miftrefs.  See 
Da  Cange  in  v.  Drudaria. — The  reader  may 
perhaps  be  not  difpleafed  to  fee  the  following 
description  of  a  drut  or  lover,  by  Guillem  Aef« 
znar,  a  Provencal  poet,  mf.  Crofts,  fol.  219. 

Ben  paoc  ama  drut,  qi  non  es  gelos, 
Et  paoc  ama,  qi  non  eft  airos, 
Et  paoc  ama,  qi  non  es  folettis, 
Et  paoc  ama,  qi  non  fa  tracios ; 
Mais  vaut  d  amor  qi  ben  eft  enveios 
Uii  dolz  plorar  non  fait  qatorze  ris. 

Quant  eu  li  quier  merce  en  genoillos, 
E  la  mi  colpa  et  mi  met  ochailbs, 
Et  1  a'gua  m  cur  avel  per  mer  lo  vis, 
Et  ela  m  fai  un  regard  amoros, 
Et  eu  li  hais  la  bucha  els  ols  amdos, 
Adonc  mi  par  un  ioi  de  paradis. 


Drugge,  v.  Sax.  to  drag 

Dubbed,  part  pa  Sax.  created  a  knight ;  t)iephrafc 
is  derived  from  the  ftroke  (with  a  fword  or 
otherwife),  which  was  always  a  principal  cere-* 
mony  at  the  creation  of  a  knight ;  at  dubban, 
Ifland,  fignifiet-  to  ftrike  :  this  ftroke  in  French 
was  called  la  colee.  See  L'Ordene  de  Cbevalerie  pmr 
Hue  de  Taiarie,  ver.  244,  fea.  publifhed  by  M. 
Barbazan  and  Du  Cange  in  v  Alapa  Militant 

Duetee,  n.  Fr.  duty,  what  is  due  to  any  one 

Dulle,  v.  acJ  Sar.  to  make  dull 

Dulle,  v  neut  Sax  to  grow  dull 

Dun  is  in  the  mire.  See  Ray's  Proverbial  Similes, 
p  319,  as  dull  as  Dun  in  the  mire.  I  fuppofe 
Dun  was  a  nickname  given  to  the  afs  from  hit 
colour,  as  well  as  Burnell 

Dure,  ii.  Fr.  to  endure 

Durefle,  n.  Fr.  hardfbip,  feveriry 

Dufked,/«.  t.  Sax.  grew  dark  or  dim 

Dntee,  as  duetee 

Dvvale,  «.  Sar.  a  fleeping  potion 

Dwellings,  n. pi  Sa\.  delays;  moras,  orig. 

Pwined,  part.  £a.  Sax.  wafted 


Eared,  part.  pa.  ploughed.  See  Ere 

Ebraike,  adj.  Hebrew 

Ecclefiaft,  «    an  ecclefiaftical  perfon,  the  book  o£ 

v  Ecclefiaftes  or  Ecclefiafticus 

Eche,  adj.  Sax.  aslce,  each  one,  every  one,  of  arrg 

number 

Eche,  v.  Sax.  to  add,  to  add  to,  to  encreafe 
Edippe,  pr.  n.  CEdipus 
Effect,  «.  Fr.  fubftance 
Eft,  adv.  Sax.  again 

Eftfone,  eftfones,  adv.  Sax.  foon  after,  prefentljK 
Egalitee, «.  Fr.  equality 
Eger,  egre,  adj.  Fr.  {harp 
Egge,  v.  Sa\:  to  incite 
Eggement,  n.  Sa\.  incitement 
Egging,  n.  as  eggement 
Egremoine,  ».  Fr.  agrimony 
Eire,  for  air 
Eilel,  n.  Sax.  vinegar 
Elat,  part.  pa.  Lat  elated 
Elde,  n.  Sax.  old  age 

Elde,  v.  Sax.  to  make  old,  v.  neut.  to  grow  old 
Elenge,  adj.  ftrange,  Ur.  It  fometimes  feems  to  C 

nify  dull,  cheerlefs,  as  in  Pierce  Plough,  ill,  b. 

heavy- chereci  I  yede,  and  /elenge  in  herte. 
Elengeneffe,  n.  in  the  orig.  toucy,  care,  trouble 
Elfe,  n  Sax.  a  witch,  a  faery 
ilf-quene,  n.  queen  of  elves  or  faeries 
Eli,  pr  n.  feems  to  be  put  for  EUe.    See  1  Kings> 

chap.  19 
Elie,  pr.  n.  Elijah.    The  Carmelites  pretend  that; 

Elijah  was  the  founder  of  their  order 
1\il'te,fr.  n.  Eliflia,  the  difciple  of  Elijah 
illes,  adv.  Sa\\  elfe ;  elles  what,  any  thing  elfe;  el« 

les  wher,  elfewhere 
Elvirh.  adj.  Sax  faery-like,  fantaftickj  it  fometimes 

feems  to  fignify  fhy,  referved 
Enjbelife,  v.  Fr.  to  beautify 
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Entente,  n.  Fr.  intention 

Ententif,  adj.  Fr.  attentive 

Enterchangeden,/a.  t  fl.  Fr.  exchanged 

Entermedltd,  fait  fa.  t'r.  intermixed 

Entermete,  v.  Fr.  to  interpofe 

Enterpart,  i>.  Fr.  to  fharc 

Entetched,  fart.  fa.  Fr.  eniacle ;  it  is  applied  indJC, 
ferently  to  things  and  perfons  maiked  or  en 
dowed  with  good  or  bad  qualifies  :  entetched 
and  defouled  with  yvel,  ftained  and  defiled  with 
evil ;  the  beft  entetched,  endowed  with  the  bed 
qualities 

Entree,  n.  Fr.  entry 

Entremees,  n.  fl.  Fr.  choice  difhes  ferved  in  be* 
tween  the  courfes  at  a  feaft,  Cotg. 

Entrike,  v.  Fr.  to  deceive,  to  entangle 

Entuned,  fart,  fa  Fr.  tuned 

Entunes  n.  fl.  Fr.  fbngs,  tunes,  Du.  309. 

Envenime,  v.  Fr.  to  poifon 

Enveniming, ».  poifoning 

Envie,  v.  tr,  to  vie,  to  contend,  Du.  406 

Environ,  adv.  Fr.  about,  Conf.  Am.  239^,  b. 

Environ,  v.  Fr.  tofurround 

Envoluped, /-«'•/•  /«•  tr.  wrapt  up 

Envyned,  ftored  with  wine 

Epiftolis,  Lot.  epiftles 

Equipolences,  n.  fl.  Fr.  equivalents 

Er,  adv.  Sax.  before,  before  that 

Erande,  n.  &r.    a  meflagc,  an  errand,  Du.  134. 

Ere,  v-  Fr.  to  plough 

Ereos,  for  Eros,  pr.  n.  Gr,  Love 

Erke,  adj.  Sax.  weary,  fick, 

Erly  adv.  Sax.  early 

Erme,  v.  Sax.  to  grieve 

Ermin,  adj.  Armenian 

Erneft,  n.  Sax.  zeal,  ftudious  purfuit  of  any  thing1 

Erneftful,  adj.  ferious 

Erratike,  adj.  Fr.  wandering,  applied  to  the  pla 
nets 

Erraunt,  fart.  fr.  Fr.  (trolling,  applied  to  a  thief 

Ers,  erfe,  n.  Sax.  the  fundament 

Erft,  adv.fuferl.  of  er,  firft,  at  erft,  at  firft,  for  the 
firft  time ;  it  is  fometimes  redundant,  long  erft 
or,  long  before 

Ertheles,  adj.  Sax.  without  earth 

Efchaunge,  n.  Fr.  exchange 

Efcheve,  efchue  v.  Fr.  to  fhun,  to  decline 

Efculapius,  fr.  n.  a  book  of  medicine  under  hit 
name  is  mentioned  by  Fabric.  S'tbl.  Gr.  t.  i  p* 
56,  n. 

Efe,  n.  Fr  pleafure 

Efe,  v.  to  accommodate 

Efement,  n.  relief 

Efie,  adj.  gentle,  light ;  efie  fighes,  which  paflaga 
Lord  Surrey  has  copied,  Songes,  &c.  p,  12, "  and 
"  eafy  fighes,  fuch  as  folkes  draw  in  love." 

Efier,  comp.  d.  lighter  ;  of  efier  avail ;  of  lighter  or 
lefs  value 

Efilich,  adv.  gently  [nut 

Efperus,/>r.  «.  Hefperus,  a  name  of  the  planet  Ve- 

Efpiaille,  «.  Fr.  fpying,  private  watching 

Eipirituell,  adj.  Fr.  fpiritual,  heavenly 

Eflbine,  n.  fr.a  legal  excufe 

Eftat,  eftate,  «.  Fr.  ftate,  condition,  adminiflration 
of  government 
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Eftatelich,  adj.  (lately 

Eftrcs,  n.  pi.  Fr.  the  inward  parts  of  a  build 
ing 

Eternc,  adv.  Lat.  everlafting 

lithe,  adj.  Sax.  eafy 

Evangiles,  n.  pi.  Fr.  gofpels 

Even,  adj.  Sax.  equal ;  an  even  Criften,  a  fellow 
Chriftian 

Evenlike,  adj.  Sax.  equal, 

Evenlike,  adv.  equally 

Ever,  adv.  Sax.  always ;  ever  in  on,  continually  in 
the  fame  manner  ;  ever  lenger  the  more,  where 
this  elliptical  phrafe  is  exprefied  at  length. 

Everich,  adj.  Sax.  every  one  of  many,  each  of  two 

Ew,  n.  Sax.  yew 

Exaltat,/w?.  fa.  Lat.  exalted 

Exametron,  is  explained  by  the  context  to  fignify 
a  verfe  of  fix  feet ;  it  ufually  fignifies  the  heroic 
verfe,  but  here,  1  fuppofe,  muft  be  underftood  to 
mean  the  iambic,  in  which  the  ancient  tragedies 
were  commonly  verfified. 

Executour,  n.  Fr.  executioner 

Executrice,  n.  Fr.  a  female  executioner 

Exorcifaticns,  n.fl.  Fr,  exorcifms,  conjurations 

Expans  yeres, '"  In  this  and  the  following  verfes 
"  the  poet  defcribes  the  Alphonfine  ailronomical 
"  tables  by  the  feveral  parts  of  them,  wherein 
"  fome  technical  terms  occur  which  were  ufed 
"  by  the  old  aftronomers,  and  continued  by  the 
"  compilers  of  thofe  tables.  Collect  years  are 
"  certain  fums  of  years,  with  the  motions,  of  the 
"  heavenly  bodies  correfponding  to  them,  as  of 
"  20, 40,  60,  &c.  difpofed  into  tables ;  and  expans 
"  years  are  the  fingle  years,  with  the  motions- of 
"  the  heavenly  bodies  anfwering  to  them,  be- 
"  ginning  at  I,  and  continued  on  to  the  fmalleft 
"  collect  ium,  as  20,  &c.  A  root  or  radix  is  any 
"  certain  time  taken  at  pleafure,  from  which  as 
*c  an  era  the  celeftial  motions  are  to  be  com- 
"  ptited.  By  prcporcionelconvenicntcs  are  meant 
"  the  tables  of  proportional  partF."  Gloff.  Ur. 
"  Argument  in  aftronomy  is  an  arch  whereby 
"  we  feek  another  unknown  arch  proportional 
"  to  the  fifft."  Chambers 

Expedtaunt,/w/.  pa.  Fr.  waiting 

Expleite,  V.  Fr.  to  perform 

Ey,«.  Sax.  an  egg}  but  as  it  were  a  grypes  aye, 
•  Conf.  Jim.  1% 

Ey,  interj. 

Eyen,  n.  pi.  Sax.  eyes 

Eyre,  for  air 

Eyrifh,  adj.  aerial,  belonging  to  the  air 


F. 


Fable,  n.  Fr.  idle  difcourfc 

Faconde,  n.  Fr.  eloquence 

Facounde,  adj.  eloquent  Du.  926. 

Faerie,  n.  Fr.  the  nation  of  Faeries.  F.nchantment, 

the  work  of  faeries  ;  king  of  Faerie  ;  queue  of 

Faerie  ;  contrce  of  Faerie 
Fain,  adj.  Sax.  glad  ;  than  was  I  as  fayne  as  Joule 

of  fayre  morov.-c,  y'A/v.-  Plough,  47.  1). 
Fain,  adv.  gladly 


Faine,  v.  Fr.  to  feign,  to  diffemble  ;  to  fwinke ; 
travail  he  not  faineth,  he  does  not  feign  or  pre-j 
tend  only  to  labour,  i.  e.  he  labours  feriouily. 

Faiiehede,  n.  Sax.  beauty 

Faitour,  n.  Fr.  a  lazy  idle  fellow,  Picrc 
3i  b.  33  b.  faitard,  faiteor,  un  parefieux, 
Lacombc 

Falding,  a  kind  of  coarfe  cloth,  Sk.  He  derives  it! 
from  the  A.  S  feald,  plica  :  however  that  may! 
be  Helmoldus  [^Chron.  Slav.  1.  i.  c.  I,]  fpr.ik.,  •:{ ; 
indumenta  lanea  (probably  ccarfe  enough  _;  qua\ 
nos  appellamus  faldines ;  and  fallin  iii  Iriih,  ac 
cording  to  Lhuyd,  fignifies  a  mantle.  Giraldus 
Cambr.  [Topog.  hibem,  dlft.  3.  c  10,]  defcribei 
the  Irifn  as  clothed  in  phalingh  lands,  vice  • 
liorum.  Faldyng  cloth,  Antphilalus.  Bit 
Prompt.  Parv\  Row  cloth,  as  faldyng  and  other 
like.  Endromis  Amplibalus  ibid.  See  Du  Cangel 
in  V.  Amphibalu* 

Fall,  for  fallen,  part.  pa. 

Falfen,  v.  Fr.  to  falfify,  to  deceive 

Falwe,  adj.  Sax.  yellow 

Falwes,  «.  pi.  Sav.  harrowed  lands 

Famulcr,acfj.  1  at.  domeftic 

Fan,  «.  tjie  quintaine,  which  is  called  a  fan  or  van, 
from  its  turning  round  like  a  weathercock.  See 
Du  Cange  in  V.  fana,  Meiteflrier  fur  let  tur 
DiSi.  Etymol.  in  v.  Quintaine,  and  Kennet's 
reck. 

Fande,  pa.  t.  of  finde,  v.  Sax.  found 

Fane,  «.  a  weathercock 

Fantafie,«.  Fr.  fancy 

Fantome,  «.  Fr.  any  falfe  imagination  ;  et  dtrtaf 
fitters  qu'ih  avoient ttf  en  failtofme.  FroiJ/art,  V, 
i.  c.  63 

Farte,  v.  Fr.  farder,  to  paint 

Fardel,  «.  Fr.  a  burthen 

Fare,  v.  £a\.  to  go;  to  fare  wel,  to  fpeed,  to  be 
happy 

Fare,  n.  feems  to  have  been  derived  from  the 
French  v.  faire,  whenever  it  can  be  iuteiprete<| 
by  the  word  ado ;  this  liote  fare ;  for  \vhich 
the  wardein  chidde  and  made  fare;  what  »i 
mounteth  all  this  fare  ?  betwixt  us  '.wo  uedeth 
no  ftrange  fare  ;  and  leve  this  nice  fare.  In 
other  inftances  it  follows  the  fenfe  of  the  Saxon 
v.  fare,  as  in  the  compound  words  welfarct 
thoroughfare,  S$c. 

Faren,  fare,  fart.  fa. 

Fares,/cr  fareth 

Faring,  part.  pr. 

Farme,  ».  Sa\.  food,  a  meal.  See  Spel 
Firma 

Farfe,  v.  Fr.  farcir,  to  fluff 

Fathe,  «.  See  Lathe 

Faute, «.  Fr.  want 

Fawe,  adj.  Sa--:.  glad  ;  as  fain 

Fay,  n.  Fr.  faith 

Fayre,  jdj.  Sax.  fair 

Fayre,  adv.  fairly,  gracefully 

Febleffe,  n.  Fr.  wealcnefs 

Fecche,  i>.  .far.  to  fetch 

Fee,  n.  Sa\.  money.  It  feems  to  fignify  inherits 
poiTefiions,  in  coiUradiiiindlion  to  juuscy 
movcablca 
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FieffV,  v.  Fr.  to  inft  off,  to  prcfent 

Feine,  f.  Fr.  to  feign 

Fe!,  adv.  Sa\\  cruel,  deftru&ive 

Felaw,  n.  Sax.  fellow,  companion 

Felawfliip,n.  Sax.  company 

Felavr  fiiipe,  v.  to  accompany 

Fclde,  n.  Sax.  a  field 

FelJen,/a.  t.  pi.  of  felle,  v.  An-,  felled,  made  to 
fall 

Felc,  adj.  Sax.  many 

Fele,  -u.  £«.  to  feel,  to  have  fenfe,  to  perceive 

Fell,  >:.  Sax.  ikin 

Felonic,  «   Fr.  ail  forts  of  criminal  violence 

Feloun,  adj.  Fr.  cruel 

Feminie,/>r.  n.  the  country  of  Amazons 

Femininitee,  n.  Fr.  womanhood 
,  n.  >.Vv.  an  enemy,  the  devil 

Fendiiche,  adj.  devilifh 

Fcr.ne,  «.  the  name  of  the  feclions  of  Avicenne's 
great  work  intituled  Canum.  See  Canon 

Feoftsd,  part.  pa.  Fr.  infeoffed 

1'er,  adv.  Sax.  far 

Ferre,  comp.  further 

Tcrr&j/uferl.  fur  theft 

Ferd,  kred,fart.  fa.  of  fere,  terrified 

Ferd,  ferde,  pa.  t.  of  fare 

Ferden./><*  t. pi. 

Fere,  n.  Xa\.  a  companion,  a  wife,  in  fere,  toge 
ther,  in  company 

fere, for  fire 

Fere,  «.  ^a>:.  fear 

Fere,  v.  Sax.  to  terrify 

Ferforth,  (erforthly,  adv.  Sax,  far  forth 

Ferly,  adj.  ?ax.  ftrange 

Fermacie,/or  pharmacie,  n.  Fr.  a  medicine 

Ferme,  n.  Fr.  a  farm 

Fermerere,  n.  Lai.  infirmariut,  the  officer  in  a  reli 
gious  houfe  who  had  the  care  of  the  infirmary, 
Du  Cang?  in  v. 
Feme,  adv.  Sax.  before 

Fers,  adj.  Fr.  fierce 

Fers.,  n.  Du  6$4,feq-  the  piece  at  chefs  next  to  the 
king,  which  we  and  other  European  nations 
call  the  queen,  though  very  improperly,  a* 
Hyde  has  obfeuved.  Pberz  or  Pbcrzan,  which 
is  the  Perfian  name  for  the  fame  piece,  fignifies 
the  king's  chief  councilor  or  generaL  Hijl» 
Shabllud.y.  88,9 

Fei  thing,  n.  Sax  a  farrhing,  any  very  fmall  thing  ; 
no  ferthing — of  greie,  not  the  fmalleft  ipot  of 
greafe 

Feft,  n.  Sax.  fifc 

Fcfte,  //.  Fr.  feaft 

Ve&ejing, part.fr.  Fr.  feafting 

Feftlich,^'.  ufed  to  feafts 

Fetche,  n  ±ax.  a  vetch 

Fete,  n.  Fr  work 

Fetife,  adj.  well  made,  neat 

Fetifely,  adv.  neatly,  properly 

Fette,  £ei,part.  pa.  of  fecche 

Fey,  n.  Fr.  faith 

Fey  re,  n.  Fr.  a  fair  or  market 

Fiaunce,  n.  I'r.  truft 

Fidel,  n.  tax.  a  fiddle 

Fill,  ftr  fell,  fa.  t.  of  frll 


Jinch,«.  Sax.  a  fmall  bird  ;  to  pull  a  finch,  was  a 
proverbial  expreflion,  fignifying  to  ilrip  a  man 
by  fraud  of  his  money,  £.c. 

If  I  may  gripe  a  riche  man 
I  ihall  ib  pulle  him,  if  I  can, 
That  he  ihall  in  a  fewe  iloundes 
Leie  all  his  markes  and  his  poundes. — 
Our  maidens  mall  eke  plucke  him  fo 
That  him  fhall  neden  tethers  mo. 

Withoutc  fcalding  they  hem  pulle. 

Find,  v.  Sax.  to  find,  to  fupply.  Fint,/cr  findctk 

Fine,  fin,  «.  Fr.  end 

Fine,  v.  Fr.  to  ceafe 

Fine,  adj.  Fr.  of  fine  force,  of  very  neceffity 

Fit.  «.  Sax.  a  divifion  or  ihort  portion  of  a  poem. 

See  Gloff.  Percy  in  v. 
Fittingeft,  adj.  f up.  Sax.  moll  fitting 
Fixe,  adj.  Fr.  fixed 
Flaie,/</r  fley,  'fa.  t.  of  flee,  flew 
lFla.me,  fart,  fa,  of  flaie,  v.  Sax.  flaied  or  flead, 
Flambe,  «.  Fr.  flame 

Flatour,  n.  Fr.  a  flatterer.  Conf.  Am.  154,  b. 
Flawe,  adj.  yellow,  from  the  Lat.  jlavus.    Glofl". 

Ur 

Flecked,  adj.  fpotted 
Fleckering,  part.  fr.  See  Flicker 
Flee,  i>.  neut.  Sax.  to  fly 
Fleen,  n.  pi.  Sax.  fleas 
Fleme,  v.  Sax.  to  banifh 
Flemed,  fart.  pa. 
Flemer,  n.  banifher 
Flete,  v.  Sax.  to  float,  to  fwim 
Flete,  for  fleteth 
Fleting,/ar#.  fr. 
Flicker,  v.  neut.  Sax.  to  flutter 
Flit,  v.  neut.   Sax*  to  fly;  ellefuit,  orig. 
Flit,  v.  afi.  S.  to  remove 
Fiitering,  fart.  fr.  floating,  Jluitantut  orig. 
Flitted,  part.  fr.  removed,  fhifted 
Flo,  «.  Sax.  an  arrow,  Flone,//. 
Flockmel,  adv.  Sax.  in  a  flock 
Florein,/»r.  «•  a  fpeciesof  gold  coin 
Flotery,  adj.  Sax.  floating 
Flotte,  v.  I'r.  to  float, 
Flotte,  v.  as  flete 
Floureles,  adj.  without  flower 
Flourette,  n.  Fr.  a  fmall  flower 
Floyting,  playing  on  the  flute 
Foine,  v.  Fr.  to  make  a  pafs  in  fencing,  to  pufll 
Foifon,  n.  Fr.  abundance 
Fcled,  fart.  fa.  Sax.  foaled 
Folehardinefs, «.  Fr.  raflinefs, 
Fole-large,  adj.  penult ,  fooliihly  liberal 
Foiie,  »./'>.  folly 
F-lily,  aJv.  fooliflily 
Folvve,  v.  Sa\*  to  follow 
Foly,  adj.  foolifli 
Fond,  adj.  Sax.  foolifli 
fond,  pj.  t.  of  find 
Fonde,  i>.  Sax.  to  try 
Fong,  v.  Sax.  to  take 
Fonne,  n.  Sax.  a  fool 
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Fontte,  «y.  to  be  foolifli 
Font-ftone,  a.  Sax.  a  font  for  baptizing 
for,  f  rep.  Sav.  fro,  Laf.  four.  Fr.  ;  it  is  frequently 
prefixed  to  verbs  in  the  infinitive  mood  in  the 
French  manner  ;  for  to  tellen  ;  for  to  don  \pour 
dire,  pour  fairs ;   for  to  han   ben,  four  ai>our  ate. 
It  fometimes  lignifies  againft;  for  percing  of 
his.  herte,  againft,  or  to  prevent,  piercing;   for 
fteling  of  the  rofe ;  againft  dealing.  See  Pierce 
Plough;  31.  fome  fhali  fowe  the  facke  for  fhed- 
ding  of  the  wheate,  /.  e.  to  prevent  fhedding 
For,  conj.  Sax.   quza,  Laf.  pour  ce  que,  Fr.  becaufe 
that ;  for  him  lufte  to  ride  fo ;  for  {he  wolde 
.  virtue  plefe;  for  I  teche 
EOT,  in  composition,  has  various  powers  ;  it  is  moft 
commonly  intenfive  of  the  fignification  of  the 
word  with  which  it  is  joined,  as  in  fordronkcn, 
fordry,  fbrfered,  &c. ;  fometimes  privative,  as 
in  forboden,  foryete;  and  fometimes  only  com 
municative  of  an  ill  fenfe,  as  in  forfaite,  forfare, 
forjuged,  &c. 
For,  Fr.  and  ver,  JBelg.  have  fimilar  powers  in 

compofitiori 

Forbere,  v.  Sav.  to  abftain 

Forboden,  part.  pa.  offorbede,  v.  Sax.  forbidden 
F-orbrake,  pa.  t.  broke  off ;  abrupi,  orig. 
Forbrufed,  part.  pa.  Fr.  forely  bruifed 
Force,  n.  Fr.  no  force,  no  matter ;  1  do  ho  force, 
.     I  care  not ;  I  do  rib  force  of  your  divinitee,  I 
care  not  for  your  divinity  ;  no  force  of  deth,  no 
matter  for  death  ;  they  yeve  no  force,  they  care 
not ;  dc fruit  avoir  ns  fait  force,  orig. 
Forcutte,  <v.  Sax.  to  cut  through 
Fordo,  v.  Sax.  to  do  away,  to  ruiri 
Fordon,  fordo, part.  pa.  undone 
Fordrive,  (fordriven)  part.  pa.  Sax.  driven  away 
Fordronken,/w/.  pa.  Sax.  very  drunken 
Fordry,  adj.  Sax.  very  dry 
Fordwined,  part. pa.  Sax.  wafted  away 
Fore,  (foren)  part,  pa.  of  fare,  -v.  Sav.  gone 
Fore.  prep.  fax.  is  feldom  ufed  byitfelf;  in  com 
petition  it  has  the  power  of  before. 
Forein,  n.  a  jakes,  Gloff.  Ur.  from  Sk. ;  the  con 
text  feems  rather  to  require  that  it  mould  iig- 
nify  an  outward  court  or  garden 
Foreweting,  n.  Sa-c.  foreknowledge 
Forewote.forewete,  v  Sax.  to  foreknow 
Forfaite,  v.  Fr.  to  mifdo 
Forfare,  v.  Sax.  to  fare  ill 
Forfered,/-ar/.  pa.  Sax  much  afraid 
Forgifte,  n.  Sax.  forgivenefs 
Forgon,  inf.  <v.  Sax.  to  omit,  to  lofe 
¥orgro\veu,part.pa.  Sax.  overgrowen 
Forjuged,  fart,  fa,  Fr.  wrongfully  judged 
Forkerve,  *u.  Sax.  to  carve  or  cut  through 
Forlaft,/ar*.  fa.  Sax.  left  off  entirely 
Forlefe,  v.  Sax.  to  lofe  entirely 
Forlete,  v.  Say.  to  give  over,  to  quit 
Forlorc,  (forloren)  fart.  fa.  Sax.  utterly  loft 
Forloyne,  n.   Fr.  forlonge,  a  term  of  the  chafe, 
which  fignifies  that  the  game  is  far  off,  Da.  386 
Forme,  adj.  Sax.  firft  ;  Adam  our  forme  father 
Formed,  o0.  >/.  Sax.  firft,  Du.  893 
Formell,  A.  F.  371,  is  put  for  the  female  of  any 
fowl,  mere  frequently  for  a  female  eagle 
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Forpined,  fart,  fa.  Sax.  wafted  a  way,  torment 
ed 

Forfake,  v.  Sax.  to  deny 

Forfhapen,/ar#.  fa.  Sax.  transformed. 

Folfhronke,  (forfhronken)  part.  pa.  Sax.,  flirunk  ut 

Forfleuthe,  forflouthe,  forflugge,  v.  Sax.  to  lofc 
through  floth  , 

Forfongen,/w/.  -$a.  Sax.  tired  with  finging 

Forfter, «.  Fr.  a  forefter 

Foreftraught,^r/,/a.  Sax  diftradcd 

Forfhby,  adv.  Sax.  forward  by 

Forther,  v.  Sa.y.  to  further,  to  advance 

Forthinke,  it*  Sax.  to  grieve,  to  vex 

Forthought,^*.  t.  of  forthinke 

Forthren,/«/.  m.  of  forther 

Forthy.  conj.  Sax.  therefore 

Fortroden,  fart-  fa.  of  fortread,  v.  Sax*  trodcjl 
down 

Fortuit, drajr.  Fr.  accidental 

Fortune,  v.  Fr.  to  make  fortunate,  to  give  good  or 
bad  fortune 

Fortunous,  adj.   preceding  from  fortune 

For  waked,  fart.  fa.  Sax,,  having  waked,  long 

Forwandred,  fart.    pa.     Sax.    having    wandred 
long  ; 

Forwelked, /tar*./><z.  Sax.  much  wrinkled 

Forvfept,fart.fa.  Sax.  having  much  wept 

Eor\vered,fart.pa.  Sax.  worn  out 

Forewerie.  adj.  Sax.  very  weary 

Forword,  (foreword)  «.  Sax.  a  promife  er  cove- 

nant 

Forwounded,  part.  pa.  Sax.  much  wounded 
Forwrapped,  part.  pa.  wrapped  up 
Foryelde,  v.  Sax.  to  repay 
Foryete,  v.  Sax.  to  forget 
Foryetten,  part.  pa'. 
Fofter,  n.  Fr.  as  fofter 

Foftred,  part.  pa.  of  fofter,  •».  Sax.  nourifhed 
Foftring,  n.  nutriment 
Fote-hot,  immediately 
Fote-manrel,  means,  I  fuppofe,  a  fort  of  ridin 

ticoat,  fuch  as  is  now  ufed  by  market-women 
Pother,  //.  Sax.  a  carriage-load ;  an  indefinite  larj 

quantity 

Foudre,  «.  Fr.  lightning 
Foule,  v.  Sax.  a  bird 
Found,  pa.  t.  of  find,  fupplied 
Founde,  v.  as  fonde 

Foundred,  pa.  t.  of  founder,  v.  Fr.  fell  down 
Fowertie,  num.  Sax.  forty 
Foxerie,  n.  fbxifh  manners 
Fra,  for  fro,  prep.  Sax.  from  ;  it  is  fometimes  ufei 

adverbially,  till  and  fra,  to  and  fro 
Fraine,  <v.  Sax.  to  afk 
Franknet,  «  pi.  Sax.  fpots,  freckles 
Frarichife,  n.  Fr.  franknefs,  generofity 
Frank,  n.  a  denomination  of  French  msney; 

fwering  at  prefent  to  the  livi  e  Touraois 
Frankelein,  fr.  n. 

Fraught,  -y.  Sax.  to  freight,  load  a  fliip 
Fre,fiaj.  Sax.  willing,  unconftrained,  at  liberty,  ] 

beral,  bountiful 
Fredom,  n.  Sax.  as  franchifc 
Frceitee,   n.  1-r.  frailty 
gius^  fo.-  Phrygius 
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Eremde,  fremed,  odj.  Sax.  flrange,  to  frcnd  he  to 

fremed,  Pierce  Plough,  79 
Frenetike  .<dj.    IT.  fraatick 
Frenfeie,  n.  ±  r.  a  frenzy 
Frere,  n.  Fr.  a  frier,  Pierce  Plough,  I  a.  a.  b. 
Frefhe,  v.  IT.  to  refrefli 
Fret,«.  Fr.  a  band 

Fret,  frette,  fart.  fa.  Fr.  fraught,  filled,  or  perhaps 
wrought  in  a  kind  of  fretwork  a  fort  of  blazon 
is  called  frette\  and  through  the  fret  full  of 
falfhede — we  fhould  read — a  trouthe  fret  full  of 
falfhede 
Frete,-?.  Sa-c.  to  eat,  devour 

'ingfpart  fr. 
Frette,  (ireted]  fart,  pa, 
?reyne,  v.  Sav.  as  frainc 
Frife,/>r.  «.  Friezland 
Frote,  v.  Ir.  to  rub 
Frounceles,  adj.  Fr.  without  wrinkle 
Froward.  adj    Sav.  averfe 

Fro  ye,  from  you  ;  ye  is  put  for  you,  that  fro  ye 
may  rhyme,  in  appearance  at  leaft,  with  joye 
and  Troye 

?rucluous,  adj.  Fr.  fruitful 
?ruiteftere,  «.  Sax  a  female  feller  of  fruit 
Ful-drive,  fart.  pa.  fully  driven,  completed 
Fulke,  (Fr.  folke)  a.  £*r.  people 
Fulfumneffe,  n.  S*x.  fatiety 
Fumetere,  fr.  n.  of  a  plant,  fumitory,  fumariu— 

furgat  lilem  et  humures  adujios.   Ray's  Synopjis. 
JFumofitee,  *.   Fr.  fumes   arifing  from  exceffive 
I     drinking 

Fundament,  n.  Fr.  foundation 
Furial,  adj.  Fr.  raging 
JFufible,  adj.  Fr.  capable  of  being  melted 
\fyt  inter/.  Fr.  I  fay  fy,  I  cry  fharne 


G. 


Gabbe,  v.  Fr.  to  talk  idly,  to  lie;  gabbe  I  of  this? 

num  id  mentitr  ? 
Gacides,   is    probably   a   mifprint    for     JEacides, 

though  I  do  not  know  what  Chiron  had  any 

right  to  that  title 
Gadling,  n.  Sax.  an  idle  vagabond 
Gadred,^>ar/. /«.  Sax.  gathered 
Gailer,  «.  Fr.  gaoler 
Gaillard,  adj.  Fr.  briflc,  gay 
Gaitre-beries,  berries  of  the  dog-wood  tree,  cor- 

nusfamlna 
Galaxie,  /*•.  «.   the   Milky  Way,  a  track  in  the 

heavens  fo  called 

Gale,  v.  Sax.  Galan  Lax,  fignifies  canere. 
Galfride,/>r.  «.  Geoffrey  of  Monmouth,  Geoffrey 

Vinfauf.  See  Gaufride 
Galice,  /r.  n.   a  province  of  Spain,  the  famous 

flirine  of  St.  James  at  Compoftelia  was  in  Ga- 

licia 

Galingale,  fr.  n.  fweet  cyprefs 
Gallien,  Galian,  jr.  n.  Galen 
Galoche,  n.  Fr.  a  fhoe 
Galpe,  'u.  Sax.  to  gape,  to  yawn 
Galping,  j»arf.  pr.  gaping,  yawning 
Galwes,  «.  pi.  Ai*.  clie  gallows 


Gan,  pa.  t.  of  ginne,  v.  Sax.  began 

Gannen,  //. 

Gar,  v.  Sax.  to  make 

Gardebrace,  n.  J  r.  armour  for  the  arm 

Gar  gate,  n.  Fr.  the  throat 

Garifoun,  feems  to  be  ufed  as  a  v.  to  heal;  the 
orig.  has  garifon,  a.  n.  healing,  recovery 

Garnement,  n.  Fr.  a  garment 

Garner,  n.  Fr.  a  granary  or  ftoreroom 

Garnifon,  n.  Fr.  a  guard  or  garrifon 

Gaftnefs,  n.  Sax.  gaftlinefs 

Gate,  gatte,/> •/.  t.  of  get,  v.  Sax.  gat,  begat 

Gate,  n.  Sa\.  a  way;  went  her  gate,  went  her 
way 

Gatil'den,/r.  n.  John  Gatefden,  author  of  a  medi 
cal  work,  entitled  Rofo  Angli,:ana,  in  the  I4th 
century.  See  Tanner  in  v. 

Gaudc,  n.  Fr.  jeft,  gaudes,  //.  ridiculous  tricks 

Gaufride,// .  n. 

Gaure,  v.   to  ftare,  for  them   that  gaured    and 

,  caft  on  me  their  fight  Lyd.  Gra.  b.  ix,  f.  32* 
b. 

Gawain,/r.  «.  nephew  to  King  Arthur  by  his  fif- 
ter,  married  to  King  Lot :  f«  fays  the  Brit.  Hift. 
which  goes  under  the  name  of  Geoffrey  of  Mon 
mouth,  and  I  believe  it  will  be  in  vain  to  look 
for  any  more  authentick  genaalogift  of  all  that 
family;  he  is  there  called  Walganus.  The  Fr. 
romancers,  who  have  built  upon  Geoffrey's  foun 
dations,  agree  in  defcribing  Gawain  as  a  model 
of  knightly  courtefy  :  to  this  his  eftabliihed 
character  our  author  alludes 

Gayler,  «.  Fr.  as  gailer 

Geant,  n.  Fr.  giant;  the  crane  the  geant 

Gear, «.  Sec  gere 

Gende,  for  gent 

Genelon,  pr.  n.  of  one  of  Charlemagne's  officers, 
who  by  his  treachery,  was  the  caufe  of  the  de 
feat  at  Roncevaux,  the  death  of  Roland,  &c.  for 
wnich  he  was  torn  to  pieces  by  horfes.  This  at 
leaft  is  the  account  of  the  author  who  calls  him- 
feif  Archbiihop  Turpin,  and  of  the  romancers 
who  followed  him,  upon  whofe  credit  the  name 
of  Genelon  or  Ganelon  was  for  feveral  centuries 
ccntur  es  a  fynonymous  expreffion  for  the  worft 
of  traitors.  Our  Author  alludes  to  his  treache 
ry,  and  to  his  punifhment.  See  alio  Du.  uai. 

Gent,  t:dj.  Fr.  neat,  pretty 

Genterie,  n.  Fr.  gentility 

Gentil,  udj.  Fr.  in  its  original  fenfe  means  welborn, 
of  a  noble  family,  "  II  y  avoit  un  Chevalier, 
"  Capitaine  de  la  ville  : — point  gentilbomme  n* 
"  eftoitr— et  1'avoit  fait,  pour  (a  vaillance,  le 
"  Roy  Edouard  Chevalier,"  Froijart,  v.  i{.  c. 
77.  It  is  commonly  put  for  civil,  liberal,  gen, 
tlemanlike 

Gentileffe,  n.  Fr.  follows  the  fignifications  of  gentU 

Geomancie,  «.  Fr.  divinations  by  figures  made  on 
the  earth 

Gere,  n.  Sa. •,.  all  forts  of  inftruments  ;  of  cookery, 
of  war,  of  apparel,  of  chemiftry ;  in  hir  quainta 
geres,  in  their  flrange  falhions 

Gerie,  gerful,  changeable,  probably  from  the  Fr< 
girer,  to  turn  rouud  :  gierful 

Gerloud,  n.  i  r.  a  garland,  ;Jie  came  of  a  dog 


GLOSSARY. 


Geffe,  -v.  Sax.  to  guefs 

•&eft,  «.  Sax.  a  gueil 

Geftes, n.  />/.  Lat.  uclions,  adventures 

Geftour,  ».  a  relater  01  jefts 

Get,  n.  Fr.  gefte,  fafnion,  behaviour  ;  with  that 
falfe  get,  with  that  cheating  contrivance 

Gethe,  for  goeth 

Gie,  v.  Sax.  to  guide 

Gigges,  n.  pi.  irregular  founds  produced  by  the 
wind,  &c.  Gigue,  jtr  fignified  a  mufical  inftru- 
ment  like  a  fiddle,  and  from  thence  a  fort  of 
light  tune,  Menage  in  v.  It  is  probably  a  word 
of  Teutonic  oiiginul.  See  Junius 

Gilbertin,  fr.  n.  an  .cngHfh  phyfician  of  the  1 3th 
century.  See  FnHriciur,  Bibl.  Mad.  JEt.  in  v. 
Giibertus  de  Aqullla 

Gilt,  fart.  fa.  Sax.  gilded,  of  the  colour  of  gold 

Gilt, n.  Sax.  guilt 

Gilour,  n.  Fr.  a  deceiver 

Gilte-les,  adj.  Sax.  free  from  guilt 

Giltif,  adj   Sax.  guilty,  Co/if.  Am.  62,  b. 

Gin,  n.  Fr.  engine,  contrivance 

Gingiber,  «.  Fr.  ginger 

Ginne,  *a.  Sa\.  to  begin 

Gipciere,  n.  Fr.  a  pouch  or  purfe 

Gipe,  n.  Fr.  an  upper  frock  or  caffock 

Gipon,  n.  Fr,  a  {hort  caffock 

Girde,  v.  Sax  to  ftrikCj  to  fmite  ;  this  word  is  per 
haps  the  original  of  gride  in  Spenfer.  See  Obf. 
on  Spenf.  v.  ii.  p.  6z 

Girdclftede,  «.  Sax.  the  waift.  the  place  of  the  gir 
dle 

Girles,  «.  fl.  Sax.  young  perfons  either  male  or  fe 
male 

Girt,  fart,  .pa,  of  girde;  thurgh  girt,  fmitten 
through 

Gifarme,  «.  Fr.  a  battleax.  See  Du  Gangs  in  Gi- 
farma 

Gife,  n.  Fr.  guife,  fafhion  ;  at  his  owen  gife,  in  his 
own  manner,  as  he  would  wiih 

Gite,  «.  Fr.  a  gown 

Giterne,  n.  Fr.  a  guitar 

Giterning,  «.  playing  on  a  giternc 

Glade,  v.  Sax.  to  make  glad 

Glader,  «.  one  that  maketh  glad 

Gladfom,  adj.  Sax.  pleafant 

Glafe,  for  glofe 

Glafe,  v.  Sax.  to  put  glafs  into  windows,  Du.  323 

Glafinge,  «.  glafswork,  Du.  327 

Gle,  n.  Sax.  mirth,  mufic  ;  glees,  pi.  mufical  inftru- 
ments 

Glede,  n.  Sax.  a  burning  coal ;  gledes,  pi.  fparks  of 
fire 

Gleire,  n.  Fr.  the  white  of  an  egg 

Glent.  fa.  t.  glanced 

Gleve,  «.  Fr.  glaive,  a  lance 

Glimfing,  «.  glimmering 

Gliteren,  par.  t.  pi.  of  gliter,  v.  Sax-. 

Glode,/>tf.  t.  of  glide,  -v.  Sax.  fhe  glode  forth  as  an 
adder  doth,  Conf.  Am.  105 

Glombe,  v,  Sax.  to  look  gloomy 

Glofe.  «.  Fr.  a  comment  or  interpretation 

Glofe,  v.  to  comment  or  interpret,  to  fpeak  ten 
derly,  to  flatter 

Gloton,  n.  Fr.  a  glutton 


Glo-'  ;  den  pa.  t.  pi.  of  glow,  v.  Sax. 

Gnarre,  n.  a  hard  knot  in  &  tree 

Gnat,  n.  Sax.  is  put  for  any  little  worthlefs  thi 

Gniding,^«r/.  fr.  Sax.  rubbing 

Gnoffe,  n.  an  old  cuff,  a  mifer,  Gloff.  Ur.  I  know 
not  upon  what  auchorky 

Gnowe,  pa.  t.  of  gnawc,  v.  Sax. 

Go,  v.  Sax.  means  fometimes  to  walk,  in  contra- 
diftmclion  to  riding 

Go,  (gon)  part.  pa. 

Gobbet,  «.  Fr.  a  morfel,  a  bit 

God,  n.  Sax.  God  toforne,  God  going  before ;  Deo 
favente,  Goddes  armes  two  ;  Goddes  bones,  vul 
gar  oaths.  A'  Goddes  half.  See  Halfe 

Gode,  good,  n.  Sax.  wealth,  goods 

Gode-les,  a$.' without  money  or  goods 

Godelyhede,  n.  Sax.  goodnefs 

Godenefs,  /;.  Sax.  at  godenel'«,  at  advantage  ;  and 
fo  we  fliould  read  where  the  editt.  have  at  gode 
mes,  the  orig.  has  en  ban  point 

Godfib,  n.  Sax.  a  goffip,  a  godfather 

Gofifti,  adj.  fooliih,  from  the  Fr.  goffe,  dull  ftupid 

Gold,  n.  a  flower  commonly  called  a  turnfol. 
Gower  fays  that  Leucothea  was  changed 

Into  a  floure  was  named  golde, 
Whiche  ftont  governed  of  the  fonne. 

Conf.  Am.  111.  b. 


Gold-hewen,  adj.  Sax.  of  a  golden  hue  or  colour 

Goldfmithrie,  «.  Sax.  goldfmiths  work 

Golet,  n.  Fr.  the  throat  or  gullet 

Goliardeis,  Fr.  This  jovial  fec~t  feems  to  have  bee^ 
fo  called  from  Golias,  the  real  or  affumed  name 
of  a  man  of  wit  toward  the  end  of  the  lath 
century.  He  wrote  the  Apocalypjls  Gr.'ne,  and  ! 
other  pieces,  in  burlefque  Latin  rhymes,  fome 
of  which  have  been  fallely  attributed  to  Walter 
Map.  See  Tanner's  Bibl.  Brit,  in  v.  Gjliardus* 
In  feveral  authors  of  the  lath  century,  quoted 
by  Du  Gauge,  the  Goliardi  are  claifed  with  th6 
jiiwlares  et  huffones 

Gomme,  «.  Fr.  gum 

Gon,  inf.  m.  Sax.  to  go ;  fo  mote  I  gon.  fo  may  t 
fare  well ;  fo  mote  I  ride  or  go,  fo  may  I  fare 
well  riding  or  walking,  i.  e.  in  all  my  proceed 
ings.  See  Go. — Gon.  par.  t.  fl.  fart.  fa.  gone, 

Gonfanon,  n.  Fr.  a  banner  or  ftandard 

Gong,  n.  Sax.  a  littlehoufe,  a  jakes 

Gonne,  n.  a  gun 

Gonnen,  gonne,^a.  t.  pi.  of  ginne 

Gore,  /;.  It  has  been  fuggeiled  to  me  by  a  \ez 
perfon,  whom  I  have  not  the  honour  to  kno 
that  gore  is  a  common  name  for  a  flip  of  cloth 
or  linen,  which  is  inferted  in  order  to  widen  a 
garment  in  any  particular  place.  Gere  of  a 
cloth,  lacirtia,  Prompt.  Parv.  See  alfo  the  glof- 
fary  to  Kennet's  Parocb.  Antiq.  in  v.  Gore  This 
fenfe  will  fuit  very  well  with  the  context,  un- 
lefs  we  fuppofe  that  gore  is  there  put  for  fhirt, 
becaufe  fhirts  have  ufually  goros  in  them ;  the 
expreffion  would  certainly  be  very  aukward.  and 
unlike  Chaucer's  general  manner,  but  in  this 
place  (The  Rime  of  Sire  Thopas)  he  oiuy  be 


ane, 
no  y. 
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fuppofed  to  have  taken  it  purpofely  from  on 
of  thole  old  romances  which  are  the  objsds  o 
his  ridicule. 
Oofe,  for  goes,  goeth 
Gofpellere,  n.  Sax.  evangelift 
Goflonier,  «.  a  thin  cobweb-like  fubftance  which 

flies  about  in  the  air 
Goft,  n.  Sjx.  fpirit,  mind 
Goth,  imp.  d.  ferf.  pi.  go  ye 

Govei  naillr,  n.  Fr.  government,  fteerage 
Goune-cloth,  cloth  enough  to  make  a  gown 
Gourd,  n.  a  veffel  to  carry  liquor,  perhaps  fo  call 
ed  from  its  fhape 

Gower,  fr.  n.  an  eminent  Englifh  poet,  to  whom 
Chaucer  directs  his  Troilus  and  Creieide 
ce,  n.  Fr.  favour ;  fory  grace,  harde  grace 
lisfortune 

So  full  of  forowe  am  I,  fothe  to  fayne, 

That  certainly  no  moie  hard  grace 

May  fit  on  me,  for  why  ?  there  is  no  fpace. 

Hercules,  ap.  Eurip.  H^. 
Ttftu  X.KX.UY  h,  XXMT*  ifS-  oirnr&)j. 

ic  criticifm  of  Longinus,  fecft.  xl.  is  perhaps 

equally    applicable     to    both    paffages. — With 

harde  grace,  is  to  be  underftood  as  fpoken  in  a 

parenthefisof  the  cherl,  misfortune  attend  him ! 

See  With.     Save  your  grace,  with  your  favour, 

fail-are  votre  grace 

Gracious,  adj.  Fr.  agreeable,  graceful 
Grame,  n.  Sax.  gritf,  anger  ;  felle  it  to  gode  or 

grame 

Grammere, «.  Fr.  grammar 
Grand  rnercie,  Fr.  great  thanks 
Grane,  n.  Fr.  a  grain,  a  fingle  feed 
Grange,  «.  Fr.  a  farm-houfe 
Grapincl,  n.  Fr.  a  grappling-iron 
Orate  he,  is  perhaps  the  fame  with  graithe,  if  not 

miftaken  for  it.  GIrff.  Ur.     Sec  Greithe.     The 

orig.  has- — -f'aoutne  comme  beguyne. 
Graunfon,/r.  n. 

Grave,  -v.  Sax.  to  carve,  to  engrave 
Grave,  (graven)  fart.  fa.  buried 
Gre,    n.  Fr.  pleafure,   latisfacSlion,   from  gratus, 

Lot.  to  receive  in  gre,  to  take  lundiy  ;  the  gre, 

the  prize. — From  gradus^  Lot.  it  iignifics  a  ftep 

or  degree 

Grede,  n.  Sax.  a  greedy  perfon 
Gred«,  <v.  barb.  Lot.  to  cry 
Grein,    «.     fr.  grein    de  Paris ,    de   Paradis,  orig. 

grains   of  Paradife,   a  fort  of  fpice  ;  grain    of 

Pcrtinjnile,  a  fort  of  fcarlet  dye  called  kermes 

or  vermilion 

Greithe,  v.  Sax.  to  prepare,  make  ready 
Grenehed,  «.  Sax.  childifhnefs 
Grefe,  «.  Fr.  greafe 
Grete,  for  grede 

Grette,^?.  of  grcte,  v.  Sax.  greeted,  faluted 
Greves,  n.  pi.  Six.  groves 
Grille,  adj.   Fr.  horrible,  grymm,  gryl,  and  hor- 

ryble  ;  btrridus,  Prompt.  Parv. 
Grint,  for  grindeth 
Grime,  fa.  t.  cf  grind,  v.  Sax.  ground  ;grintwith 

his  teeth,  gnalhcd  v/ifh  his  teeth 
'Griming,  «.  grindintr,  gnufhiiig 

Vol.  I. 
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Gris,  n.  Fr.  a  fpecies  of  fuf 

Grifly,  adj.  Sax.  dreadful 

Groche,  -v.  Six.  to  grutch,  to  murmur 

Gi  off,  adj.  Sax.  flat  on  the  grouud 

Groine,  n.  Fr.  the  fnowt  of  a  fwine,  a  hanging  lip 

Groine,  *.  to  hang  the  lip  in  dil'contcut 

Grone,  11.  Fr.  to  groau,  to  grunt 

Grant,  fe.  t.  groaned 

Grope,  v.  S-ix.  to  fearch,  to  examine  by  feeling 

Grot,  n.  a  coin  worth  fourpencc 

Groanden,fart.fa.  of  grind 

Groyning,  n.  difcontent.     See  Groine 

Guerdon,  n.  Fr.  reward,  recompeufo 

Guerdon,  •».  to  reward 

Guerdonles,  adj.  without  reward 

Guido,  pr.  n.  Guido  de  Columpnis,  Guido  dalle 
Colonne,  of  Meffma  in  Sicily,  a  lawyer  and  a 
poet,  died  about  I2go.  Qnadrio,  vol.  li.  p.  160. 
His  hiftory  of  the  Trohn  war,  to  which  our 
Author  refers,  was  written  in  Latin,  and  fi- 
niihed  in  1187.  I  have  there  intimated  my 
fulpicion  that  he  tranflated  it,  for  the  inoft 
part,  from  a  French  romance  of  Benoit  de 
Sainte  More.  However  that  may  have  been, 
Guide's  work  is  certainly  the  original' from 
which  the  later  writers  of  the  middle  ages 
have  generally  taken  their  accounts  of  Trojan 
affairs.  It  was  tranflated  into  Italian  in  1324 
by  Filippo  Ct  ffi,  a  Florentine,  [^uadrio,  vol. 
vi.  p.  475.]  A  French  tranflation  is  alfo  ex 
tant,  iTi  which  it  is  faid  to  be  "  tranflatee,  er» 
"  Francois,  premieremtnt  du  commanciement 
"  du  Maire  de  la  cite  de  Beauvais,  <;n  nom  ct 
"  en  honneur  de  Karles  le  Royde  France,  1*  an 
*'  mil.  ccc.  quatre  vingtz,"  [mf.  Reg.  16  F.  ix.J 
This  is  probably  the  French  tranflation  men 
tioned  by  Lydgate  in  the  Prologue  to  his  Boke 
of  Troye,  which  is  a  mere  paraphrafe  in  vcrie 
of  Guido's  hiftory,  with  fome  digreffions  and 
additions  of  his  own.  JLydgate's  work  was  fi- 
niflied  (as  he  tells  us  himfelf  at  the  end)  ia 
1420. 

H. 

rlaberge on,  m  Fr.  a  diminitive  of  haaberg,  a  coat 

1  mail 

^abilitee,  n.  Fr.  ability 
-labitacies,  n.  ft.  Fr.  places  of  habitation 
iabitc,  v.  Fr.  to  dwell 
iabundant,  fart.fr.  Fr.  abundant 
iackenaie,  #•  Fr.  an  ambling  horfe  or  pad 
iacking, «.  Fr.  cutting  in  pieces 
iadden,  fa.  t.  pi.  of  have 
iaf,  pa.  t.  of  hcve,  v.  Sax.  heaved,  ralfed 
iiie,  hay,  n.  Fr.  a  hedjje 
iaile,  n.  Sax.  health,  welfare 
-lailes,/»-.  «.  of  an  abbey  in  Gloucefterfhire 
iaire,  «.  Fr.  a  haircloth 
iakeney,  n.  Fr.  as  hacktnaie 
laketon,  «.  Fr.  a  fliartcaffock  without  fleevcs 
lalden,  for  holden,  fart.  fa.  of  hold 
Halfe,  n.  Sax.  a  fide,  a  part ;  a'  Goddes  half,  Du. 

370,011  God's  part,  with  God's  favour  ;  a*  this 

halfe  God,  on  this  fide  of  God ;  four  halves, 

four  tules 
lali,  fr.  n.  an   Arabian  phyf.cian,  Fabric.  Bi'ol. 

Gr.  t.  xiii.  y.  1J. 
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Halke,  «.  £r*.  a  cernef 

Halpe,/>£.  t.  of  help,  v.  £i#. 

Hals,  n.  Sax.  the  neck 

Halfe,  v.  Sjx.  to  kifs  round  the  neck*—  to  con 
jure 

Halt,  pa-  t-  of  hold,  v.  SJK.  held  or  kept 

Halt,  for  Holt,  i.  e.  holdeth,  Du.  621. 

Hake,  f.  Fr.  to  go  lamely,  Du.  622. 

Hame,  for  home,  ».  Six. 

Hamele,  v.  Sax.  to  hamftring,  to  cut  off 

Hamers,  w.  />/.  &•#.  hammers,  Z>?/.  1164. 

Han,  inf.  m.  of  have,  f.  i&a?. 

Hanfelines,  appears  from  the  context  to  mean  a 
fort  of  breeches 

H'ippe,  n.  S-;x.  chance 

H^ppe,  v.  to  happen 

Hard,  adj.  S^x.  hard  ;  harde  grace,  misfortune. 
See  Grace.  It  is  ufed  adverbially 

Harde,  v.  Sax-  to  make  hard 

Hardely,  (hardily)  adv.  Fr.  boldly,  adv.  Sax.  cer 
tainly 

Harding,  n.  Sax.  hardening   " 

H*rie,  i>.  Fr.  to  hurry  ;  to  harie  and  drawe 

Haried,  fart.  fa.  hurried  ;  Us  fsroient  baries  en 
irrand  owners.  Froi/art,  V.  i,  c.  225. 

Harlot,  «.  was  ancienily  applied  to  men  as  well  as 
women 

Harlotries,  n.  fl.  ribaldries 

Harnei?,  «.  Fr.  armour,  furniture 

Harneife,  v.  Fr.  to  drefs 

Harow,  inter  j. 

Harpour,  «.  Fr.  a  harpour.  In  the  a&  of  refump- 
tion,  28  H.  VI.  there  is  a  provifo  in  favour  of 
John  Turges,  harpour  with  the  queen,  for  the 
reverfion  of  an  annuity  of  JO  marks,  after  the 
death  of  William  Langton  minftrel 

Hafwed,  f>.  t.  of  harwe,  -v.  Sax.  harraffcd,fubdued 

Hafardour,  n.  Fr.  a  player  at  hazard,  a  gamefler 

Hnfardrie,  n.  Fr.  gaming  in  general 

Hafelwode.  AH  the  paffages  in  which  this  word 
occurs  plainly  allude  to  the  fame  proverbial 
faying,  which  appears  to  have  been  ufed  in 
fcorn  or  derifion  of  any  improbable  hope  or  ex- 
pedlation  ;  why  it  was  fo  ufed  is  beyond  my 
reach  to  difcover  :  it  may  be  proper,  however, 
to  mention  that  in  T.  iii.  892,  mf.  Harl.  3943, 
reads  —  Hafelwode  is  fhaken  —  and  that  the  pai- 
fage,  T.  v.  1  174,  is  an  imitation  of  the  follow 
ing  in  the  Filoftratd. 

Ma  Pandero  feco  tacitamente 
Ride  di  cio  che  Troylo  dicea  -  > 
Chel  fi  fuffe  fembiante  facea 
Di  crederlo,  e  dicia,  di  munvibelo 
Afpetta  il  veuto  qttejio  tapifiella. 

Haftif,  adj.  Fr.  hafty 

Haftifly,  adv.  haftily 

Hate,  v-  Sax.  to  be  named 

Hauberk,  ».  £r.  a  coat  of  mail 

Haunce,  v.  Fr.  to  raife,  to  enhance 

Haunt,  n.  Fr.  cuftom,  practice 

Haunte,  v.  Fr.  to  pradtife 

Hauntedfn,/>.7.  t.  fl.  pradifed,  frequented 

Hautein,  adj.  Fr.  haughty,  loud,  a  hautein  fauccn, 

a  highfly'ing  hawk,  faulcon  haukain,  Fr. 
Haven,  inf.  m.  of  have,  v.  Sax.]  it  is  more  com 

monly  abbreviated  into  han 


Havoir,  for  avoir,  n.  Fr.  wealth 

Hawc,  n.  Sax*  a  hawthorn  berrj7,  a  farmyard— a 

churchyard 
He,  pron.  Sax.  is  often  prefixed  in  all  its  cafes  to 

proper  names  emphatically,  according   to  the 

Saxon  ufage  ;  he  Mofes,  he  Tityus.     He  is  ai- 

fo  frequently  ufed  for  it  in  all  cafes 
Hed,  n.  Sax.  head  ;  on  his  hed,  on  pnin  of  lofiug 

his  head 

Hedde,/or  hJcide,  (hidden) 
Hegge? ,  n.  pi.  Sax.  hedges 
Heifuggc,  curruca,  a  little  bird  which  is  fuppofed 

to  hatch  the  cukoo's  egg,  and  to  be  deftroyed 

by  the  young  cukoos,  Sf. 
Hfle,  v.  Sax.  helan,  to  hide 
Hele,  v.  Sax.  hxlan,  to  heal,  to  help 
Hele,  n.  Sax.  health 
Heleles,  adj.  helplefs 
Helife,/)r.  n.  Elyfium 

HAmed,  fart.  pa.  Fr.  armed  with  an  helmet 
H<'lowis,  pr.  n.  Eloifa  the  miftrefs  of  Abelard.< 

See  a  fummary  of  their  hiftory  in  Rom.  de  la 

Ro/e 

Hem,  oil.  c.  pi.  of  he,  them.  See  Him 
Hemfelf,  hemfelve,  hemfelven.  Se6  Self 
Henchmen,  n.pl.  p^ges.     See  a  note  on  the  Mid- 

fummer  Night's  Dream  of  Shakefpeare,  adt.  ii. 

fc.  2.  laft  edit. 

Hende,  hendy,  adj.  Sax.  civil,  courteous 
Henen,  hcnne,  hennes,  hens,  adv.  Sax.  hence 
Heng,  pa,  t.  and  part,  of  hang 
Hennesforth,  adv.  Sax.  henceforth 
Hente,  v.  Sax.  to  take  hold  of,  to  catch 
Hent,/>tf.  t.  &  f>art. 
Hepe,  n.  Sax.  a  heap  ;  to  hepe  ;    together,  in 

heap — the  fruit  of  the  dogrofe 
Heraud,  n.  Fr.  a  herald 
Herbcrgagc,  n.  Fr.  lodging 
Herbrrgeonrs,  n.  fl.  Fr.  providers  of  lodgings, 

harbingers 
Herberwe,  n.  Sax.  an  inn,  a  lodging — the  place 

the  fun  :  it  rather  means,  1  think,  a  harbour— 

herbcr,  an  arbour 
Herberwe,  v.  Sax.  to  lodge 
Herd,    hierde,  tt.  Sax.   a   kerp°r — »herdegromes, 

fhcpherd-boys 
Herdes,  n.  pi.  coarfe  flax  J  herde,  fibra  lini,  Kilian 

That  not  of  hempe  ne  heerdis  was. 

So  this  Vcr.  is  M'ritten  in  mf.  Hunter  -,  the  orig. 
has.  only— ':lle  ncfut  de  bourras 

Here,  for  hire,  pron. 

Here,  adv.  Sax.  in  this  place 

Here,  in  cornpofition,  fignifies  this,  without  in 
cluding  any  idea  of  place  ;  hereagair.es,  againft 
this  ;  herebeforn,  before  this 

Here,  v.  Sax.  to  Iv.ar— Herd,  herde, pa.  t.  St.  part. 
Hcrden,/^.  t.  pi. 

Here,  n.  Sax.  hair 

Heren,  adj.  made  of  hair 

Harking,  part.pr.  of  herke,  >v.  Sax.  hearkening 

H?rmes,//-.  n.  a  chymical  treatifc  under  his  name 
is  extant  in  the  Theat.  Cbemic.  t.  iv.  Sse  Fabr. 
Bill.  Cr.  1.  I.  C.  10.  Hermes  Ballenus,  whether 
a  different  perfon  from  him  juft  mentioned,  I 
cannot  tell 

Heine,  n,  SJK.  a  corner 
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Heronere,  n.  Fr.  a  hawk  made  to  fly  only  at  the 
heron 

Heronfewes,  n.  pi.  Fr.  young  herons 

H*rte,  for  hurt,  i>.  Sax.  Du.  883 

Herte,  n.  Sax.  heart ;  herteblood,  heart's  blood  ; 
herte-fponc 

H?rteles,  adj.  without  courage 

Hertly,  ^'."hearty 

Hery,  v.  Sax.  to  praife 

Herying,  «.  praife 

Hefte,  n.  Sax.  command — promife 

Het,  hette,  pa.  t.  of  hete,  i>.  Sax.  heated 

Hete,  i'.  Sax.  to  promife,  to  be  called,  Du.  aoo 
See  Highte 

Hetheneffe,  n.  Sax.  country  of  heathens 

Hething,  n.  Sax.  contempt,  all  is  thy  hething  fal 
len  upon  thee 

Heve,  v.  Sax.  to  heave,  to  raifc — v.  neut.  to  la 
bour 

[eved,  H.  Sax.  head  ;  every  virtue  in  my  heved; 
fo  I  apprehend  this  line  mould  be  read,  inttead 
of  in  me  lieved 

Hevcn-quene,  n.  Sax.  the  queen  of  heaven,  the 
Virgin  Mary 

_I-w  of  Lincoln,/?',  n. 

Hewe,  v.  Sax.  to  cut— v.  neut.  he  that  heweth  to 
hie,  with  chippes  he  may  leic  his  fight ;  fo  iu 
the  Conf.  Am. 

Full  ofte  he  heweth  up  fo  hye, 
Thatchyppes  fallen  in -his  eye. 

Hewe,  n.  Sax.  colour,  appsarance 

Hewed,  fart.  pa.  coloured 

Hext,  adj.fuperl.  Sax.  higheft ;  hegh,  hegheft 
heghft,  hcxt.  In  the  fame  manner  next  is  form 
ed  from  negh  ( 

Hidous,  adj.  Fr.  dreadful 

Hidoufly,  adv.  terribly 

Hie,  v.  Sax.  to  h?-ften 

Hie,  ».  hafte,  diligence  ;  in  or  on  hie,  in  hafte 

Hie,  hirhe,  adj.  Sax.  high 

Hierdeffe,  ».  Sax.  a  fhepherdefs.     See  Herde 

Hi'-'hen  is  perhaps  mifwritten  for  highe 
•  Right,  n.  Sax.  heighth,  on  hight  feems  to  fignify 
•—aloud,  in  a  high  voice  ;  en  haut,  Fr. 

Highte,  v.  Sax.  called 

Him,  oU.  c.  of  he,  is  often  ufed  alone  in  that  reci 
procal  fenfe,  which  is  generally  exprefcd  by 
the  addition  of  the  adj.  felf ;  than  hath  he  don 
his  frend  ne  him  no  fhame,  i.  e.  nor  himfeJi  ; 
as  he  him  laid  ;  and  clad  him  ;  and  bare  him.— 

•  It  is  alfo  frequently  put  without  the  ufual  pre- 
pofuion  ;  him  to  grete  fhame  ;  to  great  fhame 
of  him  ;  fee  falleth  him  to  fete,  fee  falleth  at 
the  feet  of  him  ;  fee  fvvore  him,  Ihe  fwore  to 
him  :  hem  and  hire  are  ufed  in  the  fame  manner 

Himfclf,  himfelve,  himfclven.     See  Self  ^ 

Htndereft,  >/»«•/.  d.  of  hind,  adv.  Sax.  hmdmolt 

Hine,  n  Sax.  a  fervant  in  hufbandry,  a  hind 

Hine,  n.  Bal.  Vil.  35,  ftould  probably  be  hiene  : 
the  gall  of  an  hyena  was  ufed  to  cure  a  certain 
diforder  of  the  eye,  Plin.  N.  H.  1.  xxix.  c.  38. 

Hippocras,  fr.  n.  Hippocrates 

Hir,  pron.  puff.  Sax.  their 

Hir*,  •£/.  e.  of  fee,  pron.  Sax.  is  often  put  for  hcr- 
felf,  and  without  the  ufual  prepofition.  See 
Him 
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Hire,  f  ran.  fojf.  Sax.  her 

Hirefelf,  hirefelve,  hirefelven.     See  Self 

HirStfron.f^Jf.  Sax.  theirs 

Hiftorial,  adj.  Fr.  hiftorical 

Ho.  interj.  Fr.  commanding  a  ceffation  of  any 
action 

Hochepot,  a.  Fr.  a  mixture  of  various  things  fha- 
ken  together  in  the  fame  pot 

Hoker,  n.  Sax.  frowardnefs 

Hokcrly,  adv.  frowardly 

Hold,  n.  Sax.  a  fort  or  caftle 

Hold,  v.  Sax.  to  keep ;  to  hold  in  honde,  to  keep 
in  fufpenfe ;  to  aniufe  in  order  to  deceive 

Hold,  holdcn,  part.  fa.  obliged 

Hole,  hoi,  adj.  Sax.  entire,  whole,  found 

Holly,  adv.  entirely,  wholly 

Holour,  n.  Sax.  a  whoremonger 

Holt,  «.  Sax.  a  grove  or  foreft 

Holt,  for  holdeth 

Homly,  adj.  Sax.  domeftic — plain,  fimple 

Homlinefie,  n.  Sax.  domeftic  management,  fami 
liarity 

Honde,  n.  Sax.  a  hand ;  an  honde-brede,  an 
hand's  breadth  ;  withouten  honde,  without  be 
ing  pulled  bv  any  hand— Honden,//. 

Honeft,  adj.  Fr.  means  generally,  according  to 
the  French  ufage,  creditable,  honourable,  be 
coming  a  pcrfon  of  rank 

Honellttee,  honeftcc,  «.  />.  virtue,  decency— good 
manners 

Hong,  v.  Sax.  to  hang 

Hont,  a.  Sax.  Du  385,  as  hunt 

Hony-fwcte,  adj.  Sax.  fweet  as  honey 

Hope,  v.  Sax.  td  expe6l 

Hoppefteres,  n.  pi.  Sax.  dancers 

Hord,  n.  Sax.  treafure— a  private  place  fit  for  the 
keeping  of  trcafure 

Hore,  hoor,  adj.  Sax.  hoary,  gray 

Horowe,  adj.  tiax.  foul 

Horriblete,  n.  Fr.  horriblenefs 

Hors,  n.  pi.  Rax.  horfes 

Horfe,  adj.  Sax.  hoarfe,  Du.  347- 

Horfly,  adj.  is  applied  to  k  horfe,  as  manly  is  to 
a  man 

Hofpitalers,  n.  pi.  Lot.  religious  perfons  of  both 
fexes  who  attended  the  fick  in  hofpitals— 
knights  Hofpitalers  of  different  orders.  Sec 
Du^Can^e  in  V.  Hufpitalarius 

Hoft,  n.  Fr.  an  army 

Hodelere,  n.  Fr.  an  innkeeper 

Hoftelrie,  n.  Fr.  an  inn  or  iodging-houfe 

Hoftilemcnrs  ».  ft.   houfehold  furniture 

Hote,  adj.  Sax.  hot 

Hote,  hoten,^i»f.  p*.  of  hete,  called 

Hove,  v.  Sax.  to  hover 

Hound-fifh,  n.  Sax.  the  dog-fim  . 

Houne,  ».  ior  hound,  thus  faid  both  here  and 
houne,  i...  hare  and  hound,  all  iorts  oi  peo- 

Houped,  fa.  t.  Fr.  hooped  or  hollowed 


houfeled,  to  receive  the  facrament 
Howve,  n.  Sax.  a  cap  or  hood 
Hulfere,  «.  5**.  holly 
Hulftred, />«»*.  fa.  Sax.  hidden 
Horoblehcde,  ».  5^*.  humble  fhte 
X  x  ij 


4gt"  GLOSS 

Hur.-iblefie,  «.  Tr.  humility 

Humbling,    n.    a   humming ;    lommtlen   bomlilari, 

bombum  edere,  Kilian  ;   hence  our  humble-bee 
Hunt,  n.  Sax.  a  huntfmaa 
.Hurtle,  v.  Fr.  to  pnfh 

Hufb.ndrie,  «.  Sax.  thrift,  economical  manage 
ment 

Hufbond-man,  n.  Sex.  the  matter  of  the  family 
Hurt,  adj.  Sam.  filent,  wbift 
H\lde,  v.  S,JK.  to  pour 
fiyllcd,  fart.  fa.  Sax.  hidden.    See  Hele 


I,  at  the  beginning  of  a  word,  in  the  common 
edit,  and  even  themf.  of  Chaucer,  is  often  ufed 
to  exprefs  a  corruption  of  the  Saxon  prepofi- 
tive  particle  Ge,  which  in  this  edit,  of  The 
Canterbury  Tales,  is  always  expreffed  by  y  ; 
all  fuch  words  therefore  occurring  in  the  Works 
of  Chaucer  not  contained  in  this  edition,  ihould 
be  looked  for  either  under  y  or  under  their  fe- 
cond  letters 

jacobin,  fr.  n.  a  gray  frier 

jacke  Straw,  fr.  n.  the  noife  made  by  the  follow 
ers  of  this  rebel,  to  which  oar  Author  alludes, 
he  had  probably  heard  himfelf ;  it  is  called  by 
Walfingham,  p.  251 ;  "  Clamor  horrendiflimu?, 
"  non  finrnlis  clamoribus  ques  edere  folent  ho- 
"  mines,  fed  qui  ultra  omnem  zeftimationem 
"  fuperaret  omnes  clamores  humanos,  et  maxi- 
*'  me  poflet  affitnulari  ululatibus  infernalium 
"  incolarum."  Many  Flemings  ( 'Flandrenfcs ) 
were  beheaded  by  the  rebels  cum  clamors  tonfue- 
to.  fraljingtam,  ibid. 

Jambeaux,  n.  pi.  Fr.  boots,  armour  for  the  legs 
Jane,  n.  a  coin  of  fjunuaj  Genoa ;  it  is  put  for 

any  fmall  coin 

Jangle,  <v.  Fr.  to  prate,  to  talk  much  or  faft 
angle,  «.  prate,  babble 
angler,  janglour,  «.  a  prater 
anglereffc,  n.  a  female  prater 
ape,  n.  Sax.  a  trick,  a  jeft' 
ape,  v.  to  jeft — to  cheat,  to  laugh  at 
ap<r,  «.  a  common  jefter  or  buffoon 
aperie,  n.  buffoonery 
ape-worthy,  adj.  ridiculous 
ch,  iche,/™?.  Sjx*  I.  fo  the  ich,  fo  the  iche,  fo 

may  I  profper 

Idel,  adj.  Sax.  idle,  fruitlefs ;  in  idel,  in  vain 
Idolaftre,  «.  Fr.  an  idolater 
eopard,  -v.  to  hazard,  to  put  in  danger 
eopardie, «.  danger 
eoperdife,  Du.  666. 
Jcremie,/>r.  «.  Jeremiah 
'erome,  pr.  n.     Our  Author  has  made  much  ufe 

of  a  treatife  of  St.  Jerome  contra  Jwinianum 
Jeftes,  n.  pi.  as  geftes 

lewerie,  «.  Fr.  a  diftridl  inhabited  by  Jews 
Jlwiiie,  n.  judgment,  puniihmcnt ;  it  may  have 
been  formed  by  corruption  either  of  the  Lat. 
judiclum  or  the  fr.jiifice 
lk,frcn.  Sax.  I.     See  Ich 
Ilion,  fr  n.  the  citadel  of  Troy 
like,  <iaj.  Sax.  fame 
Imaginatif,  af'j.  Fr.  fufpicioue 


A  R  Y. 

Imped,  part.  pa.  Sax.  planted 

Inipes,  n.  pi.  Sax.  ihoots  of  trees 

Irnpctren,/>r.  t.  pi.  Fr.  obtain  by  prayer     . 

Importable,  adj.  Fr.  intolerable — impofli'ole 

Importune,  adj.  Fr.  troublefome 

Impofiible,  *dj.  Fr.  ufed  as  a  fubftantive 

\n,pref).  Sjx.  upon,  in  with,  within 

Inconibrous,  adj.  Fr.  cumberfome 

Incouftance,  «.  Fr.  inconftancy 

Inde,  adj.  Fr.  azure-coloured 

Indigne,  a;!j.  Fr.  unworthy 

Ineched,  part.  pa.  Sax.  inferted 

Inuflual,  adj.  Fr.  unequal 

Infortunat,  adj.  Lat.  unfortunate 

Infortune,  n.  Fr.  misfortune 

Ingot,  n.  a  mould  for  cafling  ingots 

Inhabit,  part. pa.  Fr.  inhabited 

Inhilde,  v.  Sax.  to  pour  in.    See  Hylde 

Injure,  n.  Fr.  injury 

fnly,  adv.  Sax.  inwardly,  deeply,  thoroughly 

Inne,  prep.  Sax.  in 

Inne,  in,  «.  Sax.  a  houfe,  habitation,  lodging 

Inned,  part.  pa.  Sax.  lodged 

Innerefte,  aJj.fuf*.  Sax.  inmofl 

Innocent,  adj.  Fr.  ignorant 

Infeled,  part.  pa.  Fr.  attefted  under  feal 

lnfct,fart.  f>a.  Sax.  implanted 

Interminable,  adj.  Fr.  infinite 

Inwitte,  n.  Sax.  underftanding 

Joce,  pr.  m.  or  Joffe — Sanctus  Judocin  was  a  frint 

of  Ponthieu.     Vocab.  Hagtol.  prefixed  to   Me-' 

nage,  Elymol.  Fr. 
Joconde,  adj.  Fr.  joyous,  pleafant 
Jogelour,  n.  Fr.  a  juggler 
Joinant,  part.  pr.  Fr.  joining 
Joine,  <;.  Fr.  to  enjoin 
Jolie  Robin,  the  name   of  a  dance,  de  la  danfe  le 

Beau  Robin,  orig. 
Jolif,  adj.  Fr.  jolly,  joyful 
Jombre,  v.  to  jumble 
Jonglerie,  «.  fhould  rather  be  janglcrie,  idle  talkj 

See  Jangle 
Joffa,  interj.  fcems  to  be  partly  formed  from  the 

Fr.  ea,  come  hither 
Jovis,  fir.  n.  Jupiter 

Journee, ».  Fr.  a  day's  journey,  a  day's  work 
Joniles,  n.  pi.  Fr.  jufts 
Joweles,  n.  pi.  Fr.  jewels 
Joye,  v.  Fr.  to  enjoy 
Ipocras,  n  Fr.  wmc  mixed  with  fpices  anJ  other 

ingredients,   fo  named,   becauie  it  is  Itrained 

through  a  woollen  cloth  called  tlejlceve  of  Hip 
pocrates.     See  Clarre 
Ire,  «.  Fr.  anger 
Irous,  adj.  pafiionate 
Ifaude,  fr.   n.     See  Belle   Tfaude-— She  is   called 

Yfeut   by   Bernard  da  Ventador,     mi".    Crafts, 

fol.  67; 

Tant  trag  pena  d'amor, 
Qjinc  Trijtan  1'amador 
Non  fofret  maior  dolor 
Per  Tfiut  la  bknda. 

And  fo  in  Fabliaux,  l^c,  t.  i.  p.  242.:  Y feat  la 
blende.  Petrarch  (alls  her  Ifotta^  'Tnonfo  J' 
Amore,  iii.  82.  A  late  French  writer,  in  wha- 
he  has  been  pleaicd  to  ftyh  Rijloire  I'-ttrairc  d 


GLOSSARY. 


Troubadours,  [t.  it.  p.  3^3,]  having  quoted  a 
paffage  celebrating  the  love  of  Triftan  a  Ifautt, 
adds  very  coolly — •£'$/?  une  qllufion  a  quelque 
Koman  ;  which  is  juft  as  if  a  commentator  up 
on  Ovid  fheuld  fay  of  the  epiftle  from  Paris  to 
Helen,  that  it  alludes  to  fome  Greek  ftory 

It,  fron.  $d  psrf.  neut.  gend.  Sax.   is  ufed  inilead  of 
he  and  (he 

Jtaille,/»y.  n.  Italy 

jubaltare,  pr.  n.  Gibraltar 

Jubbe,  «.  a  veffel  for  holding  ale  or  wine 

Judicum,  the  book  of  Judges  ;  fo  Metumorphofeas 
is  put  for  the   Metamorphofis   of  Ovid,   and 
Eneidos  for  the  jEneis  of  Virgil 
?j  «.  Fr.  a  judge 

^  uil,/>r.  n.  the  month  of  July 

upardie,  n.  as  jeopardie 

upartie,  n.  Fr.  jeopardy 

uftice,  «.  Fr.  a  judge 

ufHnian,  pr.  n.    The  law  referred  to  is  in  the 

Code,  1.  xi.  tit.  35,  De  medicantiiius  validis 
Juvenal,  pr.  n.  the  Roman  fatirift 


K. 


Kalender,  n.  Lat.  a  calendar,  a  guide  or  director 
Kalendes,  n.  pi.  Lat.  the  firit  day  of  the  month, 

the  beginning  of  any  thing 
Kaynard,  n.  a  term  of  reproach 
Kele,  -v.  Sax.  too  cool 
Kembed,  kemped,  part.  p*.  Six,  combed 
Kemelin,  n.  Sjx.  a  tub 
Kenelm,/>r.  «.  Sse  his  life  in  all  the  edit,  of  the 

Englifh  Golden  Legend 
Kepc:,  n.  Sax,  care,  attention 
Kcpc,  v.  to  take  care 
Kerchef,  n.  a  corruption  of  coverchief 
Kernels,  n,  pi.  Fr.  battlements 
Kers,  n.  Sax.  watercreffes ;  of  paramours  neraught 

he  not  a  kers,  he  cared  not  a  rufh  for  love  : 

creffe  is  ufed  in  the  fame  fenfe 
Kerver,  n.  Sjx.  a  carver 
Keffe,  v.  Sax.  to  kifs 
Kefte,  fa.  t.  kiffcd 
Ketche,  v.  T.  iii.  as  cacche 
Kevere,  v.  Fr.  to  cover,  it  fignifies  to  cover 
Kichel,  n.  Sax.  a  little  cake 
Kid,  kidde,  fa.  t.  &  part,  of  kithe,  made  known, 

difcovered 

Ivike,  v,  Sax.  to  kick 

Kin,  n.  Sax.  kindred  ;  by  my  fader  kin,  by  my  fa 
ther's  kindred 
Kin,  adj.  of  the  fame  nature 
Kind,  n.  Say.,  nature 
Kindly,  adv.  naturally 
Kinrede,  n.  kindred 
Kirtcl,  n.  Sax.  a  tunick  or  waiftcoat,   in  kirtels 

and  none  other  wede  ;  qui  tjloient  en  pure  cottes, 

orig. 
Kithe,  v.  Sax.  to  fhew,  to  make  known,  ne  kithe 

hire  jaloufie,  nor  fhew  to  her  any  jealoufy 
Kithed,/»ar/.  pa.  See  Kid 
Kitte,^a.  t.  Sax.  cut 
Knakkcs,  «.  pi.  Sax.  trifling  tricks  :    the   word 

ieems  to  have  been  formed  from  the  knacking 

or  fnapping  of  the  tinge/s  ufed  by  jugglers,  See 


695 


Cot^f.  in  V.  Matajfint*  des  mains  and  Nijuet       <m 

trifling  words,  p.  215 
Knappe,  n.  a  ftiort  fleep,  a  nap 
Knarry,  adj.  Sax.  full  of  gnarres  or  knots 
Knave,  «.  Sax.  a  fervant,  properly  a  boy-fcrvant— 

a  knave-child,  a  male  child — this  boie  k;uv^, 

ce  garcon,  orig. 

Knedde,  part. pa.  of  kneds,  v.  Sax.  kneaded 
Kneen,  knene,  «.  pi.  Sax.  knees 
Knet,  fart.  fa.  as  knit 
Knight,  n.  Sax.  a  fervant,  generally  a  fervant  in 

war,  a  foldier — a  dubbed  knight 
Knighthode,  «.  valour 
Knit,  fart.  fa.  S^x.  joined,  bound — agreed 
Knobbes,  n.  pi.  Sax.  excrefcencies  in  the  ihaps  of 

buds  or  buttons.  See  Knoppe 
Knoppe,  n.  Sax.  a  button— a  rofebud 
Knopped,  pirt.  pa.  buttoned,  faftetied 
Knotte,  n.  Sax.  a  knot  :  in  fome  iaftances  it  is  uf 
ed  in  the  fenfe  of  noeud,  Fr.  for  the  chief  poiat 

or  head  of  a  matter 
Knptteles,  adj.  Sax.  without  a  knot,  without  any 

thing  to  obftruA  or  retard  the  paffage 
Knows,  for  knee 

Knowleche,  «y.  Sax.  to  acknowledge 
Knowleching,  «.  knowledge 
Konning,  «.  as  conning,  cunaing 
Kyke,  v.  Sax.  to  look  lleadfaftly  ;  kijcksn,  Ten:.1 

fpeSare)  Kilian 


L, 


Labbe,  n.  a  blab,  a  great  talker 

Labbing,  part.  pr.  blabbing 

Laced,  part.  pa.  Fr.  tied,  bouad 

Lacert,  n.  Fr.  a  flefhy  mufcle,  fo  termed  from  it* 
having  a  tail  like  a  lizard 

Lache,  adj.  Fr.  fluggifh 

Lacheffe,  «.  Fr.  ilacknefs,  negligence 

Lad,  ladde,  pa.  t.  of  lede,  v.  Sax.  icd,  carried 

Laft,/>0.  t.  &.fa>t.  of  leve,  -v.  Sax.  left 

Laie,  «.  T.  i.  as  lay 

Laied,  p.irt.  pa.  of  lay,  v.  Six. ;  with  orfreys  laied, 
i.  e.  trimmed  :  fo  this  word  is  frequently  uied 
by  Hollinfhed,  vol.  iii.  p.  1317  ;  laid  with  gold 
lace — laid  oa  with  red  tilks  and  gold  lace- 
laid  about  with  filver  lace.  S^e  Couched 

Laine,  inf.  v.  Sax.  to  lay 

L  liners,  «.  pi.  Fr.  ftraps  or  thongs 

Lake,  n.  it  is  difficult  to  fay  what  fort  of  cloth  is 
meant;  lackcn,  Belg.  fignilies  both  linen  ami 
woollen  cloth,  Kilian 

Lakke,  n.  Sax.  a  fault,  a  difgraceful  action,  want 

LiAkk?,  v.  to  find  fault,  to  blame 

Lamben,  n.  pi.  Sax.  lambs 

Langure,  v.  Fr.  to  languifh 

Lapidaire,  a  treatife  on  precious  ftones  fo  entitled  ; 
probably  a  French  tranflation  of  the  Latin 
poeai  of  Marbodus  De  Gemmii,  which  is  trf- 
quently  cited  by  the  name  of  Lapidariui,  Fa 
bric.  B'M.  Med.  JEt.  in  V.  Markodus 

Lappe,  n.  Sax.  a  fkirt  or  lappet  of  a  garment 

Large,  adj.  Fr.  fpacious,  free,  prodigal ;  at  large, 
at  liberty  ;  til  that  was  prime  large,  till  prime 
was  far  fpent 

Largely,  adv.  fully 

La?,  n.  Fr,  a  lace— » 


CH  G  L  O 

I^h4«A«a/.£«.lefr 
JLatehe,«.a*las 

"  .I/     \:     ?     .  :     -      -:-   -:•    --':"  'r\t-_    rJ-7- 


S  S  A  R  Y. 

m.  Fr.  a  leper 


Laton,  *.  Fr.  a  fcmd  of  mbed  metal  of  the 
of  feaai 

-.:/<  .  -:\  :  r."-.c  : '.-••-  ---  '  -.  •- :  f-._vr.  - 
izft  watch  of  the  night ;  *  dkwcar  aatea>  ba- 
"  **•  <V°*  ***  *****  i~*m  atydpue 


The  time  fc**ke  was  o&cn  called  Matm, 
/*»  »  Y.  3*rf*/« 

Lictd,/^  *,.  Fr.  draw. ,  Jaoken  cf  water  ta 
ken  oat  of  a  well 

Lav:nder,  *.  FA.  a  wafiKrwoojaa  or  bendreik. 
|a  &e  pafege  of  2>-»fc  w&kh  i*  here  qaoted, 
£«Ty  i»  called 

Xr  mer&lx.  &e  mai  4>I»'  c  ffizlo 
Di  CCIAT<:  son  tone  ekc«2u  fwni, 
Monc  farmanc,  e  ddk  coxu  TIZMK. 


kpigtt  of  the 
wbofeofofltwe*  wcr<  tfce  iob- 


by  Godefroi*  de  LdgnL  See 
1  ft.  c.  10,  ii.  Tkey  !»•«  been  repeated? 
•rioted  ia  French  prole,  aod  make  a  confidez- 
able  pan  of  the  cwcpiJition  caU^d  JUW// 
jUrtbttr  :  ht»  tfftmttmYittmitntt  if  a  ceeruer  aad 
a  maa  cf  f  alkary  UT«  bete  afladed  to  bdocr. 
o«p*,  ia  his  aote»  vpoa  pactc,  7y-  T. 
has  oap&  vaactovatabiy  reprc£eated  J^o- 
*»  imemurmu  di  Gu*vr*,  mqtu  4/  JSL- 
If  tbere  be  any  futh  m  fcjfiory,  G»- 
aevra  *a»  the  wile  of  Kiag  Arthur.  The  fto- 
ry  ia  Dante,  which  »  &e  occaooa  cf  S%nor 
Voipfs  aote,  is  a  canon*  one  ;  it  i*  alluded  to 
Ivy  Petrarch,  7>««/»  /  ^»tr^s  ia 


Vedi  Clocrra  ,  (fotta,  e  F  akre  aouoti, 
£  /•  «//*j*  /  Artmuu.  - 

laawie,  ,.  Fr.  a  plain  not  ploughed 

JLmvarc*,  ».  /£  ».  larer  > 

JLaarcat,  *^.  Lot.  cr  owned  with  Laortl 


JLaarer,  *.  laorel 

1^.,*^.^*-  loofc;  b»,  Ifland,/^/*/,  Th« 
i  »  the  true  original  of  that  t  rnciiut  ion  of  ad« 
ieArvck  fi>  freqetnt  in  oer  laagaage  ia  lr*  or 
lea  Cflt/fefe/.*  2fr^^>,rX  ^r/.  560.  «  Hoja* 
•*  facnkgn  cmeada  n«n  erat  determmata,  led 


"    So  Chaacer  cfc*  bpuie*.  and  other 


Lawe,  *^.  Jorlow 
L^xMif  ,  «.  Jr.  a  pargseg  medkins 
Lay,  ».  iW.  law,  reLgioa* 
I>«7,  *.  F/-.  a 


-    r;    J   of  ..i,  -r 


Leche, 

•faphyiciaa 
/*  u»  fatal 


eper 

a  f*yu«»;  kcke<nfe,  the 


a 
tf-  a  rca< 


Lcdcn,  *.  &OK.  bagaage 

I  -. . -          •-.-.-..- 


.  a  Irift  by  which  dor,  are  hdd 
Sex.  info.  -t  withoaten  iee^  witL 
«ja>uahr 

agreeabk;al  be 
bTanpkai 

or  pkaa&g—far  kfe  ae  lothe,  for 
eneary;  be  taraed  aM— fior  kvc  DC  lor 
It  (fmtfiimiff  figniie*  plated;  I  t'ac»  i 
to  fafcbe,  1  2m  not  pleakd  to  prate,  1  uU  so 
I------  ---?•'•  -I 


Lqgge,  «.  .V-*  tfr  lay 

,  Fr.  to  cal%  a>  alege 
».  &*.  to  lay 

.  Fr.  ksfure,  of-potimiU 
Lcke,  m.  $**-  ught  ;  ttondcx-kite, 


very  6naU  Til«e 


«.  &JT.  a  kvt  r  or  gallant,  a  auflrea) 
Lende*,  rn.fl.  &*.  thelo-cs 
Lent,  *^.^x.  lean 
Lear,  •*,  &»,  to  lend,  to  grant 

Le&ie,/«.  /.  of  kne 

Lentoo,*.  So*,  the  fcafon  of  Lent 

L'enroy,  Fr.  wa»  a  iiatt  of  pofiicript  feat  with 
poetical  coK-pcitioro*  and  krvmg  eithe. 
cog.aMnd  them  to  the  ttnrtum  of  feme  parti* 
cafar  aeiioOf  or  to  ecforce  what  we  c*il  the 
moral  erf  them.  The  61  fcfi  ftaazatcflne 
Ckrkes  Tale  are  ia  mac*  o  ff  eatkled  X%«*j 
Ar  UMMT  4  Av  »«r»z  ^  »*r,  /ar/*.  Sec  *ilO 
the  ftanzas  at  the  end  of  The  Complaint  of  the 
Mack  Knight,  and  of  Chances'*  Drone 


bdoopng  to  a  lion 
Leopatt,  lepart,  »-  Fr.  a  leopard 
Leoc,*.£r.  people 

Lepandr,  fart.tr.  of  lepe,  ».  SM.  leaping. 
Lepe,  lep,  lor  kpeth, 
-  —  -  -for  leped,/*. 
Lepe,/r.  *.  a  town  it 
Lere,  krrie,  ».  oV^.  to  karc,  to  teacL—  Lercd, 


Leie,  *.  Fr.  askei;  in  lafiie  kie,  in  love'*  ka* 


-  »-  ^^  7* 


Lefeth,  */ 


*.  Sax.  pleafare 
Lefte/fifte,  hrftc,  -»-  to  pkafc ; 
a*  an  imperibnal,  in  toe  tb:: 
it  pJea&th  or  k  plezled;  biai  iafte  to  ride  io, 
k  pkaftd  him  to  ride  fo;  wel  (o  driU:  t*  Icfte. 
k  pleaied  tu  well  to  cVirv  f ,  if  k 

Jlootfb;,  :--£  UX 


GLOSSARY. 


,efte,  adj.  Ssx.fupcrl.  d.  Icaft,  at  the  lefte  way,  at 

the  Icrte,  at  kaft 
.cite,  for  1  •$ 

:t,  v.  Six.  to  leave,  to  omit;  to  leave,  to  per 
mit  ;  let  thy  japes  be  ;  let  the  Sompnour  be, 
to  caufe,  to  hinder 

f>r.  n.  the  river  Lethe 
?tgame,  n.  S.ix.  2.  bin  deter  of  pleafure 

c,  n.  delay,  hinderance 
<ettowe,  pr.  «.  Lithuania 
..ettred,  adj.  Fr.  learned 
-.ettrure,  ictterure,  n.  Fr.  literature 
:ttuarie,  n.  Fr.  an  clecluary 
jve,  v.  for  live 

<eve,  n.  S.ix.  dcfire,  inclination 
iLeve,  adj.  dear.     See  Lefe 

jLeve,  v.  S.ix.  to  believe  —  Leveth,  imp.  m.  id  per  f. 
pi.  ;  leveth  me,  believeth  me  ;  leveth  is  mil- 
printed  for  lefcth 

He  lefeth  more  than  ye  may  doe. 
So  this  verfe  fhould  be  written  : 


Plus  y  pert-il  cjue  vous  ne  faiAes, 


Leve  is  alfo  mifprinted  for  lene 
Leveies,  adj.  Sax.  without  leave 
Leven,  n.  S.ix.  lightning 
Lever,  comp.  d.  of  Ir.fe,   more  agreeable  ;  it  were 

me  lever,  1  hadde  lever,  hire  hadde  lever 
Levefell,  n.  a  leafy  feat,  an  arbour.     I  am  by  no 

means  iatisfied  with  the  explanation  here  given 

of  this  word,    the   interpretation  of  it  in  the 

Prompt,  Par-v.  will  not  help  us  much  ;  "   I^e-ve- 
eel  seforn  a  windowe   or  other  place,  unibra- 
culum" 
Lewfcd,  lewde,  adj.  Sax.  ignorant,  unlearned,  laf- 

civious 

Leye,  v.  S.ix.  as  Ifgge,  to  lay,  to  lay  a  wager 
LeycS,  pf.  «»  Layas  in  Armenia 
Leyte,  «.  Sax.  flame.     See  Leite 
Liard,  pr.  n.  belonged  originally  to  a  horfe  of  a 

gray  colour 
Licenciat,  n.  Lat.  Teems  to  fignify  that  he  was  li- 

cehfed  by  the  Pope  to  hear  confeflions,  &c.  in 

all  places,  independently  of  thelecal  ordinaries 
Liche-wake,  /;.  the  cuftpm  of  watching  with  dead 

bodies 
1/ide,  pr.  n.  Lydia 

s,  «.  fl.  Fr.  i'ubjetfls 
Lien,  pr.  t.  pi.  of  lie  or  ligge 
Lien,/>arf.  /'«.  of  lie  or  ligge,  lain 
Lies,  n.  pi.  Fr.  lees  of  wine,  &c. 
Lieth  is  mifprinted  for  leyeth 
Lifly,  adv.  &.-.Y.  like  the  life 
Ligeance  ,  /;.  Fr.  allegiance 
LH*ge,He,  i>.  neut.  Sax.  to  lie  down 
Ligging,/>0r/./>r.  lying 
Light,  v.  Sax.  to  enlighten^  —  to  make   li^ht  or 

pleafant  —  v.neut.  to  dd'cend,  to  alight 
Ligne,  «.  F>  .  lineage,  lineal  defcent  ;  ligine  fliould 

probably  be  lignee,  to  rhyme  to  compagnee 
Ligne  aloes,  lignum  aloes,  a  very  bitter  drug 
Like,  liken,  -v.  Sux.  to  compare 
Like,  v.  Sax.  to  pieafe;  if  you  liketh,  if  it  plcaf- 

cth  you;  it  liketh  hem,  it  pleafeth  then.1 
Likcrous,  a/fj,  SJK.  gluuonous,  lalciviouj 


Liking,  part.  pr.  pleafing 

Liking.,  n.  pleafure 

Lirnaile,  «.  Fr.  filings  of  any  metal 

Lime,  v.  Sax.  to  fmear  as  with  birdlime 

Limed,  par'-  fa.  caught  as  with  birdlime 

Limed,  part*  pa.  Fr.  polifhed  as  with  a  file 

Limer,  n.  Fr.  linaier,  a  bloodhound,  Du.  362,  5. 

Lime-rod,  a  twig  with  birdlime 

Limitation,  n.  Lai.  a  certain  precinct  allowed  to  a 

lirrutour 
Limitour,  «.  a  friar  licenfed  to  beg  within  a  cer 

tain  diftrifl 

Limmes,  «.  pi.  Sax.  limbs 
Linage,  «.  Fr.  family 
Linde,  n    Sax.  the  limetree 
Lifie,  //.  SJK.  remiffion,  abatement 
Liffe,  v.  n-ttt.  Sax.  to  grow  eafy 
Llffed,  part',  pa.  of  liffe,  v.  Sax.  eafed,  relieved 
Lifte,  -u.     Sec  Lcfte 
Lift.eucth,  imp.   m.   $d  ptrf.  pi,  of  liften,  v.  Sax. 

hearken  ye 
Liftes,  n.pl.  Fr.  lifts,  a  place  enclofed  for  conv 

bats,  &c. 

Litargo,  «.  Fr.  white  lead 
Lite,  adj.  Sjx.  little 
Lith,  n.  Sjx.  A  limb 
Lith,  for  lieth 

Lithe,  «,//.  Sax.  foft,  flexible,  Du.  953. 
Lithe,  v.  S.ix.  to  folten 
Lithcr,  adj_.  Sax.  wicked  ;  [in  the  edit,  itislithy,] 

luther  and  quede.     See  C^iade 
Litherly,  adv.  Sax.  very  ill 
Litling,  S.ix.  very  little 
Livahd,/>a/-*.  f>r.  Sax  living 
Live,  n.  Sax.  life  ;  on  live,  in  life,  alive  ;  lives 

creature,  living  creature;  Jives  body,  living  body 
Lodemanage,   CSee  ,the   j^utc   3  Geo.  I.  c.  13, 
Lodefterre;      7     where  loadmkndgc  is  nfed  re- 
(.     peat^dly  lathe  icnk  o:  pilotage 
Lodefmen,  n.pl.  Sax.  pilots 
Lolt,  adv.  Sax.  on  loft,  on  high,  aloft 
Loge,  n.  Fr.  a  lodge,  habitation 
Logged,  fart.  pa.  Fr.  lodged 


Loke,  v.  Sax.  to  fee,  to  look  upon 

Loken,  Luke,  part.  pa.  of  loke,  v.  Sax.  locked, 

fhut  clofe,  Conf.  Am.  29,  his  one  eye  anon  was 

loke 

Loller,  n.  a  lollard 
Lo'liu.-1,  pr.  n.  a  writer  from  whom  Chaucer  pro- 

fefles  to  have  tranflated  his  poem  of  Trailus 

and  Crefeide 
Lrmde,  «.  Sax.  land 

Londcnoys,  a  Londoner,  one  born  in  London 
Lone,  n.  Sax.  a  loan,  any  thing  lent 
Long,  v.  Sax.  to  belong  ;  longing  for  his  art,  be 

longing  to  his  art,  to  delire 
Long.    See  Along 
Loos,  los,  n.  Fr.  praife  ;  lofts,//. 
Lord,  n.  Sax.  a  title  of  honour  given  to  monks, 

:ts  well  as  to  othsr  perfons  of  fupcriour  rank  ; 

lordes  is  uled  in  thefenfe  of  lordings 
Lordings,  n.  pi.  firs,  mailers,  a   diminutive  of 

lords 

Lordfhip,  n.  Six.  fupreme  power 
Lore,  n.  Sax.  knowledge,  doctrine,  advice 
Lorel,  n.  Sax.  a  good-for-nothing  fellow.     Skin- 

nir  i'uppofcs  it  to  be  derived  from  the  Lat^ 
X  x  iiij 
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lurco;  and  in  the  Promfiorium  Parvulorum  lofel, 
or  lard,  or  lurdcn,  is  rendered  lurco  ;  but  lurco, 
I  apprehend,  fignifies  only  a  glutton,  which 
fails  very  fhorc  of  our  idea  of  a  lorel;  and  be 
tides,  I  do  not  believe  that  the  word  was  ever 
fufficiently  common  in  Latin  to  give  rife  to  a 
derivative  in  Englifh.  One  of  Skinner's  friends 
deduces  it  with  much  more  probability  from 
the  Belg.  [rather  Sax.]  lorcn,  \o$,perditus 

i.orne,fart.fa.  of  lefe,  v.  Sa'x*'lo&,  undone 

Los,  n.  Sax,  lofs 

Loi'cdj^arJ.  fa.  Sax.  loofed 

Lofed,  part.  fa.  Fr.  praifed 

Lofengt,  n.  Fr.  a  quadrilateral  figure  of  equal 
fides  but  unequal  angles,  in  which  the  arms  of 
women  are  ufually  painted  ;  lofynges  fcems  to 
fignify  Jhiall  figures  of  the  fame  form  in  the 
fret-work  of  a  crown 

Lofengeour,  n.  Fr.  a  flatterer 

Loteby,  n.  in  the  orig.  campaigne,  a  private  com 
panion  or  bedfellow  ;  the  concubines  of  'priefts 
are  called  their  lotelnes;  perhaps  it  may  be  de 
rived  from  the  Sax-  loute,  to  lurk 

Loth,  adj.  Sax.  difagreeable,  odious 

Lother,  cowf.  d.  more  hateful 
-  Lotheft,y«/w/.  d.  mcft  unwilling 

Lothly,  ofj.  loathfome" 

Love-dayes,  «./>/.  a  day  appointed  for  the  amicable 
fettlement  of  differences,  was  called  a  love-day 

Love-drinkc,  n.  Sax.  a  drink  to  excite  love 

Love-longing,  n.  Sax.  defire  of  love 

Lovefome,  adj.  Six.  lovely 

Lough,  jfcz./.  of  laugh,  r.  Sax.  laughed 

Louke.  In  fierce  Plough.  20,  wrong  is  called 
a  wicked  lufke,  and  I  learn  from  Cotgrave, 
that  luike  is  a  fynonymoud  word  to  lowt,  lo 
rel,  &c. ;  fo  that  perhaps  louke  may  be  ftill  an 
other  term  for  an  idle  good-for-nothing  fel 
low.  See  Cotg.  in  v.  Lujkt,  Eng.  and  in  v 
Lcricard,  Falourdin,  Fr. 

Loure,  v.  neut.  SJK.  to  look  difcontented 

Louring,  part.  fr. 

Lcute,  if.  Sax.  to  bow,  to  lurk 

Low,  n.  for  law 

Lowlyhede,  n.  Sux.  humility 

Lucan^r.  n.  the  Roman  poet 

Luce,  n.  Lat.  the  fifn  called  a  pike 

Lucina,  pr.  n.  the  moon 

Lulled,  pa.  t.  of  lull,  v.  Sax.  invited  to  fleep 

Lumbardej,  n.  pi.  bankers,  remitters  of  money 

Lunarie,//-.  «.  of  a  herb,  moon  wort 

Lure,  n.  Fr.  a  device  ufed  by  falconers  for  calling 
their  hawks 

Lure,  <v.  Fr.  to  bring  to  the  lure 

Lusfhcburghes,  bale  coins,  probably  firft  import 
ed,  as  Skinner  thinks,  from  Luxen<bourgh 
They  are  mentioned  in  the  Stat.  25.  E.  III.  c 
a.  "  La  ironoie  aj rpelle  Lucynbourg,"  and  in 
fierce  Plough.  fcLSl.  b. 

As  in  Lufhburgh  is  a  luthcr  alay,  yet  loketh 
like  Sterling. 

Luft,  n.     See  Left 

JLufte,  v.     See  Lette 

Luftyhede,  ».  Sax.  pleafure,  mirtji 

Luxurie,  n.  Fr.  lechery 

Lynian,  fr.n.  a  learned  correfpondent,  to  whom 

»m  obliged  for  other  ufe  ful  hincs,  'has  fugeeftcc 


tome  that  Fabriciu?,  upon  the  authority  of  Ghi- 
lini,  has  placed  the  death  of  Joannes  Lu-mnus , 
in  1383,  Bibl.  Mcd.  JEt.  in  v.  This  furnifhes 
an  additional  i  eufoo  for  believing  that  The^J 
Canterbury  Talcs  were  compofed,  or  at  Icaft 
collected  into  a  body,  after  that  period 


M. 


Mac?,  n.Tr.z  club 

Machabe,  pr.  n.  the  booka  of  the  Maccabees 

Macrobes,  pr.  n.  Microbius,  Du.  2^4  ;  the  author 
of  the  commentary  on  the  Somiuum  Scipionis 
of  Cicero 

Madde,  -v.  Sax.  to  be  mad 

Madrian.  I  have  found  that  the  French  have  a 
faint  called  Materne — but  Mr.  Steevens,  with 
much  more  probability,  fuppofes  that  the  pre 
cious  body  by  which  the  Hoft  fwears  was  that 
of  St.  Mathurin.  See  his  ftory  in  The  Golden 
Legende,  edit.  1527,  by  Wirikin  de  Worde, 
151,  b.  :  "  Tlian  toke  they  the  precious  boJy, 
"  and  enoyntedit  with  moche  reverence;  and 
"  when  they  had  laid  it  in  the  erth,  on  the 
"  morowe  they  came  to  the  fepulture  and 
"  found  the  hoty  body  above  the  erth  nigh  un- 
"  to  the  lame  lepukure,  and  than  were  they 
"  all  abasfhed,  and  wyft  not  what  to  do."  It  • 
feems  the  knights  who  had  brought  him  out  of 
France  had  promifcd  that  if  he  died  on  his 
journey  he  mould  be  fent  back  and  buried 
"  where  as  they  had  taken  him,"  and  there 
fore  his  body  would  not  ftay  in  the  ground  till 
it  was  depofited,  according  to  promife,  in 
France,  wheie  it  afterwards  worked  many  mi- 
racks 

Mafeie,  Fr.  tnafoy,  by  my  faith        * 

Magicien,  «.  Fr.  a  magician 

Magike,  «.  Fr.  ma^ic;  magike,  natural 

Mahownd,  pr.  n.  Mihomet.     See  Du  Gangs  in  v» 

Muille,  n.  Fr.  a  coat  of  mail 

^.l&inte,  fart.  f/a.  ES  meint 

Maintenance/*.  Fr.  behaviour,  Du.  834. 

Maifondewe,  Fr.  maifondieu,  an  holpital 

Maifter,  «.  Fr.  a  fkiiful  artill,  a  maifter  ;  maifter- 
ftrete,  the  chief  ftrect ;  maffter-temple,  the 
chief  temple  ;  maifter-tour,  the  principal  tower 

Maifterful,  adj.  imperious 

Maifterie,  maiftrie,  n.  Ft.  fkill,  fkiiful  manage 
ment,  power,  fuperionty 

J^ove  wol  not  be  conflreined  by  maiftrie. 
Whan  ranlftrie  cometh  the  god  of  love  ano» 
J5cteth  his  wyiges,  and  farewell  he  is  gon. 

I  cite  thefe  elegant  lines  as  I  omitted  toobferve 
before  that  Spenfer  has  inferted  them  in  the 
Faery  Queen,  b.  ii.  c.  I,  ft.  25,  with  very  little 
alteration.,  and  certainly  without  any  improve 
ment  : 

Ne  may  love  be  ccmpell'd  by  maftery, 
For  foon  as  nailery  comes  fweet  loveanone 
Taketh  his  nimble  wings,  and  loon  away  is 
gone. 

A   maiftrie,   a  mafterly  operation  ;   tin  coup  da 
maitre,  for  the  maiftrie 
Maifircffe,  «.  Fr.  miftrefs,  governcf; 
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grave  in  v.  Batn/r,  Batre,  Pc'je,  fo  that  he 
was  a  market-beu-r  atte  full,  may  mean  per 
haps—he  was  ufc.i  to  iwatrgsr  up  and  down 
the  market  when  it  wasfullcft— -a  circumftance 
which  (nits  very  well  with  the  reil  of  his  cha 
racter  \-Market-daibar.  f  train:  feraneus,  Prctnpt. 
Par-u. 

Markis,  n.  Fr.  a  marquis 

Mar kis,  for  mark  ifes,  'gen.  ea.  fmg.;  In  the  fame 
manner  Peneus  is  put  for  Ptiieufes ;  Theftus 
for  Thefcufes ;  Venus  for  Vcnufes ;  Ceres  for 
Cerefes;  Melibeus  lor  Melibeufes  :  Perhaps  it 
might  have  been  prc.  er  to  add  a  mark  of  apo 
cope  to  the  words  i  abbreviated.  As  to  the 
prefent  method  of  •  .  effing  the  genitive  cafes 
of  nouns  ending  i:.  by  adding  another  /  with 
a  mark  of  lyncope,  ..-  PCIICUS'B,  Thefeub's,  Vc- 
nus's,  &c.  it  fccm;  abiurd,  whether  the  addi 
tion  be  intended  to  be  pronounced  or  not.  IB 
the  firft  cafe  the  e  ihould  not  he  cut  out ;  in 
the  fecond  the  i  is  quite  fuperfluous.  But  the 
abfurdity  of  this  practice  is  moft  ftriking  when 
the  genitives  of  monofyllable  nouns  are  thus 
written,  an  ox's  horns,  an  afs's  ears,  a  fifh's 
tail,  St.  James'a  park';  notwithftanding  that 
the  e,  which  is  thus  direcled  to  be  cut  out,  is 
conftantly  and  neceffarily  to  be  pronounced,  as 
if  the  feveral  words  were  written  at  length, 
oxcs,  affcs,  fillies,  Jamefcs 

Markifeffe,  n.  Fr.  the  wife  of  a  marquis 

Marte,  //>-.  «.  Mars 

Martire,  «.  Fr.  martyrdom,  torment 

Martire,  v.  Fr.  to  torment 

Mary,  Marie,  pr.  n.  a,  vulgar  oath  ;  by  Mary 

Mafe,  «.  a  wild  fancy 

Mafe,  v.  neut.  to  doubt,  to  be  confounded 

Mafedneffc,  «.  aftonifhment,  confufion 

Mafclin,  «.  rather  mazerin,  a  drinking-cup.  See 
Dtt  Gauge  in  -v.  Mazer 

Mate,  part.  fa.  of  mate,  -j.  Fr.  dejeded,  ftrucc 
dead  ;  fo  feble  and  mate,  Conf.  Am.  127,  b. 

Matire,  for  matere,  «.  Fr.  matter 

Maugre,  nialgre,  Fr.  in  fpite  of;  maugre  all  thy 
might ;  maugre  thin  eyen  ;  maugre  hire  hed — 
The  original  of  this  expreffion  appears  more 
plainly  in  the  following  paiiages,  1  drede  thou 
canil  me  grete  maugre 


Car  je  cuide,  que  me  fcavez 
Malgre. 


Orig« 


Malgre  his,  with  his  ill  will,  againfl  his  will ; 
mal  gre  ////. 

Mavis,  n.  Sax.  a  thruih 

Mavis  is  probably  a  miftake  for  muis,  «.  //.  Fr. 
the  orig.  has  cent  muys  «'<•  froment ;  the  Paris 
muid  contains  fometlnng  more  than  five  quar 
ters  Englifh 

Maumef, «.  an  idol 

Maumetrie,  w.the  religion  of  Mahomet;  idolatry 

Mawc,  H.  Sax.  the  ftomach 

Maximian,  pr.  n.  the  author  of  fix  elegies  which 
have  been  frequently  printed  under  the  name 
of  Callus :  he  is  faid  by  Fabricius  [£il>l.  Lat. 
t.  i.  p.  297,  cd.  Patav.]  to  have  lived  under  the 
Emperor  Anaftafius,  q.  I.  or  II.  ?  A  tranflation 
or  rather  abridgment  of  thefe  elegieain  Englilh 

-  verf»  is  in  rof.  flu 
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May,  v.  Sax.  to  be  able,  phyfically,  morally.  See 
Mo  we 

May,  «.  Sax.  a  virgin  ;  of  Mary,  moder  and  may, 
a  young  woman 

Maydenhed,  n.  Sax.  virginity 

Meaneliche,  adj.  Sax.  moderate;  mediocribus, 
orig. 

Mebles,  n.  pi.  Fr.  moveable  goods 

Mede,  n.  Sax.  reward,  a  meadow 

Mede,  methe,  meth,  a.  barb.  Lat.  mead,  a  liquor 
made  of  honey 

Medle,  v.  Fr.  to  mix 

Medlee,  adj.  of  a  mixed  (luff  or  colour 

Meinie,  n.  Fr.  houfehold  attendants,  an  army — 
Harleivaynes  meyne.  This  obfcure  phrafe,  I 
think,  may  be  underftood  to  relate  to  a  parti 
cular  fet  of  ghoftly  apparitions  which  were  uf- 
ed  to  run  about  the  country  at  night,  and  were 
called  ill  French  La  mefgnie  de  Hellequin  or  Her- 
Icquin.  The  fulleft  account  that  I  have  feen  of 
them  is  in  L'tffltire  de  Richard  fans  paour,  Due 
de  Normandie^  quifutjils  de  Robert  le  Diable.  In 
one  of  his  rides  he  meets  with  three  black 
knights  whom  he  engages  :  "  Et  quand  les 
«'  Chevaliers  veirent  le  ju  mal  party  pour  eux 
"  ils  monterent  a  cheval  et  s'enfuyrent ;—- et 
"  Richard — chevaucha  apres  eux;  et  ainfi  qu'il 
*'  chevauchoit  il  appercent  une  dance  de  gens 
"  noirs  qui  s'entretenoyent.  Adonc  luy  fou- 
*'  vint  de  la  mefgnie  de  Hellequin,  doilt  il  avoit 
"  autres  foys  ouy  parler."  The  title  of  the 
13ext  chapter  (4-)  is  Cy  divife  de  la  mefgnie  de 
JJellequin  et  qui  il  ejloit.  He  is  there  laid  to 
have  been  a  knight  who,  having  fpent  all 
jhis  fubftance  in  the  wars  of  Charles  Martel 
againft  the  Saracens,  lived  afterwards  by  pil 
lage.  "  Adonc  il  avint  qu'il  mournt  et  tut  en 
"  danger  d'eftre  damme,  maisDieu  luy  fit  pardon, 
*'  pource  que  il  avoit  bacaille  contre  les  Sarnv- 
*'  zins  et  exaulce  la  foy.  Si  fut  condamne  de 
"  Dieu  que  pour  un  tems  de  termine  luy  et 
*'  ceux  de  fon  lignage  feroient  penitence  et 
•*  yroient  toute  la  nuit  parmy  la  tcrre,  pour 
*^leurs  penitences  faire  et  endurer  plafieurs 
*'  maux  et  calamitez."  The  belief  of  fuch 
apparitions  was  certainly  of  great  antiquity  in 
INormandy,  as  they  are  mentioned  by  Orderi- 
cus  Vitalis  under  the  title  of  familia  Herleehinit 
in  a  raoft  extraordinary  flory  related  by  him, 
1.  viii.  p.  695,  and.  1091 ;  and  I  fufpe<5t  that  in 
•s.  paffage  quoted  by  Du  Gauge  in  •».  Herlinini, 
from  P etr.  Blefens,  ep.  14,  we  fhould  read  Htr- 
Ijkini  inftead  of  Hirlinini— r-Gervafe  of  Tilbery, 
\vho  wrote  in  xaii,  mentions  another  fet  of 
apparitions  which  were  called  familia  Arturi. 
Of.  Imper.  Dec.  ii.  c.  iz  ;  "  In  fyivis  Brittannias 
"•  majoris  aut  minoris  confimilia  contigiffe  re- 
*'  feruntur,  narrantibus  nemorum  cuftodibus, 
*'  qaosforf/iarios—  vulgus  nominat,  fe  alternis 
•«  diebus  circa  horam  meridianam,  ec  in  primo 
"  no<5tium  conticinio  fub  plenilunio  luna  lu- 
«'  cente,  fepiflime  videre  militum  copiam  ve- 
«  nantium  et  canum  et  cornuum  ftrepitum, 
*'  qui  fciffitantibus  fe  defocietate  et  familia.  Ar- 
*'  turi  effe  affirmant."  He  had  juft  faid  that 
Arthur,  not  long  before,  had  been  feen  in  a 
palace,  tniro  opere  conjlruflo,  in  a  moft  deliciou; 

galley  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Mount 


whsre  he  had  refided  ever  fince  the  time  of  hi' 
fuppofed  death,  vStinerilus  quotannis  recrudt-fcenti-, 
bus. 

Meint,  fart.  pa.  of  menpe,  v.  Sxx.  mixed,  mingle^' 
Meke,  adj.  Sax.  meek,  humble 
Meke,  <v.  to  become  meek 
Meles,  n.  pi.  Sax.  meals,  dinners,  &c.  Du.  612. 
Mele-tide, «.  Sax.  dinner-time 
Melle,  -v.  Fr.  to  meddle 
M.lle,  n.  for  miile 

Memorie,  n.  Fr.  remembrance;   to  be  drawn  to 
aiemorie ;  to  be  recorded  ; 

And  for  to  drawe  into  memorye 
Her  names  bothe  and  her  hiftorye. 

Conf.  Am.  f.  9$, 

Memorie,  v.  to  remember 

Mendiants,  n.  pi.  Fr.  friars  of  the  begging  orders 

Mene,  v.  Sax.  to  mean,  to  intend 

Mene,  «.  Fr.  moyen,  a  mean  or  inftrument ;  where 

the  orig.  has  mezzanv,  a  procurer.     Menes%  pi. 
Mene,  adj.  middle 
Meniverc,  n.  Fr.  a  fort  of  fur 
Mercenrike,/ir.  n.  the  kingdom  of  Mercia 
Mercia,  pr.  n.   Marfayas  is  probably  meant,  but 

cur  poet,  I  know  not  upon  what  authority,  has 

turned  him  into  a  female 
Merciable,  adj.  Fr.  merciful 
Meritorie,  adj.  Fr.  meritorious 
Merke,  «.  Sux.  a  mark,  an  image;  all  the  merke 

of  Adam,  all  the  images  of  Adam,  all  man- 
mind 

Merke,  adj.  Sax.  dark 
Merlion,  «.  Fr.  emerillon,  a  merlin,  a  fort  of 
Mervailie,  n.  Fr.  wonder,  marvel 
Mery,  adj.  Sax.  merry,  pleafant 
Mes,   at  gode  mts,    fhould  probably  be  at 

"nefs;  the   orig.   has  en   ben  faint.     Sec 

nefs 

Mefe,«.  for  meffe 
Mefel,  n.  Fr.  a  leper 
Mcfelrie,  n.  Fr.  leprofy 
Meffage, «..?>.  a  meffenger 
Mcffagerie,  pr.    n.   a   fi<5Htious  attendant  in 

temple  of   Venus  ;  Boccace  calls  her  Ruffiai 

fbefeda,  b.  vii. 

Mcfle,«.  Fr.  the  fervice  of  the  mafs 
Mefte,  adj.  Sjx.fupcrl.  d.  as  mofte 
Meturable,  adj.  Fr.  moderate 
Meiure,  «.  *r,  moderation 
Metamorphofeos,  Metamorphofofe,   Ovid's 

tamorphofis.     See  Judicum 
Mete,  adj.  Sax.  fitting,  convenient 
Mete,  «.  Sax.  meat ;  during  the  metes  fpace,  < 

ing  the  time  of  eating 
Mete-borde,  n.  Sax.  an  eating-table 
Metely,  adj.  proportionable 
Mete,  i/.  Sax.  to  meet,  to  dream 
Mette,  met,  £a.  t.  dreamed';  1  mette,  me 

dreamed 

Metriciens,  «.  pi.  writers  in  verfe 
Mevablc,  adj.  Fr.  moveable 
Mewe,  «.  Fr.  a  cage  for  hawks  while  they  mew  or 

change  their  feathers,  a  cage  in  generator  any 

fort  of  confinement ;  in  mewe,  in  fecret 
Mewet,  adj.  Fr.  mute ;  in  mcwet,  dumbly,  fpeak-* 

ing  inwardly 


GLOSSARY. 


icher,  «.  a  fhlef,  lierres  orig.  my  chin  or  pryvc- 
ly  ftelyn  finale  things  ;  furripio,  Prompt.  Parv. 
igjht,  fn.  t.  of  may,  v.  Say.  was  able,  mighten, 
pi. 

ight,fari.fa.  if  godely  had  he  might,  if  he  had 
been  able  with  propriety 
'ight,  n.  S^x.  power,  ftrength 
ilid'op,  n.  an  effeminate  fellow 
iinjs-jlones,  n.  pi.  Sex.  millftones 
mde,  n.  SJK.  remembrance,   Conf.  Am.  148,  as 
the  bokes  maken  minde 
"me,  v.  Fr.  to  penetrate 
iniitralles,  ».  pi.  Fr.  minftrels 
iniilres,  n.  fi.  Fr.  officers  oi  juftice,  minifters, 
minftrels 

Inorefle,  n.  a  nun  under  the  rule  of  St.  Clare, 
Du  Gangs  in  v.  Minortffa.  It  is  not  clear,  how 
ever,  why  Chaucer  has  likened  H:ite  to  a  fifter 
of  this  order  ;  his  original  gave  him  no  autho 
rity 

inour,  n.  Fr.  a  miner 

inilralcie,  ».  Fr.  mufic,  mufical  inftruments 
prrour,  a.  Fi .  a  lookingglafs 
lirtheles,  adj.  Sax.  without  mirth 
IliSf  adv.  ill,  amifs  ;  it  is  often  to  be  fupplied  to 
a  fccond  verb,   hr.ving  been  expreffed  in  com- 
jpofuion  with   a  former  ;  if  that  1  misfptke  or 
I  lay ;  that  hire  mifdoth  or  faith  ;  thtre  is  no- 
I  thing  misfaide  nor  do,  Du.  528 
lis,  n.  a  wrong 

lif-acccmpted,  fart.  pa.  mifreckoned 
lif-aventure,  n.  misfortune 
ffif-avifc,  v.  to  advifc  wrongly 
lif-bodcn,^ar/.  pa.  of  mil-bedr,  injured 
jlif-borne,  ;»<?/•  f.  pa.  of  mif-bere,  mifbehayed 
lifchance,  n.  Fr.   misfortune  ;  with   mifchance. 
1  See  With 

ttifcfeefe,  n.  Ft;  misfortune 

pifcoveting,  «.  fhould  probably  be  mifcpmpting; 
nefcompter,  prig. 

ftif-departe,  i>.  to  diftribute,  wrongly 
(Tifericorde,  «.  Fr.  mercy,  pity 
Iif-el'e,  n.  uneafmefs 

fcii-ioryave,  fa.  t.  of  mif-foryave,  mifgavc 
ffif-gied,^jr/.  fa. of  mif-gie,  mifguided 
flii-gon,    Mif-go,   fart.   fa.    of    mil-go,    gone 
I  wrong 

ttif-happing,  fart.fr.  falling  amifs 
Hii-iede,  v.  to  conduit;  amifs 
ttil-hved,  fart,  fa.  having  lived  to  a  bad  pur- 
Ipofe 

lil-nietre,  v.  to  fpoil  the  metre  of  verfes  by  writ- 
ling  or  reading  them  ill 
ttil-late,  fa.  t.  of  mif-fit,  mifbecame 
aif-fayde,^ar/.^a.  of  mil-fay e,  ill-fpoken  of 
ttif-iayer,  n.  an  evil  fpeaker 
ttiffe,  v.  Sax.  to  fa,'l 
ttifle-metre,  v.  See  Mif-mefre 
liftake,  v.  to  take  a.  wrong  part,  to  tranfgrefs  ; 
[mefprem'ire,  orig. 

ttillese,   n.  Fr.   trade,   occupation^— condition   of 
life;  what  miftere  men  ye  ben,   what  kind  of 
I  men  ye  are — need 
'[iftiheCe,  n.  Sax.  darknefs 
tiltily,  adv.  Sax.  darkly 
liftrill,  -v.  for  millruft 

-waie,  n.  a  wrong  way 
lif-wtnt,  fart.  fa.  of  jni:«wez}de,  gone  anufs 


M:f-wrire,  v.  to  write  wrong 

Mitaine,  n.  Fr.  a.  glove 

Mitche,  11.  Fr.  a  nianchet,  a  loaf  of  fine  bread 

Mite,  n.  Sax.  a  fmali  worm 

Mixen,  n.  Sax.  a  dunghill 

Mo,  fot  me 

Mo,  lor  more,  adj.  comf.  ad-v.  camp. 

Mochel,  moche,  adj.  Sax.  great  in  quantity,  iq 
number,  in  degree — aJv.  much,gieatly 

Moder,  modie,  n.  Sjix.  mother-r— the  matrix  or 
principal  plate,  of  the  aftrolabe,  AJlr. 

Moifon,  n.  Fr.  harveft,  growth 

Muift,  moifty,  adj.  Fr.  new 

Moke!,  n.  may  perhaps  fignify  fize,  magnitude,  as 
michd  feems  to  be  ufed  in  that  fenie  in  Pierce 
Plough.  80,  b.  of  one  michel  and  might 

Molefhe,  «.  Fr.  trouble 

Molte,/»«,l  of  melte,  v.  Sax  trelted,  part.pa», 

Monche,  i/,  to  thew 

Mone,  n.  Si.x  the  moon— lamentation 

Moncfte,  v.  Ft;  to  admomfh 

Moniouis,  n.  pi,  Fr.  coiners:  in  the  orig.  it  is 
jaulx  monnoyeurs 

Monftie,  n.  Fr.  a  monfter  or  prodigy — a  pat* 
tern 

Mood,  n.  Sax.  anger 

Morcels,  n.  pi.  Fr.  morfels 

More,  adj.  camp  Sax.  greater  in  quantity,  in  num 
ber  and  decree — adv.  comf.  it  is  ufnally  joined 
to  adjectives  and  adverbs  to  exprefs  the  cow  p.  deg. 

Mormal,  «.  a  cancer  or  gangreuc 

morter,  n.  Fr.  a  fort  of  waxlight 

Mirtifie,  v.  Fr.  to  kill,  (fpeaking  of  quickfilver) 

Mortrewes,  n.  Lord  Bacon,  in  his  Nat.  Hill,  c.1 
48,  fpeaks  of  a  mortrefs  made  with  the  brawn 
of  capons  Itamped  and  (trained.  He  joins  it  with 
the  cullice  (couiis')  of  cocks.  It  ieems  to  have 
been  a  rich  broth  or  foup,  in  the  preparation  of 
which  the  fieth  was  flamped  or  beat  in  a  mor 
tar,  from  whence  it  probably  derived  its  name, 
une  mortreufe,  though  1  cannot  lay  that  I  have 
ever  met  with  the  trench  word 

Morwe,  n.  Sax-  the  morning  ;  in  the  morning  of 
the  following  day— To-morwe,  1  believe,  al 
ways  mean*  the  tollowing  day,  and  it  includes 
the  whole  day  ;  to-morwe  at  night 

Morwening,  n.  Sax.  the  morning,  morweninges,//. 

Mofei,  N.  Fr.  the  muzzle,  mouth  of  a  beult 

Moile,  adj.fuferl.  Sax.  gie:itelh  in  quantity,  in 
number,  in  degree — ad-v.  juptrl.  it  is  ufualiy 
joined  to  adjectives  u.nd  aavcrbs  to  exprefs  the 
Superlative  aegree 

Molt,  v.  Sax.  muft  ;  Morten,//. 

Mote,  v.  Sax-  muft,  may ;  Moten,  pi. 

Mote,  «.  Sax.  an  atom 

Mothe^,  «.  //.  Sax.  moths 

Motif,  n.  Fr.  a  motive,  incitement 

Alought,/a.  t.  of  mowe,  i>.  Sjx.  might 

Mouie,  v.  Sax.  to  grow  mouidy 

Alouied,  fart.  fa. 

Moun,  for  mowen,  fr.  t.  pi.  of  mowe,  v.  Sax* 
may 

Moumance,  n.  Fr.  amount  in  value  ;  in  quantity; 
not  full  the  mountance  of  a  mile,  Conf.  AM* 
187. 

Mourdant, «.  Fr.  the  tongue  of  a  buckle 

Mowe,  v.  Sax.  may,  to  be  able.  Mowen,  //.— 
it  ^s  fciueunics  uie-1  in  the  inf.  m.  which  thou 


GLOSSARY. 


fhalt  not  movve  fufFre,  which  thou  fiiait  not  b 
able  to  endure — to  mowea  fuche  a  knight  dom 
live  or  die,  to  be  Able  to  make  fuch  a  knight  to 
live  or  die- — flie  ihould  not  con  ne  mow  attaine 
{he  fnould  not  know  nor  be  able  to  attain 

Movve,  n.  Fr.  a  diftortion  of  the  mouth  ;  what  do 
I  than  but  laugh  and  make  a  mowe  ?  Lydg 
Tra.  137. 

Mowing,  «.  ability.  In  the  following  paffage  ii 
feems  to  be  ufed  as  a  gerund ;  that  fhrcwes  weren 
difpoiled  of  mowing  to  don  yvel 

Much,  muc.hel.  See  Miche 

Muckre,  v.  Sax.  to  heap 

Mue,  i>.  Fr.  to  change 

Muet,  adj.  Fr.  dumb,  mute 

Mullok,  n.  Sax.  dung,  rubbifh 

Multiplication,  *.  Fr.  the  art  of  making  gold  and 
filver 

Multiplie,  v.  Fr.  to  make  gold  and  filver 

Mufard,  «.  Fr.  a  mufer  or  dreamer 

Mufe,  v.  Fr.  to  gaze 

Myfeif,  myfelve,  myfelven.  See  Self 


N. 


Na,  for  no 

N'adde,  for  re  hadde,  had  not 

Kaile,  n.  Sax.  a  nail ;  by  nailes,  by  Goddes  nailes, 
ah  •ath 

Nakere,  «.  a  kind  of  brazen  drum  ufed  in  the  ca 
valry.  See  Da  Gangs  in  v.  Nacara 

Hale,  n.  Sax.  an  alehoufe.  But  I  am  the  lefs  in 
clined  to  adopt  Skinner's  explanation  of  this 
•Word,  becaufe  I  obferve  that  ale  alone  is  com 
monly  put  for  an  alehoufe,  and  I  cannot  find 
that  nale  is  ever  ufed,  except  where  it  fol 
lows  the  prepofition  atte.  In  the  paffage 
in  Phrce  Plough.  $z,  b.  the  Gotten  mf.  Vtfp.  B. 
xvi.  has  at  the  ale  ;  and  fo  in  Pierce  Plough.  26, 
b.  with  idle  tales  at  the  ale. — Robert  of  Brunne's 
tr inflation  of  Manuel  des  Pee6eetttK{.  JBodl.  2313, 
fol,  i ; 

In  gaymes,  in  feflys,  and  at  the  ale. 

fol.  38.  Or  yf  thou  leddefl  any  man  to  the  ale. 
I  fufpec-l  therefore  that  nale,  in  thofe  few  paf- 
fages  in  which  it  is  found,  fliould  be  confidered 
as  merely  a  corruption  which  has  arifen  from 
the  mifpronunciation  and  confequent  mifwrit- 
"ing  of  atte  nale  for  atten  ale.  A  fimilar  cor- 
ruptioa  feems  to  have  taken  place  in  the  name 
of  that  celebrated''  perfonage  in  our  law  Mr. 
John  A-Noke,  whofe  original  appellation,  I  be 
lieve,  was  John  Atten  Oke,  as  that  of  his  con- 
ftant  antagonift  was  John  Atte  Stile  jlm.  Atte 
Stile  is  a  name  in  Pierce  Plough.  23,  b.  and 
there  are  many  others  of  the  fame"  form,  as 
Atte-cliff,  Atte  -ley,  Atte-well,  Atte-wood,  &c. 
That  the  letter  n  is  apt  to  pafs  from  the  end  of 
one  word  to  the  beginning  of  another,  we  have 
an  inftance  in  newt,  which  has  certainly 
been  formed,  by  corruption,  from  an  ewt  or 
eft;  and  perhaps  nedder,  n.  Sax.  may  have  been 
formed  in  the  fame  way  from  an  adder  :  the 
word  in  the  Teutonic  is  adder,  as  we  write  it 
now,  ^yithouc  the  initial  :;.  The  £uns  corrup- 


tions  have  happened  in  other  languages.    S<| 

the  notes  of  Signer  Redi  upon  his  fiasco  in  1$ 

cana,  p.  133,  4,  5,  182,  3. 
N'am,  for  ne  am,  am  not 
Name,/i«.  /;  of  nime,  v.  S >,r.  took 
Nappe,  v.  Sax.  to  fleep.     See  Knap 
Narcotickes,  «.  f>L  Fr.  Gt.  drugs  caufing  fleep 
Narwe,  adj.    Sax.  clofe,  narrow  ;  whan  they  her 

narwe  avifc,  when  they  ciofsly  confider  thei 

conduct 

Nas,  for  ne  was,  was  not 
Nafo,  pr. ».  P.  Ovidius  Nafo.    See  Ovid 

Nat,  adv.  Sax.  not 

Natal,  adj.  Lat.  prefiding  over  nativity 

Natheleffe,  nathcles,  adv.  Sax.  not  the  lefs,  never 
thelefs 

Nation,  n.  Fr.  nation — family 

Naught,  nought,  «.  Sax.  nothing 

— ,  adv.  not,  not  at  all,  it  may  more  proper 
ly  perhaps  be  confidered  as  a  noun  uied  adver 
bially.  Ste  Nothing 

Nay,  adj.  Sax.  it  feems  to  be  ufed  fometimes  as 
a  noun  ;  it  is  no  nay,  it  cannot  be  denied 

Nay,  i).  to  deny 

Ne,  adv.  Sax.  not ;  ne  had  he  ben  holpcn,  had  he 
not  been  helped 

Ne,  cenj.  Sax.  nor 

Nece,  n.  Fr.  a  niece — a  coufin 

Ncceffaire,  adj.  Fr.  neceflury 

Nede,  n.  Sax.  nted,  necdh'ty 

Nedc,  v.  is  generally  uied  as  an  imperfonal ;  it 
nedeth  thee  nought  teche ;  nedeth  him  no 
dwale  ;  neded  no  more  to  hem  to  go  ne  rid 

Nedeful,  adj.  diftreft,  indigent 

N?dely,  adv.  necefiarily 

Nedes,  nede,  adv.  necclfarily ;  it  is  ufually  joined 
with  muft 

Nedder,  n.  Sax.  an  adder  ;  Neders,  //. 

Neighe,  aaj.  &x.  nigh 

Neighe,  v.  to  approach,  to  come  near 

Nekke,  «.  Sax.  the  neck  ;  nekkc-bonc 

Nempne,  v.  Sax.  to  name 

Ner,  adv.  Sax.  near 

Nere,  cvmp.  d.  nigher  ;  never  the  nere,  never  the 
nigher  ;  nere  and  nere,  nigher  and  nigher  j 
ferre  ne  nere,  later  nor  earlier 

N'ere,  for  ne  were,  were  not;  n'ere  it,  were  it 
not ;  n'ere  the  friendfhjp 

Nerfc,  n.  Fr.  nerve,  finew 

Ntfhc,  adj.  Sax.  foft,  tender;  Nefch  and  hard 

Nete,  «.  Sax.  neat  cattle 

Nether,  adj.  comf.  Sax.  lower 

Nettle  in  dock  out.     See  Raket 

Neven,  v.  Sax.  to  name 

Nevew,  »'.  Fr.  a  nephew— a  grandfon 
Newe,  adj.  Sax.  new,  frefh 

Ncwe,  adv.  newly ;  newe  and  newe,  again  andf 
again;  all  newe;  of  newe,  newly,  lately;  all 
new,  anew,  afrefh 
Newe,  v.  to  renew 

wed,  part.  fa.  renewed 

tfewefangel,  adj.  defirous  of  new  things 

tf  ewcfangelneffe, «.  inconftancy 
exte,yj//<f/-/.  d.  nigheft;  it  generally  Cgnifies  the 
nigheft,  following,  but  fometimes  the  nighcft- 
preceding 

!^'hath,  for  ne  hath,  hath  not 
Nice,  adj,  Fr.  foolilh 


GLOSSARY. 

Not-hed,  a  head  like  a  nut 
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Nother ,  cunj.  Sax.  nor,  neither 

N'other,  adj.  Sax.  for  ne  other;  neither  n'other, 
nor  one  nor  other ;  he  n'is  in  neither  n'othcr 
habite ;  neutro  eji  habitu,  orig. 

Nothing,  adv.  Sax.  not,  not  at  all 

Nouches,  n.  pi.  It  is  probable,  I  think,  that 
nowbe  is  the  true  word,  an^  that  ouche  has  heen 
introduced  by  a  corruption  the  reverfe  of  that 
which  has  been  taken  notice  of  in  Nate.  See 
Du  Gangs  in  i>.  Nocbia  and  Nufeat  and  Sclilter, 
GlofT.  Teut.  in  v.  Nuofei,  from  whence  it  ap 
pears  that  nufcbin,  Teut.  flguifies  fbulay  a  clafp 
or  buckle.  As  thefe  were  fome  of  the  mo  ft 
ufeful  inflruments  of  drefs  they  were  probably 
fome  of  the  firft  that  were  ornamented  with 
jewels,  by  which  means  the  name  by  degrees 
may  have  been  extended  fo  as  to  include  feve- 
ral  other  forts  of  jewels;  the  fame  thing  may 
have  happened  in  the  cafe  of  the  word  broche, 
[fee  above]  which  indeed  feems  originally  to 
have  been  a  French  expreffion  for  noutbc 

Nought,  n.  &  adv.  Sax.     See  Naught 

Nouthe,  adv.  Sax-  now 

Novelries, //./•/.  Fr.  novelties 

Now,  adv.  Snx.  now  and  now,  once  and  again  i 
now  adayes,  in  thefe  days 

Nowel,  n.  Fr.  Chrittmas 

Noyfaunce,  n.  Fr.  offence,  trefpafs 


O,  for  ho.    See  Ho 

O,  adj.  for  on,  one ;  in  the  curious  old  ballad  on 
the  battle  of  Lewes,  [Anc.  Poet.  v.ii.  p.  4. 1.  lo.J 
oferling  ihould  be  written,  I  believe,  o  ferling, 
i.  e.  one  farthing 

Obeyfance,  n.  Fr.  obedience  ;  obeyfing 

Obey  fan  t,  fart.  pr.  Fr.  obedient;  obeyfing 

Obfequies,  n.  fl.  F/.  funeral  rites 

Obfervance,  «.  Fr.  refpect 

Oblerve,  v.  Fr.  to  refpeft,  to  pay  regard  to 

Occident,  n.  Fr.  the  weft 

OiStavien,/>r.  «.  1  do  not  fuppofe  that  Auguftns 
is  meant,  but  rather  the  fabulous  empcrour 
who  is  the  fubjeft  of  a  romance  entitled  O&a- 
i)lan  Imperator^  mf.  Cotton,  Calig.  ii.  See  Percy's- 
Catalogue,  n.  18.  The  fame  Odlavian,  I  appre 
hend,  was  celebrated  in  a  piece  of  Arras  hang 
ings  which  made  part  of  the  furniture  of  Hen 
ry  V.  and  is  thus  delcribed  in  the  inventory, 
Mot.  Par  I.  2.  Hen.  VI.  Item  I  autre  fece  d  arras 
D  or  q  comence  en  I  eftorie,  L.C  Odlavion  Roy  dc 
Rome 

Ocy,  ocy,  the  nightingale's  note 

O^rthrow,  for  overthrow,  fart.  fa.  Sax»  over 
thrown 

Oetus,  pr.  n.  ./Eetes 

Of,  adv.  SJK.  off 

Offended,  part,  fa  Fr.  hurt 

Offcnfioun,  «.  offence,  damage 

Offertorie,  ».  Fr.  a  part  of  the  ma& 

Offring,  /;.  Fr.  offering  at  mafs 

Oft,  ofte,  adv.  Sax.  often  :  often- Cth,  often* 
times 

Dinenient,  rr.  Fr.  ointment 

OiiLunr,  ».  Fr.  elephant 


GLOSSARY. 


Olivere?,  n.  pi.  Ft-.  <»iiv;-:rees 

Omer,/r.  n.  Homer 

Cn,  prep.  Say.  in  ;  on  live,  In  life,  alive  ;  on  twelve 

in  twelve  ;  on  hunting  ;  on  hawking.     Sec  A 

prep% — upon;  on  to  fee,  to  look    upon.     Licur 

gus  daughter,  fairer  on  to  fene — fo  this  line  i 

•written  in  mf.  Badl. 

On,  adj.  S.ix.  one;  v'ter  on,  alike  ;  they  -vver-  a 
on,  thty  were  agreed  ;  ever  in  on.  continually 
I  mine  on,  I  fingie,  I  by  my  fell;  and  thus  ] 
went  widewher  walking  mine  one  ;  non  faw 
but  he  one  ;  all  him  one 
Onde,  n.  Sjx.  zeal,  malice ;  ny  the  and  onde 
Oned,  part.  fa.  Sax.  made  one,  united 
Ones,/)/.  °f  on  >  we  three  ben  aile  ones,  we  thre 

are  all  one 
Ones,  adv.  Sex.  once ;  at  ones,  at  once,  at  the 

fame  time 

Onhed,  n.  Sax.  uni'y 
Only,  ad-o .  Sax.  al  only,  folely 
Ony,  aJj.  Six.  any 

Open-ers,  n.  S.ix.  the  fruit  of  the  medlar  tree 
Open-heded,  adj.  bareheaded 
Opie,  n.  Fr.  opiani 
Oppreffe,  v.  Fr.  to  ravifh 
O  ppf  effe  d ,  fart.  fa. 
Oppreffion,  n.  rape 
Or,  adv.  Sjx-  er,  before 
Oratorie,  «.  Fr.  a.  chapel,  n  clofet 
Ordal,  n.  Six.  judicial  trhl.     See  Killan  In  v.  Oo 
detl,  and  Hickes  Di//lrf.   Etiji.  p.   149.     It   is 
poffible  however  that  Chau:er  may   have  ufed 
this  word  in  its  mere  confined  fenfe,  for  a  trial 
by  fire  or  water,  without  confidering  whether 
fuch  trials  were  praclifed  at  Troy. 
Orde,  n.  Sux.  a  point 

Ordered,  part.  pa.  ordained  in  holy  ordrrs 
Orders  four,  the  four  orders  of   mendicant  friars 
Ordinance,  n.  Fr.  orderly,  difpofition 
Ordfnat,  part.  pa.  orderly,  regular 
Ore,  n.  S~ix.  grace,  hvour 
Orrwell,  pr.  n.  a  feaport  in  Eflex 
Orfrays,  «.  Fr.  gold  embroidery.     See  Du   Cangc 

in  v.  Aurifrigla 
Orient,  ».  Fr.  the  eaft 

Origenes, pr.  n.     In  the  Hft  of  Chaucer's  t Works 
he  fays  of  himfslf,  that 

He  made  alfo,  gon  is  a.  grete  while, 
Origcnc?  upon  the  Maudelaine— — 

meaning  I  fuptpofe,  a  tranflation  into  profe  or 
verfe  of  the  homily  &  Maria  Magdaleni,  which 
has  been  commonly,  though  falfely,  attributed 
to  Oricren.  V.  Gpf.  Qngmu,  t.  ii.  p.  291,  ed.  Pa- 
ri?,  1604.  I  cannot  believe  that  the  poem  entitled 
The  Lamentation  of  Mirie  MagdaMne,  which 
is  in  all  the  editions  of  Chaucer,  is  really  that 
work  of  his ;  it  can  hardly  be  countered  as  a 
tranflation  or  even  imitation  of  the  homily, 
and  the  co:npofitipn,  in  every  rtfpe»ft,  is  infi- 
sitely  meane'r  than  the  worfl  of  his  genuine 
pieces 

Orifont,  n.  Fr.  the  horizon 

Orloge,  n.  Fr.  a  clo-k  or  dial 

Orpiment  pr.  n.  a  mineral  fo  called 

Other,  j./j.  S;x.  alter,  Lit.  the  other  of  two ;  o- 
thers,  gen,  ca. 


Other,  a:Jj.  S:z.  alii.s,  Lai. 

Other,  «;.•/'.  S:i\~.  or  either 

Ouche.     S^c  Nouche 

Over,/>r^.  Sax.  above  ;  over  all,  in  every  cafe,< 

every  fide 

Over,  adj.  Sjx.  upp?r 
Overeft,  fupcrt.  d.  uppermoft 
Over-a^ret,  adj.  SJK.  too  great 
Over-ladde,  part.  pa.  overborn  ;  do  not  the  peop  i 

opprefTj  nor  ovcrlede,  Lydg.  Tru. 
Over-Jive,  v.  S.ix.  to  outlive 
Over-merily,  ad-j.  S.:x.  too  merrily 
Over-moche,  adj.  Six.  too  great 
Over-nome,  part.  pa.  of  over-time,  v.  Sjx.  ove  i 

taken 

Over-fpradde,  pa.  t.  Sax.  overfpread 
Overte,  a.ij.  Fr.  open 
Overthrew, /a. /.  of  overthrow,  v.  neut.   Six.  fc 

down 

Overthrowing,  ^ir/.  ^r.  S:x.  falling  headlong;  1: 
overthrowing    way,  prt^'rpiti   via,   orig.  ;  an 
therfore  clepeth  Cafliodore  poverte  the    mode 
of  ruine,  thac  is  to  fay,   the  moder  of  over 
throwing  or  falling  doun 
Over-thwart,  adv.  S-x.  acrofs,  over  againft 
Over-timeliche,  ad-j.  S.ix.  too  early 
Ovidc,pr.  n.     Our  Author  feems  to  have  bee' 
well  acquainted  with  the  bed  part  of   Ovid' 
works  ;  moft  of  the  hiflories  in  his  Legencfe  o  ! 
Good  Women  are   taken   from   the    Kpiftols 
Heroidum  or  the  Metamorphof?s ;  that  of  Lu 
crece  ihews  that  he  had  read  the  Fafti 
Oujrht,  n.  S.ix.  any  thing,  adv.     See  Aught.    Th< 
difference  has  arifen  merely  from  the  diffcren 
ufages  of  writing  a  or  o  for  one 
Ought,  pa.  t.  of  owe 

Oughten,  oughte.  From  hence,  as  it  feems,  ha» 
bten  formed  a  new  verb  ought,  which  is  verj 
commonly  ufed  in  the  prefent  tenfe  for  owe  in 
both  numbers.  Ought  is  alfo  ufed  as  an  /»• 
perf.  in  the  pr.  and  pa.  t. ;  wel  ought  us  werke, 
well  behoveth  it  u«  to  work  ;  hem  oughte  have 
gret  repentance,  it  behoved  them  to  have  great 
repentance 

Dunding,  n.  Fr.  waving,  imitating  waves 
3ures,  pr.poff.  Sjv.  ours 
3ut,  interj.  Six.  away 
>at,  adv.  S.fx.  out  and  out,  throughout 
Outhees,  n.  Lit.  barb,  outcry;  and  born   to   Lon 
don  briggc  full  hie  with  outheys 
Outrage,  n.  Fr.  violence 
3utnie,  -v.  Fr.  to  fly  out,  to  be  outrageous 
)ut-rede,  -v.  S.ix.  to  furpafs  in  counfel 
)utrely,  adv.  Fr.  utterly 
Dut-renne,  -j.  S.;x.  to  outrun 
Outftraught,  pa.  t.  of  outftretch,  v.  Six.  ftretched 

out 

)ut-taken,^ffr/.  pa.  taken  out,excepted  ;  out-tak 
en  Crift  on  lofr,  Chrift  in  heaven  being  ex- 
cepted;  out-take  Carleon  that  was  in  Arthure 
tyms 

)\ve,  v.  S.ix.  debeo  ;  OWCn,//. 
)wen,  owne,  part.  pa. 
Kvhere,  adv.  Sjx.  a.iy  where 
wndie,  aiij.  Fr.  waving 
xer.forde,  pr.  n.  Oxford 
yfe,  pr.  n»  a  river  in  Picardy 
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>ace,  <v.  Fr.  to  pafs  away,  to  furpafs 

age,  n.  Fr.  a  boy-child,  a  boy  fervant 

aie,  «.  Fr.  liking,  fatisfaclion 

aie,  v.  Fr.   to  pleafe,  to  fatisfy,  -tt»  pay  ;  paide, 

fart.  pa.  pleafed,  payed 

aillet,  n.  Fr.  a  couch,  (properly  of  ftraw) 

aindemaine-,  n.  Fr.  a  fort  of  bread 

aire,  v.  Fr.  to  impair ;  if  I  fpeke  ought  to  paife 
her  loos,  i.  e.  to  impair  their  credit  or  reputa 
tion;  fo  this  line  is  written  in  edit.  I54Z,  and 
mf.  Hunter 

'alamedes,/>r.  n.  not  the  fon  of  Nauplius,  one  of 
the  Grecian  commanders  at  the  war  of  Troy, 
but  a  knight  of  the  Round  Table,  called  Palomi- 
des  in  Mart  <?  Arthur,  the  unfuccefsful  rival  of 
Triftan,  for  the  love  of  la  Bilk  Ifoude.  See  Mtrt 
<T  Arthur  >  b.  ii.  which  feems  to  be  compiled 
chiefly  from  the  Roman  de  Triftan 

'alafins,  «.  pi.  Fr.  ladies  palafins,  ladies  of  the 
court ;  in  the  orig.  palatines.  See  Du  Cange  in  v. 
Palattni 

'alatie,  pr.  n.   PalatJna  in  Anatolia.  Sp. 

'ale,  n.  a  perpendicular  ftripe  in  heraldry 

Jale,  v.  Fr.  to  make  pale 

5aleis,  n.  Fr.  a  palace 

5ulfreis,  n.  pi,  Fr.  horfes  for  the  road,  where  ftedes 
are  horles  for  battle ;  ne  large  palfrey  efy  for  the 
nones 

'aling,  n.  Fr.  imitating  pales 
Palladion,  n.  Gr.  the  image  of  Pallas  at  Troy 

'ailed,  part.  fa.  Fr.  made  pale 

'almeres,  n.  pi.  pilgrims  to  foreign  parts 

'almerie,  pr  n.  Palmyra  in  Syria 

'amphilus,  pr.  n. 

'ampred,  part.  pa.  pampered,  made  plump.     See 
*jnn.  Etymol.  who  derives  it  from  the  Fr, pampre^ 
a  vine  branch  full  of  leaves 
Pan,/>r.  «.  the  Heathen  deity 

'an,  n.  Say.  the  fkull,  the  head 

*ant:cr,  n.  Fr.  a  net 

Papelard,  n.  Fr.  a  hypocrite 
£pelardie,  n.  Fr.  hypocrify 
'aper  white,  adj.  white  as  paper 

Par,  prep.  Fr.  par  amour,  with  love  ;  par  compagne, 
for  company  ;  par  chance,  by  chance ;  par  cuere, 
by  heart,  memoriter 

Paraboles,  n.  pi.  Fr.  parables,  the  Proverbs  of  So 
lomon 

forage,  n.  Fr.  kindred 

Parailie,  n.  Fr.  apparel 

Paramour,  paramours,  n,  Fr.  love,  gallantry,  a  lo 
ver  of  either  fex 

Paraventure,  adv.  Fr.  haply,  by  chance 

Paraunter,  corruption  of  paraveiiture 

Parc.x,  n.  pi.  Lat.  the  Fates 

Parcel-mele,  adv.  by  parcels  or  parts 
IPiirde,  pardiaux,  a  common  French  oath,  which 
I  mcft  of  the  perfonages  in  Chaucer  exprefs  very 
I  frequently  in  Englifh,  with  as  little  ceremony  as 
I  the  Greeks  ufed  their  vn  A/a,  and  with  as  little 
I  meaning  too  [cies 

[Pardoner,  n.  Fr.  a  feller  of  pardons  or  indulgen- 
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Parements,  n.  ft.  Fr.   ornamental  furniture  <P 
clothes 

3arentele,  n.  Fr.  kindred 

3arfay,  Fr.  par  Joy,  by  my  faith  ' 

'art'ci.asparfay 

3arfit,  adj.  Fr.  perfect 

Parfitly,  adv.  perfectly 

?arfourme,  v.  Fr.  to  perform 

Parifhens,  n.  pi.  Fr.  parilhioners 

Parhorie,  «.  Fr.  Lat.  the  herb  parie  taria,  or  pcllJ- 
tory  of  the  wall 

Parlement,  n.  Fr.  an  affembly  for  conciliation,  » 
confultation 

Parten,  inf.  m.  Fr.  to  take  part 

Partie,  n.  Fr.  a  part,  a  party  in  adifpute 

Parvis,  n.  Fr.  a  portico  btfore  a  church,  Du  Cange 
in  v.  Paradifut  I.  It  appears  that  books  werfe 
commonly  fold  au  Purvis  divant  Notre  Dame  at  Pa 
ris.  At  London  the  Parvis  was  frequented  by  Ser 
jeants  at  Law.  See  Fortefcue  de  Laud.  leg.  Ang, 
c.  li-  "  Poft  meridiem  curiai  non  tenentiir ;  fed 
"  placitantes  tune  fe  divertunt  ad  Pervi- 
"  fum  et  alibi,  confulentes  cum  Servientibus 
"  ad  Legem  et  aliis  confiliariis  fuis."  There  U 
a  difference  of  opinion  where  the  parvis  at  Lon 
don,  to  which  the  lawyers reforted,  was  fituated; 
Somner  fuppofes  it  to  have  been  in  Old-Palace- 
yard,  before  Weftminfter-hall,  Gloff.  in  X  Script. 
v.  Triforium  ;  but  others,  with  more  probabili 
ty,  think  it  was  what  Dugdale  calls  The  Per- 
vyfe  of  Pawles.  When  the  Serjeants  had  dtne4 
in  any  of  the  inns  of  court,  St.  Paul's  lay  much 
more  conveniently  for  an  afternoon  confultation 
than  Weftminfter-hall 

Pas,  n.  Fr.  a  footpace ;  his  horfe — on  which  he 
rode  a  pas  ful  foftely  !  fentence 

Pafs,  -v.  Fr.  to  furpafs,  to  excel,  to  judge,  to  >afs 

Paffant,  paffing,  part.  pr.  excelling  [ter  najlcr 

Patren,  inf.  m.  to  pray,  properly  to  repeat  the  Pa- 

Pavade,  n.  a  weapon  of  offence 

Paumes,  «.  pi.  Fr.  the  palms  of  the  hands 

Pax,  to  kiffe  the  pax  :  for  an  account  of  this  cere 
mony,  fee  Du  Carge  in  v. 

Pay  en,  adj.  Fr.  Pagan 

Paynes,  n  pi.  Heathens 

Payfaunce,  n.  paufing  or  flopping,  Gloff.  Ur.  q.  ? 

Pecunial,  adj.  pecuniary,  paid  in  money 

Pees,  n.  Fr.  peace  ;•  when  ufed  as  an  interjection,  it 
figtMfies  the  fame  as  hold  thy  pees,  be  filent 

Peine,  n.  Fr.  penalty  ;  up  peine  of  dcth.  See  Up. — 
Grief,  torment,  labour 

Peine,  v.  Fr.  to  torture,  to  put  to  pain ;  (he  peined 
hire,  flie  took  great  pains 

Peifc,  v.  Fr.  to  poife,  to  weigh 

Pell,  n.  a  howfe,  a  cell,  Sp.  and  St.  f.  a  palace, 
Gloff.  Ur.  q.  ? 

Pellet,  n.  Fr.  pelqtte,  a  ball 

Penance,  «.  Fr.  repentance,  pains  to  be  undergone 
by  way  of  fatisfadion  for  fin,  pain,  forrow 

Penant,  «.  Fr.  a  perfon  doing  penance 

PtnctH,  «•  Fr.  pennoncel,  a  fmall  ftrcamer 

Penible,  adj.  induftrious,  pains- taking 
Penitencer,  n.  Fr.  a  prieft  who  enjoins  penance  m 

extraordinary  cafes 
Penmark,/>r.  n.  a  place  in  Bretagne 


-GLOSSARY. 


Penner,  «.  a  pencafe.  In  the  inventory  of  the  good 
of  Henry  V.  Rot.  Parl.  ^  H.  Vf.  n.  15,  m.  13, 
is  the  following  article,  Utt  penned  tt  I  ynkhorn 
d'  arg.'  dorrez  ;  and  again,  m.  29,  I  fennert  et  I 
come  covert  du  -velvet  bloy 

Penon,  n.  Fr.  a  ftreamer  or  enfign 
Pens,  n.pl.  Sax.  pennies 
Penfell, «.  aspencell 
Penfifehed,  ».  penfivencfs 

Peper,  n.  Lot.  pepper  ;  to  brewe  peper,  feems  to 
be  an  expreflion  for  the  preparation  of  a  hot 
pungent  liquor  which  fhould  burn  the  throats  of 
the  drinkers;  in  the  orig.  it  is — dames  h  brajje- 
ront  tel  paivre 
Peple,  n.  Fr.  people 
Peplifli,  adj.  vulgar 
Perche,  n.  Fr.  a  pearch  for  birds 
Percel,  adv.  parcel 
Perda,  as  parde 
Pere,  i>.  to  appear 
Perc,  n.  Fr.  a  peer,  an  equal 
Peregal,  adj.  equal 
Peregrine,  adj.  Fr.  wandering 
Pereles,  adj.  without  an  equal 
Perjenete,  n.  a  young  pear 
Pernafa,/>r.  n.  Mount  Parnaffus 
Perrie,  n.  Fr.  jewels,  precious  ftones 
Perfaunt,/>ar#./rf.  Fr.  piercing 
Perfe,  pr.  n.  Perfia 

Perfe,  adj.  Fr.  iky  coloured,  of  a  blewifh  gray 
Perfelee,  n.  Sax.  Lot.  parfley 
Perfone,  n.  barb.  Lot.  a  man,  generally  a  man  of 

dignity,  a  parfon  or  redlor  of  a  church 
Pertelote,  pr.  n.  of  a  hen 
Perturbe,  v.  Fr.  to  trouble 
Perturbing,  «.  difturbance 
Pervinke,  n.  Sax.  Lot.  the  herb  periwinkle 
Pefy,  n.  Fr.  a  pear  tree 
Pefe,  n.  Fr.  as  pees 
Pefon,  n.  pi.  Sax.  peas 
Pefible,  adj.  peaceable 
Peter  Alfonfe,  Piers  Alfonfe 
Petrark,  pr.  n.    Our  author  has  inferted  a  tranfla- 
tion  of  the   load  fonnet  of  Petrarch  into  his 
Troilus  and  Crefeide  ;  it  is  not  in  the  Filoftrato  : 
there  feems  to  be  no  fufficient  reafon  for  believ 
ing  that  Chaucer  had  ever  feen  Petrarch. 
Peytrel,  ».  Fr.  the  breaftplate  of  a  horfe 
Phifike,  n.  Fr.  medicine 

Phifiologus,  pr.  n.  There  was  a  larger  work  with 
the  fame  title  in  profe,  which  is  frequently  quot 
ed  by  Vincent  of  Beauvais 
Phiton,  pr.  n.  the  ferpent  Python 
Phitoneffe,  n.  barb.  Lat.  a  witch 
Pie,  n.  Fr.  a  magpie,  a  pratting  goflip  or  tell-tale 
Pierrie,  n.  Fr.  jewels,  precious  ftones 
piggefnie.    The  Romans  ufed  oculut  as  a  term  of 
endearment ;  and  perhaps  Piggefnie,  in  vulgar 
language,  only  means  oculus^  the  eyes  of  that  ani 
mal  being  remarkably  1'mall 
Pight,  pa.  t.  of  pike,  i).  Sax.  pitched 
Pike,  v.  Sax,  to  pitch,  to  pick,  as  a  hawk  does  his 

feathers,  tofteal,  to  peep 
Pike,  «.  Sax.  a  fifh  fo  called 
Pikerel,  ».  Sax.  a  young  pike 


Pilclie,  n.  Sax.  a  coat  or  cloak  of  {kins,  Prw.  4 

t°£a  pellicea,  jfutttus  in  V. 
Filer,  n.  Fr.  a  pillar 
Pille,  v.  Fr.  piller,  to  rob,  to  plunder 
Pilled,  rather  piled,  part.  pa.  Fr.  pete,  bald 
Pillours,  n.pl.  Fr.  plunderers 
Pilwe,  n.  Sax.  a  pillow 
Pilwe-bere,  «.  Sax.  the  covering  of  a  pillow 
Piment,  «.  barb,  Lat.  fpiced  wine,  wine  mixed  with 

honey 

Pinche,  v.  Fr.  to  fqueeze ;  ther  coude  no  wight 
pinche  at  his  writing,  no  one  could  lay  hold  of 
any  flaw  in  his  writings 
Pine,  n.  Sex.  pain,  grief 
Pine,  v.  Sax.  to  torment 
Pined,  fart,  pa,  tortured 

Pipe,  v.  Sax.  to  play  on  a  pipe ;  to  pipe  in  an  ivy 
lefe,  is  put  for  any  ufelefs  employment,  as  is  now 
faid  of  a  difappointed  man,  He  may  go  whittle. 
See  Buckes  horn 

Piftell,  n.  Sax.  Lat.  an  epiftle,  a  fhort  leffon 
Pitance,   n.  Fr.  a  mefs  of  victuals;   it  properly 
means  an  extraordinary  allowance  of  victuals 
given  to  monafticks,  in  addition  to  their  ufual 
commons.  See  Du  Cange  in  v.  Piflantia. 
Pith,  n.  Sax.  marrow,  ftrength 
Pitous,  adj.  Fr.  merciful,  compaffionate,  exciting 

compaflion 

Pitoufly,  adv.  pitifully 
Plage,  n.  Lat.  the  plague 
Plages,  n.  pi.  Lat.  the  divifions  of  the  globe  ;  the 

plages  of  the  north,  the  northern  regions 
Plain,  n.  Fr.  a  plain 

Plain,  adj.  fimple,  clear  ;  it  is  often  ufed  as  an  ad 
verb 

Plain,  v.  to  make  plain 
Plaine,  v.  Fr.  to  complain 
Plainliche,  adv.  plainly 

Plat,  platte,  adj.  Fr.  flat,  plain,  the  flat  of  a  fword; 
it  is  often  ufed  as  an  adverb ;  all  plat,  /.•  e.  flatly; 
full  plat  and  eke  ful  plain 

Plate,  «.  aflat  piece  of  metal;  a  breft-plate,  armour 
for  the  breaft ;  a  pair  of  plates,  armour  for  the 
breaft  and  back 
Play,  n.  Sax.  fport,  pleafure 

Play,  v.  to  fport,  to  take  pleafure,  to  a<5l  upon  a 
ftage,  to  play  upon  mufical  inftrument«,  to  lead 
a  pilgrimage,  to  withdraw  upon  pretence  of  go 
ing  on  a  pilgrimage 
Pie,  n.  Fr.  an  argument  or  pleading 
Plein,  adj.  Fr.  full,  perfect 
Plenere,  adj.  Fr.  complete 
Plefance,  n.  Fr.  pleafure 
Plefinges,  n.pl.  pleafures 
Plete,  v.  Fr.  to  plead 
Dieting,  n.  pleading 
?lie,  v.  Fr.  to  bend  or  mold 
Plight,  n.  condition 
Plight,  pa.  t.  &  part,  of  pluck,  t).  Sax.  pulled, 

plucked 

Plighte,  v.  Sax.  to  engage,  to  promife 
'Hghte,j&a.  t.  plighten,/>/. 
lite,  v.  to  plait  or  fold.  See  Plie 
lite,  n.  condition,  form.  See  plight 
?lungy,  adj.  Fr.  wet,  rainy 
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:pt>!l.c'.is,  adj.  Fr.  of  Apulia,  anciently  called  Poile. 
IViUammes  dcglcr  Con-verjane  in  Pcyle  to  "wyve  bs 
no/m 

Point,  n.  Fr.  the  principal  bufinefs,  a  flop  or  full 

point;  in  good  point,  in  good  cafe  or  condition; 

at  point  devii'e,  with  the  greateft  cxadnds  ;   at 

point  to  breit,  in  point  for  to  brail,  ready  to 

I  bm  ft 

Pointel,  n.  Fr,  a  ftyle  or  pencil  for  writing 
Poinun,  inf.  m.  v.  Fr.  to  prick  with  any  thing 

pointed 

Poke,  n.  Fr.  a.  pocket,  a  bag.  See  Pouche 
Poke,  v.  Fr.  to  thruft 
Polive,  «.  a  pulley 

Pollax,  n.  Si ix.  a  halberd,  llpennls.  Prompt.  Parv. 
Pomtrl,  n    Fr.  any  ball  or  round  thing,  the  top  of 
I    the  head 

Pomelee,  adj.  Fr.  fpotted  with  round  fpots  like  ap 
ples,  dappled ;  pomelee  giis,  of  a  dapple- gray  co 
lour 

Pupelot,  a.    This  word  may  either  be  confidered  as 
a  diminutive  from  pouple,  a  puppet,  or  as  a  cor 
ruption  of  papellot,  a  butterfly 
Fopet,  n  Fr.  a  puppet 

Popingay,  «.  a  parrot ;  fafegaut,  Fr.  fafega&y,  Belg. 
.-      papagallo.  Ital. 
Popped,  adj.  Fr.  nicely  drefled 
Popper,  n.  joly  poper,  a  bodkin,  according  to  Sp. 
and  Sk.  who  however  produce  no  authority  for 
fuch  interpretation.    The  name  feenls  to  be  fit 
ter  for  a  piftol 

re,  i).  to  look  tarneftly,  poren,^r.  t..pl. 
re,  adj.  for  poure 

ifme,  n.  Gr.  is  ufed  in  the  fenfe  of — a  coronary, 
a  theorem  deduced  from  another 
orphurie,  pr.  n.  of  a  fpecies  of  marble,  porphyry 

t,  «.  Fr.  carriage,  behaviour 
rtecolife,  n.  Fr.  a  falling  gate,  a  portcullis 
ortor,  n.  a  breviary,  Du  Cange  in  v.  Portiforiuto 
ofe,   n.    a  rheum    <;r  defluclion  obftru&ing  the 
voice,  catarris,  corifa,  Promp.  Parv. 
,  v.  Fr.  to  fuppofe  ;  I  pole  I  had  finned  fo 
e,  v.  Fr.  to  pulh 
fled,  patt.  pa. 

JTeflioners,  n  pi.  Lat.  an  invidious  name  for  fuch 
religious  communities  as   were  endowed  wirh 
lands,  &c.  the  mendicant  orders  profefled  to  live 
entirely  upon  alms 
,  n.  Sax.  a  prop  or  fupport 
e,  n.  Fr.  power 
cary,  n.  Fr.  an  apothecary 

t,  ti.  Fr.  a  crutch,  a  walking-dick 
ntial,  adj  Fr.  ftrong,  powerful 
teftat,  n.  Fr.  a  principal  magiftrate 
chc,  n.  Fr.  pocket,  pouch 
dre,  n.  Fr.  powder,  peudres,  pi. 
verte, ;;.  Fr.  poverty ;  it  is  to  be  pronounced  po- 
verte,  the  final  <?  being  confidered  as  an  e  femi 
nine 

oulce,  n.  Fr.  the  poulfe 
Poule,/>r.  «.  St.  Paul 

Potmfoned,  fart.  pa.  punched  with  a  bodkin 
Poupe,  v.  to  make  a  noife  with  a  horn 
Pourchace,  n.  Fr.  to  buy,  to  provide 
Pourchas,  «.  Fr.  acauifition,  purcha% 
VOL.  F. 


Poure,  v.  as  pore 

Poure,  adj.  Fr.  poor 

Pourtraie,  v.  Fr:  to  draw  a  plifhire 

Pourtraiour,  n.  a  drawer  of  pictures 

Pourtaiture,  a  picture  or  drawing 

Praitike,  n.  Fr.  practice 

Preamble,  n.  Fr.  preface 

Preambulatioun,  n.  preamble 

Precious,  adj.  Fr.  over  nice 

Predeftine,  «.  Fr.  predeftination 

Predication,  n.  Fr.  preaching,  a  fcrmon 

Frees,  n.  Fr.  a  pref-;  or  crowd 

Prefe,  preve,  n.  Fr.  proof,  trial ;  at  prevc,  on  tri 
al ;  with  svil  ptcfe,  evil  may  it  prove.  See 
With  [tnif: 

Prefect,  n.  Fr.  I  at.  a  governor  or  principal  magil'- 

Preife,  «.  Fr.  commendation 

Preife,  it.  Fr.  to  commend,  to  value 

Premis,  n.  Fr.  an  apprentice 

Prentifhode, «.  apprenticefhip 

J?re'pzf£t,f>art.pa.  Lat.  prepared 

Pres,  adv.  Fr.  near,  fo  I  fufpect  this  word  is  to  he 
underftood ;  of  pr£s,  /.  e.  at  hand,  clofc  ;  de  />///, 
Fr.  or  perhaps  of  pres  may  be  put  for  in  a  prces. 
See  Frees 

Prefc,  <v.  Fr.  to  prefs  or  crowd 

Prefent,  i>.  Fr.  to  offer,  to  make  a  preletit  of ; 
and  with  the  wine  Ihe  gan  hem  to  prcllnt  ;  and 
frjote  his  head  of,  his  fader  to  prefenc 

Prelentarie,  adj.  Lat.  prefent 

Preft,  adj.  Fr.  ready 

Pretend,  it.  Fr.  to  lay  claim  to 

Preterit,  at/;.  Fr.  paffed 

Preve,  v.  Fr.  to  try,  t,o  demon flrats  by  trial 

Preve,  v.  nsut.  to  turn  out  upon  trial 

Prick,  «.  Sax.  a  point,  a  pointed  weapon 

Prick,  prike,  -j.  Sax.  to  wound,  to  fpur  a  horfe,  to 
ride  hard 

Prickafour,  n.  a  hard  rider 

Pricking,  n.  hard  riding 

Pridcles,  adj.  Sax.  without  pride 

Prie,  v.  to  look  curioufly 

Prikke,  n.   See  Prick 

Prime,  aJj.  Fr.  Lat.  firfl. ;  at  prime  temps,  at  trie 
firft  time;  at  prime  face,  at  firft  appearance 

Prime,  «.  the  firft  quarter  of  the  artificial  day ; 
half  way  prime,  prime  half  fpent ;  prime  large, 
prime  far  advanced 

Primerole,  «.  Fr.  a  primrofe,  Conf.  Am.  148.  b. 

Primetemps,  n.  Fr.  fpring 

Pris,  n.  Fr.  price,  praile  ;  it  be  prys,  or  it  be  blame, 
Conf.  Am.  1 65 

Prive,  adj.  Fr.  private ;  prive  and  apert,  private 
and  public  ;  prive  man,  a  man  entrulted  with 
private  bufiaels 
Prively,  adv.  privately 
Privetee,  «.  private  bufinefs 
Procefle,  «.  Lat.  progrefs 

Profefiioun,  «.  I>.  the  monadic  profeflion 

Prolieme,  n.  Fr.  Gr.  a  preface 
Proine,  v.  rr.  provigner  ;  it  feems  to  have  fignlfi- 
ed  originally  to  take  cuttings  from  vines,  in  or 
der  to  plant  them  out;  from  hence  it  has  been 
ufed  for   the  cutting  away  of  the  fuperfitious 
(hoors  of  all  trees,  which  we  now  call  pruning, 
Yy 
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and  for  th,\t  operation  which  birds,  and  particu-  , 
larly  hawks,  perform  upon  tbemfelve?,  of  pick 
ing  out  their  fuperfluous  or  damaged  feathers. 
In  allufion  to  this  laft  fenfe,  Damian  is  faid  to 
proine  and  pike  himfelf.  Gower,  ipeaking  of  an 
eagle,  fays-, 

Tor  there  he  p'runcth  h'm  and  pilteth, 
As  doth  an  hauke,  whan  him  wel  liketh. 
Ctjnf.  Am.  T39. 

Prol'c,  v.  to  go  about  in  fsarch  of  a  thing 

Provable,  adj.  Yr.  capable  of  being  demonftrated 

Provende,  n.  Tr.  prcrbenJb,  Lot.  a  prebend,  a  daily 
or  annual  allowance  or  ilipend.  See  Du  Cangc 
in  v.  Frxbenda 

Provendre,  «.  a  prebendary 

Proverbe,  n.  Fr.  Lot.  a  prudential  maxim 

Proverbe,  -y.  to  fpeak  proverbially 

Provoftry,  n,  Fr.  the  office  of  provoft  or  prefect ; 
prtzfccTura 

Prow,  n.  Fr.  profit",  advantage 

ProwefTe,  a.  Fr.  integrity 

Pruce,  pf.  n.  Pruflia 

Pruce,  adj.  Pruffinn 

Pruned  'pa.  t.  as  prbined 

Ptholomce,  pr.  n. 

Puella  and  Rubeus,  the  names  of  two  figures  in 
geomancy,  reprefenting  two  conftellati( .  \s  in 
heaven  :  Puclla  fignifieth  Mars  retrograde,  and 
Rubeus  Mars  direct,  Sj), 

Pulchritude, n.  Lot.  beauty 

Pullaile,  n   Fr.  poultry 

Pulled  hen,  I  have  been  told  ilnce  thtt  a  hen,  whofe 
feathers  are  pulled  or  plucked  off,  will  not  lay- 
any  eggs ;  if  that  be  true,  there  is  more  force  in 
the  epithet  than  I"  apprehended 

Pun  ice,  v.  Fr.  to  punifii 

Pure,  adj.  Fr.  mere,  very 

Pured,/wf.j»o.  purified 

Purfiled,  fart.  pa.  Fr.  work'rd  upon 'the  edge 

Purpos,  n.  Fr.  purpofe,  deiign,  proportion  in  dif- 
courfc 

Purprife,  n.  Fr.  an  criclbfnre 

Purveyance,  n.  Fr.  forefight,  providence,  provi- 
fiori 

Purveye,  i>.  to  forefec,  to  provide 

Puterie,  n-.  Fr.  whoredom 

Pmours, «,  pi.  whoremongers 

Pythagoras,  fr.  n. 


Quad,  quadc,  adj.  Teut-  bad  ;  node  quad,  nothing 

evil 

Qnaile-pipe,  ».  a  pipe  ufed  to  call  quails 
C^uaire,  n.  Fr.  a  c|uire  of  paper,  a  book 
Quakke,  «.  feems  to  be  put  for  an  inarticulate  noife 

occafioned  by  any  obitruilion  in  the  throat 
Chiaine,   *.    Sax.  Ticknefs,  tKe  noife  made  by  a 

raven 

Qur.rre, .«».  to  tremble,  t-o  quake 
€>uarels,  n.  pi.  Fr.  fquare  arrows 
C^eint,  n.  See  ^unii  Etymolog.  in  v. 
Queinte,  adj.  Fr.  ftrarge  j  I  snade  of  that  lefc  ful! 


queint,  he  made  it  f'trangc,  cunning,  artful,  trim* 
neat 
Q\ieintc,    pa.  t.  and    part,    of    quench,    i>.    Javf 

quenched 
Queintife,  «.  trimnefs,  neatnefs,  excefiive  trimnefa , 

cunning 

Quelle,  v.  Sax.  to  kill,  todeftroy 
Queme,  v.  Sax.  to  pleafe  ;  wel  me  quemeth,  ConJ 

Am.  68 
Quene,  n.  Sa\\  a  queen,  a  harlot 

,  n.  Sax.  a  Irandniill 
Q^errour,  «.  Fr.  one  that  works  in  a  ft'one  quarrj 
Queile,  n.  Fr.  a  prayer  or  demand 
Queft-mongers,  n.  pi.  packer's  of  inquefts  or  juries 
Qliethe,  v.  for.  to  fay,  to  declare  ;  I  quethc  hinl 
quite,  is  a  trariflation  of  an  old  technical  term 
in  the  law  Gla-ro  illi  quietutn ;  the   original  Fr. 
has  only  Je  quitte 
Chiik,  adj.  Sax.  alive 
Q^ikkeft,/«/fr/.  d.  fpeedieft ;  the  quikkeft  ftrete 

the  mott  expeditious  way 
Quiken,  v.  Sax.  fo'make  alivd 
Quiked,^ar#.  pa.  made  alive 
Quiked,  pa.   t.  of  the  fame  v.  ufed  in  a  neutra 

fenfe,  became  alive 
Quinible,  n.  is  the  inftrument,  I  fuppofe,  which  is 
called  in  barb.  Lat.  quinterna  and  quintaria.  See 
Du  Canye  and  Carpenticr  in  v.  Quintsrniziire,  ant 
Mebusy  Fita  if  Ambr.  Camald.  lyrat  limbuta,  q 
tar/a,  ribebc.^  aiitna,  tihiijque 

«.  Fr.  a  cufliion 

on,  n.  a  beggar,  Gloff.  Ur.  I  rather  believe  i 
iignifies  a  feu 'lion,  un  gar^on  ds  cufrrie 
Quite,  adj.  Fr.  free,  qti-iet 
C^uite,  •*.  Fr.  to  requite,  to  pay  for,  to  acquit 
Qiutte,/<7r/.  fa.  reqthted 
Quitely,  adv.  freely,  at  liberty 
Quod,  pa.  t.  of  quethe,  faid 
Quoke,/>ii.  t.  of  quake,  v.  Sax.  trembkd^fliooS; 


R. 


Ra.  n.  Sax.  a!  roe  deef 

Racine,  n.  Fr.  a  root 

Rad,  radde,  pa.  t.  of  rede,  -v.   Sav.  advifed,  ex 
plained,  Du.  281 

Radevore,  tapeftry ;  ra-'s,  in  Fr.  fignifies  any  ftuf 
as  r"a&  de  Chalons  t  ras  d?  Genncs,  ras  de  l^ore  or  Vau\ 
may  be  a  (luff  made  at  fuch  a  place,  Gloff.  Ur 
There  is  a  town  in  L-anguedoc  called  La  Faur^ 
but  I  know  not  that  it  was  ever  famous  for  ta 
peftry 

Rafles,  n.  pi.  Fr.  plays  with  dice 

Rafte,/>a.  ;.  of  reve,  v.  Sax.  took  away 

Rage,  -7.  Fr.  to  toy  wantonly 

Ragcrie,  n.  wantonnefs 

Ragounces,  fliould  probably  be  jagonces,  as  in  thfc 
orig.  Fr.  the  precious  ftones  called  jacinths  o£ 
hyacinths 

Raines, -fr.  n.  the  city  of  Rennes  in  Bretagnc 

Rake-flele,  n.  Sax.  the  handle  of  a  rake 

Rakel,  adj.  hafty,  ra{h 

Rakelneffe,  «.  rafhnefs 

Raket,  to  play  packet,  nettle  in  dock  oyt,  feems t» 
be  uftd  as  a  proverbial  expreflion,  fignifyiug  t« 
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tse  iriconftant  •  what  the  original  of  the  phrafe 
may  have  been,  is  not  fo  clear 
K:i:n;ige,  adj.  Fr:  wild 
Rammilh,  adj.  •&?:*.  rank  like  a  ram 
Plampe,  -v.  1-r.  to  climb;  flic  rampeth  in  my  face, 

(he  lifes  againft  me,  flies  in  my  lace 
Ran,  pa.  t.  of  renne,  ramieu, pi. 
Rape,  adv.  quickly,  fpceiiily 
Rapo,  n.  haite 
Rape,  v.  Sax.  to  take  captive;  to  rape  and  fenne, 

to  feize  and  plunder.  See  Renne 
Rafis,  pr.  n.  an  Arabian  phyfician  of  the  jcth  cen 
tury.  See  fabric.  £M.  Cr.  t.  iiii.  p.  46,  in  1.AI- 
bulccar 

Ralkaile,  n.  a  pack  of  rafcals 
K-,ti;'\,finrt.fa.  chidden 
Rathe,  adv.  Sav  footi,  early,  fpeedily 
Rather,  contp.  d.  fooner 
Ratheft,/*/*)-/.  d.  fdmieft 
Rather,  adj.  Sax.  cowp.  d.  former 
Ratouns,  ».  pi.  Fr.  rats 
Raught,^>«.  t.  of  rsecart,  v.  fav.  reached;  on  his 

way  he  Taught,  he  fprang  forth  on  his  way. 
Raught,  pa.  t.  of  reccan,  -v.  S'ix.  cared,  recked 
Raveners,  (ravinours)  n.  pi  plunderers 
kavinc,  n.  Fr.   rapine;  i'ouies  of  raven,  birds  of 

prey 

Ravifable,  adj.  Fr.  ravenoils 
Ravifhing,  part,  pr.    Fr.  rapid ;  with  a  ravifhing 

1  weigh ;  rapids  turbine^  orig.  See  Swegh 
Raunlbn,  n.  Fr.  ranfom 

Rayed,  part.  pr.  itreaked  dr  ftriped,  Du.  25* 
Real,  adj.  Fr.  royal 
Realler,  cotnp.  d.  more  royal 
Reallich,  adv.  royally 
Realree,  «.  royalty 
Rebekke,/r.  «.  Rebecca 
Rebekke,«.  Fr.  a  mufical  iriftrumf'lt 
Rechafed,  pa.  t.  Fr.  a  term  in  hunting,  Du.  579 
Recche,  fekke,  -j.  S>ix.  to  care 
Recencies,  adj.  carelefs 
Recchelefneife,  «.  carelef>nefs 
Reclaime,  'v.  Fr.  a  term  in  falconry  for  twinging 

the  havvk  to  the  lift  by  u  certain  call 
Reclaiming, «.  calling,  in  the  fenfe  of  reclaime 
Recomfort,  v.  Fr.  to  comfort 
Record,  «.  Fr.  witnefs,  teftimony 
Recorde,  v.  Ft:  to  remember  ;  it  fometimeS  feems 
to  be  uled  in  a  technical  legal  fenfe,  tor  what  is 
called  to  enter  upon  record  in  judicial  proceed 
ings 
Recrcandife,  «.  Fr.  fignifiej  fear,  cowardice,  defer 

tio«  of  principle 

Recreant,  adj.  one  who  yields  hihifelf  to  his  adver- 
fary  in  tingle  combat ;  for  the  full  import  of 
thefe  two  words,  fee  Du  Carigc  in  v.  JSffre- 
dentta, 

Recure,  n.  Fr.  recovery 
Recured,/>ar/.  pa.  Fr.  recovered 
Redde,  red,/>c.  /.  of  rede,  v.  Sax. 
Reddour,  n.  Fr.  ftrength,  violencf! 
Rede,  n.  Sax.  advice,  cotmfel,  a  reed 
Rede.v.  fia\.  to  advife,to  read,  to  explain,^.  279 
Kede,  adj.  Sa\.  red 
Ktd«:itc,  v.  fr.  tw  fear 


iledouting,  n',  revcretice 

iedreffe,  k>.  Fr.  to  recover^to  make  amends  for 
pa.  Lot.  recovered 
.  pa,  Fr.  figuring 


K.efrain,  «  Fr.  the  burden  of  a  fong 

Refraining,  n.  the  fmging  of  the  bqrdefl  of  a  fong 

R.efreide,  •».  fr.  to  cool 

i^efrete, ;?.  the  fame  as  tefrain,in  Ber.  it  is  printed 
corruptly  frefrcit 

Refte,  rifle,  «.  Sax.  a  chink  or  crevice 

Refute,  «.  Fr.  refuge 

Regals,  n.  pi.  fr.  royalties 

Pvegard,  n.  Fr.  at  regard  of,  with  refpeft  to,  ia 
.omparifnn  of 

Regrie,  n.  Fr.  a  kingdom 

Rehete,  v.  Fr.  rehaiter,  to  revive,  to  cheer 

Reheting,rt.  according  to  feveral  mff.  and  all  the  re- 
heting  of  his  fikes  fore  ;  fome  mff.  and  moft  of 
the  printed  editions  read  richeffe  inftead  of  re- 
heting,  Gloff.  Ur.  Richeffe,  though  almoft  a$ 
aukward  an  exprefTion  as  the  other,  is  more 
agreeable  to  the  correfponding  paffage  in  the 
Filoftrato— 

E  fofpir  che  gli  avea  a  gran  dovlcia— • 

and  one  can  hardly  conceive  that  it  could  como 
from  any  hand  but  that  5  the  author.  1  can 
make  no  fehfc  of  reheting;  but  at  the  fame  time 
'  I  mrtft.  allow,  that  it  is  not  likely  to  have  been  in 
ferred  by  Way  of  a  glofs  [ori&« 

Reile,  v.  neut.  to  roll ;  reileth  diverfely  ;  vogatur, 

Reines.  See  Ra!nes 

Rejoie,  v.  Fr.  to  rejoice 

Reke,i>.  Sax.  to  exhale 

Reken,  v.  Sax.  to  reckon,  to  come  to  a  reckoning 

Rckes,  n.  pi.  Sax.  ricks  (of  cqrn) 

Relaies,  n.pt,  Fr.  frefh  fets  of  hounds,  Du.  36* 

Relefe,  h.  Sax.  what  is  left 

Relees,  H  Fr.  relcafe 

Religioufite,  ft.  Fr.  perfon*  of  a  religious  profeflion, 
the  clergy 

Relike,  n.  Fr.  a  relic,  relikes,  //. 

Remeiiant,  n.Fr.  a  remnant,  a  remaining  part 

Reines,  h.  pi.  Fr.  realms 

Remiffails,  n.  pi.  Fr.  orti,  leavings 

Remorde,  ».  Fr.  to  caufe  remorl'e.  to  affliiSk 

R.emuable,  adj.  Fr.  moveable,  inconflant 

Remiie,  remcwe,  remeve,  v.  Fr.  to  remove,  Ctnf. 
Am.  164.  bi 

Remued,  pa.  t. 

Renably,  adv.  Tr.  reafonahly 

Renegate,  n.  Fr.  an  apoftatc  frotn  Chriflianity 

Rcneie,  v.  Fr.  to  renounce,  to  abjure 

Renges,  n.pl.  fr.  ranks,  the  fteps  of  aladd«r 

Rcnne,  v.  tiax.  to  run,  to  rend 

Renomee,  n.  Fr.  renown 

Renovclaunce,  n.  Fr.  a  renewing 

Renovelle,  v.  Fr.  to  renew 
Rent,  v.  Sax.  to  tear  or  rend 
Rcpaire,  «.  Fr.  refort 
Repaire,  v.  Fr.  to  return 
Repentant,  part.  pr.  Fr.  repenting 


Ruprcie,  rcprcve,«./'r. 


[fingr 
n.  feems  to  be  put  for  power  of  rcprd* 

yyjj 
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Requere,  v.  Fr.  to  require 

Rere,  v.  Sax.  to  raife 

Refcous,  n.  Ft:  refcue 

Refcowe,  v.  Fr.  to  refcue 

Refon,  n. Ft.  reafon, proportion 

Refons,  n.  pi.  Fr.  difcourfes 

Refpite,  ».  may  perhaps  be  put  for  refpe£t 

Rcfpiten,  inf.  m.  Fr.  to  grant  a  refpite,  to  excufe 

Refport,  n.  is  probably  put  for  reipedl 

Refte,  n.  Sax.  repofe 

Refte,  v.  Sax.  to  repofe,  to  ceafe  from  labour 

Retenue,  n.  Fr.  retinue  ;  at  his  retenue  retained  by 
him 

Rethdr,  «.  Fr.  Lot.  an  orator  or  rhetorician 

Reve,  n.  Sax.  a  Reward  or  bailif 

Reve,  v.  Sax.  to  take  away 

Revel,  n.  Fr.  entertainment,  properly  during  the 
night,  fport,feftivity 

Revdouf,  n.  a  reveller 

Revelrie,  «.  pleafnre 

Revers,  adj.  Fr.  contrary 

Reverfe,  v.  Fr.  to  overturn 

Revert,  v.  Fr.  to  turn  back 

Reveft,  v.  Fr.  to  clothe  again 

Rew,  n.  a  row  or  line ;  on  a  rew,  in  a  line ;  all  by 
rew.  See  A'roiv 

Rewake,  v.  Sax.  to  wnken  again 

Reward,  n.  Fr.  regard,  refpecl;  take  reward  of  thin 
own  value,  have  regard  to  thine  own  value  ;  in 
reward  cf,  in  compaf  ifon  with.  See  Regard 

Rewe,  v.  Sax.  to  have  companion,  to  fuffer,  to 
have  caufe  to  repent 

Reyes,  n.  pi.  dances  in  ufe  among  the  Dutch.  Reye, 
3elg.  Lharea  cckrior,  chorea  in  longam  feriem,  Ki- 
lian 

Reyfed,  "  Les  Gandois  firent  une  refe  fur  les 
*'  marches  de  Haynault,  et  dedans  le  pays  pille- 
**  ffent,  bruflerent,  ct  firent  moult  de  maux." 
Mem.  dela  March,  p.  384,  where  a  note  in  the 
margin  fays,  "  Reyfe  en  bas  Alemand,"  fignify 

'    "  un  -voyage  ou  courfe." 

Ribaninges,  n.  pi.  feems  to  fignify  borders 
'Ribaude,  n.  a  poor  labourer';  but  the  word  gene 
rally  implies  profligacy  of  manners,  as  well  as 
meannefs  of  condition.    See  Du  Cangc  in  v.  JRi- 
baljlus 

Ribaudrie,  «.  ribaldry,  indecent  words  or  actions 
Ribibe,  «.  a  fort  of  miifical  inftrument 
Kibible,  ».  a  fmali  ribibe 

Richard,  f>r.  I  have  vindicated  the  character  of 
this  heroic  prince  from  an  afperiion  which  was 
iirft  caft  upon  him,  I  find,  by  Mr.  Rymer,  in 
confequence  of  a  miftaken  conftrudiion  of  a  paf- 
iage  in  Hoveden  ;  I  am  ttinpted  to  add  here  the 
beginning  of  a  poem  which,  having  been  com- 
pofcd  after  his  death,  by  Anfelem  Faydit,  muft 
itand  clear  of  all  fufpicion  of  having  been  either 
begged  or  bought 

For  chaufaes  et  tot  lo  maior  dan, 
El  maior  dol,  las  !  q  eu  anc  mais  agues, 
Et  zo,  don  dei  toz  temps  plaigner  ploran, 
M  aven  a  dir  en  chantar  et  retraire, 
De  eel  q  era  de  valorz  caps  et  paire. 
Li  reis  valenz  Rixard,  reis  des  Engles, 
4 


£s  mbrs  ;  ai  Deus  1  cals  perda  et  cals  danz  ds  t 
Can  eftraing  moz  et  qan  greu  per  audir  ! 
Ben  a  dur  cor  toz  horn  co  po  fofrir. 

Morz  es  li  reis,  et  fon  paffat  mil  ah 
Qanc  tan  pros  horn  no  fo  ne  nol  vit  res, 
Ne  ia  mais  horn  non  et  del  fen  fenblant, 
Tan  lares,  tan  pros,  tan  ardiz,  tals  donaire ; 
Q^  Alixandres  lo  reis,  qe  venqi  Daire, 
No  cuit  qe  tan  dones  ni  tan  meffes, 
Ni  an  Charles  ni  Artus  tan  valgues, 
Qji  tot  lo  mon  fen  fez,  qi  n  vol  ver  dir, 
Ais  us  doptar  et  als  aitres  grazir. 

Mf.  Crofts,  fol.  III. 

P.ichefle,  «.  Fr.  wealth,  richefles, pi.  riches 

Riddeled,  part.  fa.  plaited,  Gloff.  Ur. 

Ridden,  part.  fa.  of  ride  ;  he  is  ridden,  they  be 

ridden,  he  had  ridden 
Ride,  v.  Sax.  he  rideth  him 
Riding,  n.  probably  a  proceffion 
Rife,  rive,  v.  Sax.  to  thruft  through 
Right,  n.  tax.  a  right  or  due;  at  alle  rightes,  at 

all  points 

Right,  adj.  good,  true 
Right,  ad<u.  fe  uly,  rightly,  exactly,  completely  ;  it 

is  frequently  joined  to  adjectives,  as  the  adverbs 

well  and  full  are,  to  augment  their  force 
Rime,  n.  Fr.  a  compofition  in  rhyme  ;  hence  the 

title  of  The  rime  of  Sire  Thopas.     Rime-doge- 

rel.     See  Dogerel 
Rimeyed,  part.  pa.  Fr.   compofed  in  rhyme   or 

veffe 

Rimpled, /<«•*./<*.  Sax.  wrinkled 
Ring,  <v.  Sax.  to  make  to  found,  v.  neut.  to  found 
Rife,  n.  Sax.  fmall  twigs  of  trees  or  bufhes 
Riflie,  «.  Sax.  a  rufa 
Rift,  for  rifeth 
Rit,  for  rideth 
Rivage.  See  Arivage 
Rive,  v.  neut.  Sax.  to  fplit,  to  fall  afunder 
Riveling,  part.  pr.  Sax.  wrinkling ;  ruyjfelcn,  Belg. 

rtigare^  Kilian 

Roche,  n.  Fr.  a  rock  ;  roches,  pi. 
Rode,  n.  Sax*  the  crofs ;  rode-beem  ;  it  is  alfo  call 
ed  the  rode-tree,  from  its  being  made  of  wood 
Rode,  n.  Sax.  complexion 
Rody,  adj.  Sax.  ruddy 

Rofe,  pa\  t.  of  rife ;  rofte  fliould  probably  be  rofe 
Rogge,  i».  Sax.  to  lhake ;  roggyu  or  mevyn,  agilo, 

Prompt.  Parv. 

Roigne,  n.  Fr.  a  fcab,  mange 
Roignous,  adj.  Fr.  fcabby,  rough 
Rokette,  n.  Fr.  a  loofe  upper  garment 
Roking,  part,  pr.  of  rokke  or  rogge,  v.  neut.  Sax. 

ihaking,  trembling;  roggyn  or  waverynj-vaf/V/o, 

Protxp,  Part). 

Rombel,  n.  a  rumbling  noife,  rumour 
Rome,  v.  Sax.  to  walk  about 
Rondel,  «.  Fr.  a  rhyme  or  fonnet  which  ends  as  it 

begins,  Cotgraiie 

Rone,  pr.  n.  Rouen  in  Normandy 
Rone,  j&s.  t.  of  rain,  v.  Sax.  rained 
Ropen,  fait.  fa.  of  repe,  v.  Sax.  reaped 
Pvoiulgar,  red  aifenic,  a  preparation  of  orpiment 
Chambers  Ui  v,  Realgar.     It  Ihould  rather  per- 
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haps  have  been  written  Ryfalgar,  with  mff.  c.i, 

as  the  Latin  name  is  rifigallum 
Rofen,  adj.  rofy 
Refer,  n.    Fr.  a  rofebufh 
Rofe-red,  adj.  red  as  a  rofe 
Rote,  n.  Sax.  a  root 
Rote,  a  root  in  aftrology 
Rote,  n.  a  mufical  inftrument.     S,ee  Du  Cange   in 

v.  RaSla.     Notker,  who  lived  in  the  loth"  cen 

tury,  fays  that  it  was  the  ancient  pfaltarium,  but 

altered  in    its  fhape,  with  an  additional  num 

ber  of  ftrings,  Scbilter,  in  v.  Rotta 
Rote,  n.  Fr.  practice  ;  by  rote,  by  heart,  far  ratine, 

Cctg. 
Rote,  v  Sax.  to  rot 


S  A  R  Y.  7?? 

Sadly,  adv.  fteadily,  carefully;  this  meffenger 
drank  fadly  ale  and  wine  ;  this  meflenger  ap 
plied  himfelf  to  drink,  ale  and  wine 

Sadnefs,  n.  gravity,  fteadinefs 

Saffron,  -j.  Fr.  to  tinge  with  faffron 

Saie  for  feie,  pa.  t.  of  fe  i>.  Sa\.  faw 

Saile,  v.  Fr.  to  aflail 

Sai!ours,«./i/.  may  mean  dancers,  from  thef^af.  F/-.; 
fo  in  Pierce  Plough,  68,  for  I  can  —  neither  faylen, 
ne  faute,  ne  fyng,  to  the  gytcrne  :  the  lines 
which  Chaucer  has  here  tranflated  are  not 
in  the  heft  edit,  of  the  Kim.  d,  la  Reft,  Pa- 
ris,  1735,  but  they  are  quoted  by  Jtmius,  Etym. 
Ling.  Angl.  in  v.  Titxteftere,  from  an  edit,  of 


Mother,  a.  .Sac.  the  rudder  of  a  fhip 
Rought,  for  rs.ught,  fa.  t.  of  recche 
Rouke  v.  Sax.  to  lie  clofe;  but  now  they  rucken  in 

her  neft   Comf.  Am.  72. 
Roule,  v.  neut.  Sax.  to  roll,  to  run  eafily  ;  where 

fome  copies  have  royle.     See  Reile 
Roume,  «.  Sax.  room,  fpace 
Roume,  adj.  wide,  fpacious 
Roumer,  comp.  d.  wider 
Rouncevall,/»-.  «. 
Rouncie,  n.  barb.  Lat.  a  common  hackney  horfe. 

See  Du  Gangs  in  v.  Runcinus 
Roundel,  n.  Fr.  a  fort  of  fong.  See  Rondel—  a  cir 

cular  figure 

Route  n.  Fr.  a  company 
Route,  v  to  affemble  iu  a  company 
Route,  v.  FI-.  to  fnore,  to  rear, 
Routhe,  n.  Sax.  compaffion,  the  obje&  of  compaf- 

fion 

Routheles,  adj.  without  companion 
Row,  n.  a  line  of  writing.    See  Rew 
Row,  aJj.  Sax.  rough,  —  he  lokcd  wel  rowe 
Rowne,  v.  tax.  to  whifper 
Rubens.     See  Puella 
Rubins,  n.  ft.  Fr.  rubies 
Rucking,  fart.fr.  of  rucke,  or  rouke,  v.  Sax.  ly 

ing  clofe 

Rudde,  n.  Sax.  complexion.   See  Rode 
Ruddock,  n.  Sax.  a  bird  called  robin  red-breaft 
Rufus,/>r.  n.  a  Greek  phyfician,  of  whofe  works 

fome  are  extant.     See  fabric.  BiM.  Gr.  1.  iv.  c. 

3- 

Ruggy,  adj.  rough 
pLuffel,  //•.«.  'the  fox  is  called  Dan  Ruffel,  from  his 

red  colour,  I  fuppofe 


Sachelles,  n.pl.  Fr.  fmall  facts 

Sacked  freres,  friars  wearing  a  coarfe  upper  gar 
ment,  called  faccus.  Mat.  Paris,  nd.  an.  1^57  5 
"  Eodem  tempore  novus  ordo  apparuit  Londini 
"  de  quibufJam  fratribus  ignotis  et  non  praevi- 
"  fis,  qui,  qm&fuccis  inccdebant  indud,  kraires 
"  t'accati  vocabennir." 

Sacre,  «.  Fr.  a  facred  folemnity 

£?.de,  acfj.  $*x.  gravCj  ftssdy,  forrpwful,  repent- 

* 


Apres  y  cut  farces  joyeufes, 
Et  batelleurs  et  batelleuics, 
<^ui  de  pafle  paffe  jouoyent. 
Et  en  1'^air  ung  baffin  ruoyent, 
Puis  le  fcavoyent  bi.cn  rccuillir 
Sur  ung  doy,  fans  point  y  faillir. 

where  it  is  plain  that  the  author  is,  fpeaking  o? 

jugglers  rather  than  dancers 
Saine,  for  feine,/w  *,/><?.  of  fe,  v.  Sax.  feen 
Saine,/r.  n.  the  river  Seine 
Salade,  n.  Fr.  a  fort  of  armour  for  the  bread 
Salaries,  n.tf.  Fr.  fallads  of  herbs 
Salewe,  faluc,-w.  Fr.  tpfalute 
Salued,  fart.  fa. 
Saluinges,  n.pl.  falutations 
Samite,  «.  Ft:  Gr.  a  rich  filk.     S.ee  Du  Cange  in  v. 

Examitus 

Sanguin,  adj.  Fr.  of  a  blood-red  colour 
Sarlinifhe,  fliould  perhaps  be  farfiniflie,  from  the 

Fr  farrajinois,  a    fort  of  fine  fiik  ufed  for  veils. 

See  Du  Gauge  in  v.  Saractnieum    and  Sartcenvft* 

It  is  ftill  called  farcenet 
Sarpleres,  n.  />A  packages  of  a   larger  fize  than 

facks.      See  Du  Gangs  in   V.    Sarplerium.    S.urfil- 

lere,  Fr.  a  piece  of  canvas,  &c.  to  wiap  or  pack 

up  wares  in.     Cot^rave 
Saten,  fa.  t.  //.  of  fit,  <u.  Sax. 
Satalie,/r.  n.  the  ancient  Attalia, 
Save,  n.  Lat.  the  herb  fage 

Sauf,  adj.  Fr.  fafe.   See  Douche  —  faved  or  excepted 
Savete,  n.  Fr.  fafety 
Sank,  for  foule 

Savour,  i>.  neut.  Fr.  to  tafte,  to  rclifh 
Savouring,  n.  Fr.  the  fenfe  of  tafting 
Savourous,  adj.  fweet,  pleafant 
Suufcfleme,  acompofition,of  which  two  of  the  in 

gredients  are  brimftone  and  quickfilver 
Sautes,  n.  f>l.  Fr.  aflault 
Sautrie,  «.  Fr.  Gr.  a  mufical  firing  inftrument.  See 

Rote 
Sawe,  n.  Sax.  fpeech,  difcourfe,  -  a  proverb  orv 

wife  faying 

Say,  for  fey,  fa.  t.  of  fe,  v.  Sax.  faw 
Scnll,  n.  Sax.  a  fcale  or  fcab 
Scalled,  adj.  fcabby,  fcurfy 
Scantilone,  n.  Tr.  a  pattern,  a  fcantling 
Scarce,  adj.  Fr.  fparing,  itingy 
Scariot,/>r,  r..  Judas  licariot 

Y  iij- 
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Scarmifhe,«.  ft-,  a  fkirmiin,  a  battle 

Scathe,  n.  Sux.  harm,  damage 

Scatheful,  fcatheliche,  adj.  pernicious 

Scatheles,  </;//.  without  harm 

Sclaundre,  n.  I'r.  flandcr 

ttciendre,  adj.  flencier 

Mcochons,  n.  (.1.  ff.  fcutchecns  of  arms 

Scolaie,  v.  JrV.  to  attend  fchpol,  to  ftudy 

Script,  n.  i'r.  a  writing 

Scriptures,  n.  pi.  I'r.  writings,  books 

bcnvcn-like,  like  ;i  fciiyeucr  or  w  riting-mafler ; 
ctmme  line  ifcrivain 

Sjames,  «.  ^/.  £/».  feams  future 

tjccree,  c^.'  Fr.  fecret 

tiecrencffe,  n.  piivacy  [rical, 

Seculcr,  adj.  1  r.  of  the  laity,  in  opposition,  to  tle- 

Sede,  v.  Lav.  to  produce  Iced 

See,  n.  J'r.  a  feat,  lees,  pi. 

See,  v.  San:,  to  fee ;  God  you  fee  ;  God  him  fee  ; 
may  God  keep  yop  or  him  in  his  light ;  Go<£ 
you  fave  and  fee ;  to  look  ;  en  to  fee— to  look 
tm— that  ye  vvoklcn  feme-time  frendiy  on  mefee ; 
that  yc  would  (cjnctiints  look  friendly  crime 

See,  «.  &zv.  the  fee;  the  grete  fee.  A  learned 
friend  has  fuggefted  ta  me,  that  the  fea  on  the 
coaib  of  Palestine  is  called  The  Great  Sea  in  the 
£ibk.  [Gee  Numb,  xxxiv.  6,  7,  Jofi  xv.  J.2,] 
•which  puts  the  meaning  of  the  appellation  in 
this  paffage  out  of  all  dpubt 

Sege,  «.  ir.  a  fiege 

Seie,  fey,  pa  t.  of  fee,  v.  Sax.  faw,  part.  pa.  feen 

SiiigtjOiie  n.  Fr.  power 

Sein,/>a;/.  fa.  of  fee,  <u.  Sax.  feen 

beinde,  part.  fa.  of  fenge,  v.  Sa*. 

tieiiit,  n.  Fr.  ceinft,  a  girdle 

£eintuarie,  n.  Ir.  fandu^ry 

ist  ke,  v-  Sa\:  to  feck 

Sieke,  adj.  Sqx.  fick 

S^lden,  adv.  Sax.  feldom,  fcldcn  time 

Scle,».  fr.  afcai,fdes,//. 

Jtelf,  fclve,  cdj,  fax.  anfwtring  to  the  Betg.  felf.the 
Ir.  v*2ffit,  the  Lat.  iffe^  and  the  Cr.  A.i*rtr.  With 
the  article  prefixed,  it  anfwers  to  the  1  at.  idem 
and  the  Goib.Jttmo,  from  whence  our  fame;  in 
the  ffrlve  moment,  in  the  fame  moment ;  in  the 
felve  place,  in  the  fame  place. — Thefe  two 
ufages  of  the  adj..  felf,  when  joined  to  a  fubflan- 
tive,  might  be  confirmed  by  the  uiuiorm  prailice 
of  all  our  writers  from  the  curlier!  times  down  to 
SKAKSPEARE,  but  as  they  are  both  now obfolete, 
I  choofe  rather  to  take  this  opportunity  pi  adding 
a  few  words,  upon  the  ufagc  of  the  uJj.  ft:li, 
svhen  joined  to  a  prcnoun,  in  which  light  ouiy 
it  appears  to  have  been  confidtred  by  VVallis, 
when  he  pronounced  it  a  fubftantive,  anfwrring 
nearly  to  the  |,atin  perfona.—  Dr.  Johnfon,  in  his 
X>i£li<>nary.  has  very  rightly  eftablifhed  the  pri 
mary  fignificati'.n  of  Iclf  to  be  that  of  an  adjec 
tive  ;  burin  its  connexions  with  pronouns  he 
fcems  rather  inclined  to  fu^pofe  it  a  fubftantive  ; 
firft,  bccuplc  it  is  joined  to  ppfTcffive  or  adjcc 
five  pronouns,  as  ray,  thy,  hrr,  £cc.  ;  and,  i'c 
condly,  bee  vfe  it  has  a  plural  number,  felves, 
Contrary  to  the  nature  of  the  Englifh  adjective. 
— -The  latter  re;ifunj  I  t^ink,  cannot 


weight,  when  it  is  reinrmbercd  that  the  ufc  of 
felves,  as  the  plural  number  oi  felf,  has  been  inr 
troduced  into  our  language  ftnce  the  time  of 
Chaucer.  Selven,  which  was  originally  iht;  ac- 
cufative  ca.  fmg.  of  fjlf,  is  ufed  by  him  indiffe 
rently  in  both  numbers;  I  myfelven  ;  ye  your- 
felven  ;  he  himfelven.  The  former  reafon  al- 
fo  will  lofe  its  force,  if  this  fliall  be  adnu'tted,  that 
in  their  combinations  with  felf,  the  pronouns 
my,  thy,  her,  our,  your,  are  not  to  be  confider- 
ed  as  poffcffive  or  adjective,  but  as  the  old  o- 
bliqvie  cafes  of  the  perfonai  pronouns,  I,  thou, 
fhe,  we,  ye.  According  to  this  hypotkeli*  the 
ufe  of  thele  combinations,  with  rtfpecl  to  the 
pronouns,  is  almpft  always  fpleciftical,  but  not 
more  fo  than  that  oi  Mxplclf  in  the  nominative 
cafe,  which  ban  lo,ng  been  author ift-d  by  con» 
ilant  cuftom  ;  and  it  is  remarkable  that  a  iolc- 
cil'm  of  the  fame  fort  has  prevailed  in  the  French 
language,  in  which  moi  and  iuit  the  abl.  calos  of 
je  and  tu,  wlieri  combined  with  ytcme,  are  ufed  as- 
ungrammatically  as  our  my  and  thy  have  juft 
been  fuppofed  to  be  v;hen  combined  with  felf, 
/'  a.i  vu  ttici-meme,  I  have  feen  it  myfelf ;  tu  le  I'cr- 
ras  toi*ixtntctthmt  {halt  fee  it  thyfelf;  and  fo  in  the 
accufative  cafe,  moi-n:cme  is  added  emj --hatically 

to  me,  and  tui-meme  to  tc. It  is  probable,  I 

think,  that  theft:  departures  from  grammar 
both  languages  have  been  made  fur  the  fake  of 
fuller  and  more  agreeable  founds.  ^fe-memC)  me- 
fncmey  tu-mSme,  and  le-memt,  would  certainly 
found  much  thinner  and  more  languid  than  moi* 
meme  and  tui -rnc^me  ;  and  myfeif,  tliyfeif,  &c. 
as  clearly  preferable,  in  point  of  pronunciation, 
to  Ifelf,  mefelf,  thoufell,  thcefelf,  &c.  thougl 
npt  all,  perhaps,  in  an  equal  degree.  It  fhouJJ 
be  obferved  that  it  felf,  \vhere  a  change  of  cafq 
in  the  pronoun  would  not  have  improved  thq 
found,  has  never  undergone  any  altcr«L<j 
fion 

Sclle,  n.  Fr,  cel'.e,  cell 

Selle,  for  fille,  n.  Sax.  a  dpor-fill  or  threfhold 
belve,<7#.  See  Self 
Sely,  udj.  c«,.  filly,  fimple,  harmlefs 
Selyneiie,  n.  Sa\   happinefs 
Stmblable,  adj.  Fr.  like 
Semblaunt, «.  Fr.  feeming,  appearance 
Semeliche.femely,  adj.  Sa*.  i'cemly,  comely 
Semeliefte,/^/-/.  J. 
Semelyhede,  n.  fccmlinrf<s  comeliuefs 
Semjioun,  n.  Lat.  a  low  or  broken  tons 
Semieope,  n   a  half  or  fhort  cloak 
Sen,  fene,  inf  m.  of  fe,/#/^.  fa* 
Send,  for  feildtth  \!n*i 

Sendall,  n  a  thin  {ilk.    Sec  D»  Gangs  in  v.  &-WA*- 
Scnck,  pr.  n.  Seneca  the  philoiopher 
Stnge,  IT.  Sax.  to  finge 
Senior,  pr.  it. 

Sentepce,  n.  Fr.  feiife,  meaning,  judgment 
Septe,  pr.   ».  Ceuta,  formerly  bepta,  in   Africa, 

bver-againft  Gibraltar 
Sfpuiture,  n.  fr.  grave 

Serapion,  pr.  /-;.  joannrs  Serapicn,  an  Arabfar? 
j)hyfician  of  the  I  lib.  ceiuury3  sV-7"'**  -^'^'  ^ 
t.  xiii,  p.  390; 


GLOSSARY. 


Sere,  aiij.  Sax.  dry 

Sergeant,  n.  Fr.  a  fquire  attendant  upon  a  prince 
or  nobleman,  a  fergeant  of  the  lawe.  His 
•name  is  derived  from  his  having  been  originally 
a  fervant  of  the  king  in  his  law  bufinei's,  fer- 
<viens  ad  kgcm^  juft  v&fewitns  ad  arma.  The  king 
had  formerly  a  fergeant  in  every  country.  Sbel- 
Kian  in  v.  Servians 

"Seri  ,  n.  fr.  feries 

Sermoning,  n.  fr.  preaching 

Servage,«.  Fr.  fervitude,  Ilavery 

Servand,/a/-/./>r.  of  ferve,  fc-rving 

£ervc,  v.  Fr.  to  ferve.  to  behave  to 

"Set,  for  fetteth;  far  fette, ^#.  t. 

Setcwale,  r..  Pax.  the  herb  valerian 

.Sethc,  v.  to  boil 

*ethe,  for  fethed,  fa.  t. 

Sette.,  i).  Kax.  to  place,  to  put;  fetteth  him  doun, 
pluceth  himfelf  on  a  feat ;  yet  fette  I  cas,  yet 
I  put  the  cafe,  or  fuppofe — to  put  a  value  on  a 
thing,  to  rate;  1  rt'olde  fette  his  Ibrrow  at  a 
mytf,  I  would  not  value  his  forrow — to  fette  a 
man's  cappe,  to  make  a  fool  of  him.  Settt',/>«.  t. 

jSeurement,  «.  1-r.fecurity,  in  a  legal  fenfc 

Seuretee,  n.  Tr  certainty, furety, in  alegalfecle 

Sewe,  v.  Fr    to  follow 

Scwes,  n.  pi  Fr.  diihes 

Seye.  Se-e  Seie 

Shadde,  fa.  L  of  fhede,  v.  Sax.  fell  in  drops 

JShadde,  pa  t.  of  {hade,  v.  Sax.  {haded,  covered 
with  fhade 

£hadowy,  adj.  Sax.  unfubftantial 

Shaft,  n.  tax.  an  arrow 

Shal,  auxil.  v.  Sax.  is  ufed  fometimes  with  an  el- 
Jipfis  of  the  infinitive  mood,  which  ought  to  fol 
low  it,  beth  fvviche  as  I  have  ben  to  you  and 
fhal,  i.  f.  fhall  be;  firft  tell  me  whither  I  fhal,  i.  e. 
fhall  go  ;  yet  all  is  don  or  fhal,  /.  e.  fhall  be  done 
;,*.  Sax.  a  fhell  or  hujflc;  but  all  n'isworthe 
a  nutte  ihale 

Shalmies,  n.pl.  flvalms,  mufical  firing  inftruments, 
otherwife  called  pfalteries  or  fautries.  See  Rote 

Shame,  n.  Sax.  fhames  dethe,  a  death  of  ffhame,  a 
fhameful  death  ;  to  York  he  did  him  iede, 
fchames  dede  to  deie 

Shamefaft,  adj.  Sax.  modeft 

Shape,  «.  Kax.  form,  fig-ure 

Shapelich,  adj.  Sax.  fit,  likely 

Shapen,  fazpe,patt.  fa.  -of  ihape,  -v.  Sax.  formed, 
figured,  prepared 

Shawe,  n.  Sax.  a  fhade  of  trees,  a  grova 

3hefe,«.  fax.  a  bur.dlt ;  a  iheaf  oi  arrows;  fheves, 
pi.  of  corn 

fihefcia,/»r.  n.  Sheffield  in  Yorkfhire 

Sheld,  n.  t:ax.  a  fhield  ;  4heldes,/rf.  French  crowns, 
called  in  I'r  ecus,  from  their  having  oa  one  fide 
the  figure  of  a  fhield 

Cheaiering,  n.  Sax.  a  glimmering 

Shend,  -y.  Sax.  to  ruui 

iShendfhip,  n.  ruin,  puni&ment 

Shene,  adj.  Sax.  bright,  ihiniug 

&hent,/»jr/.  pa.  cf  mend 
i,  n.  Sax.  aftable 

ixherc,  v.  Sax.  to  cut — to  fhave 

Cj  a.  ^w.r.  a  jbin,    I  iudde  levsr  than  my 


flierte  ;  \  would  give  my  fhirt,  /.  *.  all  that  I 
have — It  feems  to  mean  the  linen  hi  wliich  a 
nexv-born  chh'd  is  wrapped  ;  that  fhapcn  was  my 
dethe  erft  than  my  fherte. 

O  fatel  fuftren,  whiche  or  any  clothe 

Me  fhapen  was.,  m,y  deilineeme  fponne — 

Sens  firft  that  day  that  fhapen  was  my  fhcrtt. 
Or  by  the  fatal  fuller  had  my  dome. — 

Alas!  that  I  ne  had  brought  her  in  my '{her  t!  it 
feems  to  be  put  for  flurt,  (or  lap)  which  per 
haps  was  the  original  word. 

Shete,  -y.  Sax.  to  {hoot 

Shetes,  n.  pi.  Sax.  meets 

Shette,  fhet,  v.  Sax.  to  clefe  or  fliut.  Shette,  iher, 
pa.  t.  and  -part,  fo  was  hire  herte  fhette  in  hire 
diftrefle,  fo  was  her  heart  overwhelmed  with 
her  diftjefs 

Shift;  v.  SJ.K.  to  divide 

Shilde,  fhelde,  v.  Sax.  to  fhield  ;  Ood  fhilde  !  God 
fhield  or  forbid 

Shipman,  «.  Sax.  a  mariner,  the  mafter  of  a  barge 

Shiver, «.  Sax.  a  fmall  ilice 

Shodc, «.  Sax.  the  hair  of  a  man's  head 

Shode, pa>i.  pa.  of  fhoe,  v.  &.v.ihod)havino;fhoeson 

Shove, pa.  t.  of  fhove,  w.Sax.  pufhed 

Shonde,  n.  Sax.  harm 

Shope,  pa.  t.  of  fhapc 

Shore, £art.  fa.  of  {here 

Short,  <v.  Sax.  to  make  fhort 

Shot,  part.  pa.  of  fhette,  fhut 

Shoter,  «.  Sax.  a  ihooter.  The  yew  tree  is  called 
fhoter,  becaufe  bows  are  ufually  made  of  it 

Shottes,«.^)/.  Sax.  arrows,  darts,  any  thing  that  is 
fhot 

Shove,  ftowve.i'.  Sax.  to  pufh;  fliove,/>ar/.  fa. 

Shrewe,  v.  Sax.  to  curfc 

Shrewe,  ».  Sax.  an  ill  tempered  cunl  man  or  wo 
man  ;  fhrewes,//. 

Shrewed,  adj.  Sax.  wicked  ;  fhreude  folk 

Shrevvedncfie,  K.  Sax.  ill-nature 

Shrift,  «.  Sax.  confefiion 

bhrilte-faders,  n.  pi.  Sax.  father  coufeffora 

Shright,  for  ihricheth,  ihrieketh 

Shright,/^.  t.  cf  {hrith,  i>.  Sax.  (bricked 

Shrive,  v.  Sax.  to  make  confefiion 

Shriven,  fart.  pa.  I  have  ben  thriven  this  day  of 
my  curat ;  1  have  made  my  eonit&ion  this  d»y 
to  my  curate 

Shroude,  v.  Sax.  to  hide 

Shulde,/>4. 4.  of  fhal,  fliould;  fhuldjen,/'/. 

Shullen,  fhuln,  fhul,  md.  nt. pr.  t.  pi-  df  Jha.1 

Sibbe,  adj.  Sax.  related,  allied 

Sie,  for  kie,  faw 

Sift,  i/.  Sax.  to  ihake  in  aii^ve 

Sigh,  for  feie,faw 

Sighte,  pa.  t.  of  iilre,  fighcd 

Signe,-y.  Fr.  to  appoint 

Signifer,  n.  Lat.  the  zodiac 

Signifiauncc,  n.  fr.  fignificution 

Sike,  adj.  Sax.  lick  :  ic  fometimes  feems  ta  be  ttTdS 
as  a  noun,  for  ficknefs 

£iket  -v.  Sax.  to  figh 

Y  y  uy 
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Stke,».  fax.  a  figh  ,  fikes,  #/. 

fciker,  adj.  tax.  Cure 

fiikerde,  fart.  fa.  of  fikcr,  v.  Sax.  afiured 

SikernefCe,«.  fecurity 

•Sikeriy,rtcV  furely 

Simpleffe,  n.  F?  fimplicity 

Sin,  adv.  Sax.  abbrci),  of  fitlien,  fince 

Sinamone,  n.  Ft:  cinnamon 

£ip,  n.  Sax.  drink 

Cipher,  n.  a  cypher  or  figure  of  o  in  arithmetic; 
although  a  Cipher  in  augrim  have  no  might  in 
lignificaticin  of  itfelfe,  yet  he  yevcth  power  in 
fignification  to  other.  There  is  another  paffage 
in  Du.  ver.  435—40,  which  feems  to  imply  that 
in  Chaucer's  time  the  numerals  commonly  called 
Arabian,hadnot  been  long  in  ufe  in  this  country 

pire,«.  2rr.  Situr,  Seigneur,  a  refpe«5lful  title  given 
formerly  to  men  of  various  defcriptions,  as  well 
as  to  knights;  Sire  knight,  Sire  clerk,  Sire 
monk.  Sire  man  of  hwe.  It  vvas  Co  uCually 
given  to  priefls  that  \~.  has  crept  even  into  a$s 
of  parliament  ;  Rot.  Par!.  li,  and  13  E  IV.  n. 
14.  Sir  James  Thekenes  prefte  ;  I.  H.  Vll.  p. 
ni.  Sir  Oliver  Langton  prefl;  Sir  Robert  Nay- 
kfthorp  preft.  Kence  a  Sir  John  came  to  be  a 
nickname  for  a  prieft.  Sire  is'  Cometimes  put  for 
peifonage;  and  melancholy  that  angry  Sire.— 
Our  Sire,  our  hufband,  our  goodman,  as  the 
>'rench  in  their  old  familiar  language  uCe  uotn 
Sin 

Sis,  a.  Tr.  the  cafl  of  fix,  the  higheft  caft  upon  a  die 

Sit,  for  Citteth,  it  Cit  me  hot  to  lie,  it  doth  not  be 
come  me  to  lie  ;  it  iyt  a  kynge  well  to  be  chaft, 
'Conf.  Am.  1  68.  b. 

Fithe,  for  Cuh.es,  n.  fl.  Sax.  times 

»^Tthen,  Cith,  adv.  Sax   Cmce 

Sithes,  //  fl.  tax.  Cubes 

tiiti-e,  v.  tax.  to  Cit—-to  become,  to  Cuit  with.  Sec 
Sit 

w?.  fr. 


.Skaffaut,  n.  rr.  a  fcafFold,  a  wooden  tower 

£>kaffold,«.  a  Ccaffold  or  ftage 

S:tie,  «.  Sax.  a  cloud 

•Skill.  n.  Sax  reaCon  ;  fkilles,//. 

Skilful,  adj.  reaConable 

tikinke,  i>.-  Sux.  to  pour  out,  to  Cerve  with  drink 

»"»i<ipte,/><7.  t.  of  fkippe,  v-  &tx.  leaped 

fakogan,/>r.  n. 

iSkorcle,  -y.  Sax.  to  Ccorch 

hkriope,  n  Tr.  efcharpe,  a  Ccrip 

Slacke,  a>?j.  Sex.  flow 

Slain,  /wf./a:  of  fie 

Siake,  v.  'Sax.  to  appeafe,  to  make  flack 

Slake,  v.  neut.  to  fail,  to  cklift 

S!awe,/'«r^  fa.  of  fie 

file,  v.  Sax  to  kill,  to  flay 

fcleer,  n.  Sax.  a  killer 

Sicighly,  adv.  Sav.  cunningly 

Sleight,  n-  Sax.  contrivance 

Slejght.es,  /•/.  fuche  fleightes  as  I  {ball  you  neven 

Co  this  line  Cnould  probably  be  written 
riler.'j/r:  t.  fl.  of  ilc,  inf.  m. 
Hlep,  flcpe,^.  /  of  flepe,  v.  Sax.  flept 
•Jii.tc,  n.-faxi  fleet.,  a  mixture  of.  rain  and  fuow 
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SlcvL-tefle,  aJj.  feems  to  f'gnify  idle,  unprolitable,, 
as  it  does  ilill  in  vulgar  language 

Slider,  uilj.  f.a-x   fiippery 

Sliding,  fart-  fr.    uncertain,  Lycfg.    Tra.   99.  b. 
fliding  fortune,  lubrka  for  tuna,  orig. 

Slie,fligh,  adj.  Sax.  cunning 

Slike,  fur  fwilke,  adj.  Sax.  Cueh 

Slit,  for  Cideth 

Slit,  v.  Sax.  to  cut  through,  to  cleave 

Siiver,  «.  Sax.  a  fmall  ilice  or  piece 

Slo,  v.  Sax.  to  flay 

Slogardie,».  lr.  floth 

Slomberisges,  n.  fl.  Sa-c.  flumberings 

Sloppe,  n.  Sav.  a  fort  of  breeches 

Slow,  pa.  t.  of  flo,  flew 

Slowe,  «.  Sax.  a  moth.  In  the  orig.  Fr.  ia'rgne. 

Sluggy.  adj-  S™.  fluggifh 

Smalifh,  a'Jj.  Say.  diminutive  of  fmale  or  imall 

Smerte,  <v.  Sax.  to  Cmart,  to  fuffer  pain 

Sinerte,  feems  to  be  ufed  as  an  adv.  Cmartly,  Gloffl 
v.  Forthought 

Smit,  for  Cmiteth,  ind.  m.  ^d perf.Ji.ig. 

Smiteth,  imp.  m.  id perf.  pi.  imite  ye 

Smithe,  v.  Sax.  to  forge  as  a  Cmith 

Smitted,  for  i'mhten,par(-  fa.  of  fmite 

Smokies,^'.  Sat.  without  a  fmock 

Smoterlich,  adj.  means,  I  fuppofe,  Cmutty,  dirty;  , 
but  the  whole  paffage  is  obfcme 

Snewe,  v.  Sax^  to  fnow,  to  be  in  as  great  abun 
dance  as  ihow 

Snibbe,  v.  Sax.  to  Cnub,  to  reprove 

bnow-vrhite,  adj.  Sex.  white  as  Cnow 

•Soden,  adj.  Sax.  Cudden 

Soget,  A.  Fr.  CubjeA 

Soigne,  n.  Fr.  care 

Soiour,  n.  Fr.  ftay,  abode 

Soken,  n.  Sax.  toll 

Sokingly,  adv.  Cnckingly,  gently.  See  Souke. 

Solas,  n.  Fr.  mirth,  (port 

Solein,  adj.  Fr.   one,  Cingle,  Cullen 

Solempne,^.  Fr.  Colemn 

Solempnely,  adv.  Colemnly 

Soler  hall,  a  folere  window  is  uCed  for  the  window 
of  a  loft  or  garret 

Som,  adj.  Sat.  Come;  this  is  all  and   Com,  this  is 
the  whole  ;  all  and  Come,  ene  and  all 

Somdel,  adv.  Sax.  ioniewhat,  in  Come  meafure 

Somer,/>r.  «.  In  the  treatife  on  the  Aftrolabe,  Ch. 
•  profe'fles  to  make  ufe  of  the  kalenders  of  t 
reverent  clerkes  frere  John  Somtr  and  fn 
Nicholas'I^enne.  The  kalendar  of  John  Somuf 
is  extant  in  mC.  Cotton,  Jfefp.  E.  vii. ;  it  is  calcu 
lated  for  140  years  from  1.367,  the  year  of  the 
birth  of  Richard  II.,  and  is  laid  in  the  introdu 
tion  to  have  been  publifhed  in  1380,  at  the 
fiance  of  Joan  mother  to  the  king.  The  kalen 
dar  of  Nicholas  Lenne  or  Lyne,  was  calculate 
for  76  years  from  138-7.  Tanner  in  v.  Nicola 
Linenjis.  The  flory  there  quoted  from  Hakluit 
of  a  voyage  made  by  this  Nicholas  in  1360 
ad  znfulas  Jebte.ntrionales  antehac  Euro  ^ <zi$  inrognilas 
arid  of  a  book  written  by  him  to  defcribe  thofe 
countries  a  grudu  54  nfiiuc  ad  polutnt  is  a  mere 
fable,  as  appears  from  the  very  authorities  v.'lii 
Hakluit  has  produced  in  Cup^ort  oi.it 


QL  O  S 

Somme,  lo  !  Troiju?— -came  riding  with  his  tenthe 
fomnie  ifere  ;  fo  this  line  (lands  in  the  edit.,  but 
a  mf  quoted  iu  Glofl'.  Ur.  inftead  of  tenthe  has 
X.  rnd  mf  I.  tenteth  ;  perhaps  the  original 
reading  Was  XX.  With  his  twentyfome  i/ere, 
according  to  the  Saxon  mode  of  expreffion, 
would  fignify  together  with  fome  twenty  of  his 
attendants.  See  iiickes  Gramm.  A.  S.  p.  32,  3. 

Sor.inie,  n.  Fr.  a  fum 

Sonimer,  n  Sax.  fummer  ;  a  fommer  game 

Somone,  fompne,  v.  Lat.  to  fummon 

Sompnour,  ».  an  officer  employed  to  fummon  de 
linquents  to  appear  in  eccleliaftical  courts,  now 
called  an  Apparitor 

Sond,   n.  Sax.  fand  [Fr.fonde 

Sond.  «   feems  to  fignify  a  founding  line,  from  the 

Sonde,  r..  Sxx  a  mefiage,  Goddees  ionde,  what 
God  has  fent,  God's  gift 

Sone,  adv.  Sax.  foon 

Sone,  n.  Sax.  a  fqn  ;  fones,//. 

Son\ien,fart.  pa.  of  fink,  v.  Sax.  funk 

Sonne,  «.  6a\..  the  fun 

Sonnifh,  aJj.  Sax.  like  the  fun 

Sooty,  adj.  Sar.  foul  with  foot 

Sop,  n.  1-r.  a  piece  of  bread  dipped  in  any  fort  of 
liquor;  he  toke  a  foppe.  Conf.  Am.  104 

Sophime,  «.  ir.  Gr.  a  fophifm,  a  fubtle  fallacy 

Sore,  v.  Fr.  efforer,  to  foar 

Sort,  n.  Fr.  chance,  deftiny 

Sorted,  fa.  t.  effort,  v.  Fr.  allotted 

Sorwe,  n.  Sax.  forrow 

Sory,  adj.  Sax.  forrow ful ;  fory  grace,  misfortune. 
See  Grace  and  With 

Sote,  //.  Sax-  foot 

Sote,  fvvote,  adj.  Sax.  fweet 

Sote,  n.  Fr.  a  fool 

Soted,fart.  fa.  Fr.  fooled,  befotted 

Sotel,  adj.  Fr.  fubtle,  artfully  contrived 

Soth,  adj.  Sax.  true,  certain;  fother, comp.  d. 

Soth.fothly,^-!/.  truly 

Sothe,  n.  Sax.  truth  ^ 

Sothfafliufie,  n.  Sax.  trutjl 

Soiherne,  adj.  Sax.  fouthern 

Sothrjef.;?,  "•  Sav  truth,  reality 

Soth-fuw,  n.  veracity,  true  faying 

Soudan,  a.  a  fultan,  any  Mahometan  fovercign. 
See  D^Fferbelotm  V.  Sothan. 

Soudannefle,  n.  the  wife  of  a  fultan 

SouJed.p^r/.  pa.  confolidated,  faflened  together. 
Sowde-metal,  conful'-dum.  Prompt.  Paw. 

Soveraine,  adj.  Fr.  excellent  in  u  high  degree 

Soverainiy,  aJv.  above  all 

Souke,  <u.  Fr.  to  fuck 

Souked,/>ar/.  fa. 

Souled,/vz>*  fa.  Sax.  endued  with  a  foul 

Soun,  n.  Fr.  found,  noife 

Soundc,  v.  Sax.  to  make  found,  to  heal,  v.  neut.  to 
grow  found 

Soune,i;.  Fr.  to  found  ;  as  fer  as  founeth  into  ho- 
rieftee,  as  far  as  is  confonant  to  honefty;  that 
founeth  unto  gentillefTe  of  love,  that  is  confo 
nant  to  gentlenefs  of  love 

Souning,^>ar/.  pr. 

Soupi-,  v.  Fr.  to  fup,  to  take  the  evening  rr 
ibupen,/*/. 
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Souper,  «.  fupper,  the  evening  meal 

Souple,  adj.  Fr.  fupple,  pliant 

Sourde,  v.  Fr.  to  rife 

Sours,  «.  a  rife,  a  rapid  afcent,  the  fource  of  a 
ftream  of  water 

Sputer,«.  Lat.  a  cobler 

S^owe,'  -a.  Lat.  to  few;  it  was  ufual,  and  indeed 
neceffary,  formerly  to  few  lettcfs  when  they 
were  written  upon  parchment ;  but  the  prac 
tice  continued  long  after  the  invention  of  paper 


Sowc,  v.  Sax.  to  fow 
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Sowers,  n.  pi.  fores,  bucks  in  their  fourth  year,  Du. 
Span-new  e,  aaj.  feems  to  fignify  quite  new,  but 

why  it  does  fo  1  cannot  pretend  to  fay 
Spannifhing,  n.  Fr.  effanmuffemeat^   the  full  blow 

of  a  flower 

Spare,  v.  Sax.  to  refrain 
Spareth,  imp.  m.  idperf.  pi. 
Sparande,  part.  pr.  fparing,  niggardly 
Sparhauk,  n.  Sax.  a  fparrowhawk 
Sparre,  n.  Sax.  a  wooden  bar 
Sparred,  fart.  fa.  barred,  bolted 
Sparthe,  «  Sax  an  ax  or  halberd.  See  Du  Cange  IQ 

•  V.  Spartb,  Securijt  Danica 
Speces,  n.  pi.  Fr.  forts  or  kinds 
Spede,  v.  Fr.  to  difpatch 
Spedeful,  adj.  effedual 
Spektakel,  n.  Fr.  Lat.  a  fpying-glafs 
Spell,  n." Sax.  fport,  play,  tale,  or  hiftory 
Spence,  ».  Fr.  defpeuce,  a  ftore-ropm  for  wine  or 

visuals 

Spere,  n.  Fr.  a  fphere 
Spere,  «.  Sax.  a  fpeaf 
Spered,  fperred,  as  fparred 
Sperme, «.  Fr.  Gr.  feed, 
Spiced.  I  have  fince  miet  witb  a  paffage  in  which 

fpiced,  applied  to  confcience,  feems  to  figmf^r 

nice,  fcrupnlous.  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Mad 

Lover,  ad  iii.  when  Cleanthe  offers  a  purfe  thb 

prieftefs  fays, 

Fy  !  no  corruption — 
'  ' Cle.  Take  it;  it  is  yours  : 
Be  not  fo  fpiced :  it  is  good  gold, 
And  goodhefs  is  no  gall  to  the  confcience. 

Spices,  as  Speces 

Spille,  -a.  Sax.  to  wafte,  to  throw  away,  to  deftroy^ 

•v.  n.  to  perifh 
Spire,  «.  a  flake;  a  corruption  probably  of  Jpere+ 

Sax. 

Spirt  d,  So*,  enquired 
Spitdiis, (,aj.  Fr.  difpitiux,  angry,  fpightful 
Spitoufly,  adv.  angrily 
Splaie,  v.  Fr.  def^iler^  to  unfold 
Spone,  n.  Sax.  a  fpoon 
Sponne,  pa.  t.  of  ipinne,  v.  Sax.  fpun 
Spore,  «.  Sax.  a  fpur 

Sporne,  v.  Sax.  to  ftrike  the  foot  againft  anything 
Spoufaile,  n.  Fr.  marriage 
Spray,  n.  Sax.  a  twig  or  fprig 
Sprr'mt,part.  fa.  of  fprenge,  i>.  Sax.  fprinkled 
Springolds,  n.pl.  Fr.  efpringalle,  machines  for  caft. 

ing  ftones  and  arrows.  See  DK  Can«t  in  v.  Mtf- 

tbftta 
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Squames,  n.fl.  Lat.  fcales 

Squaimous,  fqueamifh 

JSquier,  n.  Fr.  a  fquire 

Squier,  <v.  to  attend  as  a  fquire 

Squierie,  «.  a  number  of  fqaires  :    and  aile  ther 

fquieric  ;  and  of  his  fquierie  gentillemen  auhtene 
Stace,  ^r.  n.  Satius  the  .Roman  poet 
Stacke,  «.  Sax.  a  ftack  of  wood,  &c. 
Stacke,  pa.  t.  of  ftick,  v.  Sax.  ftuck 
Staff-fling,  means,  I  fuppofe,  a  fling  fattened  to  a 

ilaff.  Lyd.  fra.  30,  b.  describes  David  as  armed 


ngt)  voyde  of  plate  and  mayle. 
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Staker,  v.  Sax.  to  ftagger 

Stalke,  v.  Sax.  to  ftep  flowly  ;  full  thcfely  gan  he 

ftalke;  and  to  the  bedde  he  flalketh  ilylle,  Co//. 

s~m.  34 

Stalkes,  n.fl-  Say.  the  upright  pieces  of  a  ladder 
Stamen,  ftamin,  n.  1'r.  examine,  a  fort  of  woollen 

cloth 

Stant,  for  ftandeth 
Starfe,  pa.  t.  of  fterve,  died 
Stark,  adj.  Sax.  ftiff,  ftout 
Starlinges,  «.  //.  pence  of  fterling  money 
Staunchc,  v.  Fr.  to  ftop,  to  iatiify 
Stele,  n.  Sax.  a  handle 
Stellifie,  v.  Lot.  to  make  a  ftar 
iStente,  v.  Sax.  to  ceafc,to  defifl 


btepe,  adj.  items  to  be  ufed  in  tte  fenfe  of  deep, 

fo  that  eyen  ftepe  may  ii^nify  eyes  funk  deep 

in  the  head 
Stere,  v.  Sax.  to  ftir 

Stere,  n.  Sax.  a  young  bullock  ;  a  rudder 
Stereles,  adj.  Sax.  without  a  rudder 
Sterefman,  n.  Sax.  a  pilot 
Sterne,  n.  Sax.  a  rudder 
Sterne,  adj.  Sax.  fierce,  cruel 
Sterre,  n.  Sax.  a  ftar 

Stert,  n.  Sax.  a  leap  ;  at  a  ftert,  immediately 
Sterte,/a.  t.  of  fterte,  v.  Sax.  leaped,  cicaped,  ran 

away 

Sterling,  part.  pr.  leaping,  nimbly 
Stertling,  as  fterting 
Sterve,  v.  Sax.  to  die,  to  perifh 
i3teven,«.  Sax.  voice,found  ;  a  time  of  performing 

any  ailion  previoufly  fixed  by  a  mefiage,  order, 

fummons,  &c.  ;  at  unfct  fleven,  without  any 

previous  appointment  ;  they  fetten  iteven,  they 

appointed  a  time 
Stewe,  K.  Fr.  a  fmall  pond  for  fifh,  a  fmall  clofet, 

ftewcs,/>/.  ftews,  baudyhoufes 
Steye,  v.  tax.  to  afcend 
Steyers,  n.fl.  Sax.  flairs 
Stibburne,  adj.  ftubborn 
Stike,  v.  Sax.  to  ftick,  pierce 
iStile,  n.  Sax.  a  fet  of  fteps  to  pafs  from  one  field  to 

another  ;  by  ftile  and  eke  by  flrcte,  every  where 

in  town  and  country 
Sullatorie,  «.  Fr.  a  ftill 
Stille,  adj.  Sax.  quiet 
Etithe,  n.  Sax.  an  anvil 
Stives,  as  Stewes 
gtoble^ocs,  a  goofe  fed  on  ftubble  grounds 


Stocked,  part.  pa.  confined 

Stole,  «.  Fr.  Lat.  part  of  the  ecclefiaflical  habit, 
worn  about  the  neck.  See  Du  Gang*  in  v.  Stila  a. 

Stole,  n.  Sax.  a  ftool 

Stonden,/tfrf.  fa.  of  ftonde  or  ftan-de,  v.  Sax.  flood 

Stont,  for  ftondeth 

Stopen,/>ar/.  fa.  of  ftepc,  •».  Sa-x.  ftepped,  advanced 

•Store,  n.  Fr.  to  flock  or  furnifh 

Store,  n.  any  thing  laid  up  for  ufe;  hence  the 
phrafe  to  tell  no  (lore  of  a  thing,  means  to  con- 
lider  it  as  of  no  ufe  or  importance 

Storiai,  adj.  Fr.  hiftorical,  true 

Storven,/a.  t.  pi.  of  fterve 

Stot,  n.  Snx,  probably  for  ftod,  a  ftallion 

Stote,  ».  a  fpccies  of  weafel,  a  polecat 

Stound,  a.  Sax.  a  moment,  z.  fhort  fpace  of  time,  ta 
a  ftound,  on  a  fudden  •,  in  flound,  fhould  pro 
bably  be  in  a  ftound  :  the  orig.  Fr.  has  tanteft. 
Stuwndes,/)/.  times,  feafons 

Stoundemcle;  adv.  momentarily,  every  moment 

Stoupen,  fhould  probably  be  ftopen. 

Stoure,  n.  Sax.  fight,  battle 

Strake,  •».  Sax.  to  proceed  dire&ly ;  ftracken,  ftrick- 
en ;  tendere,  Killan 

Strange,  adj.  Fr.  foreign,  uncommon ;  he  made  it 
ftiange,  he  made  it  a  matter  of  difficulty crnicety 

Straughte,/a.  t.  of  ftreche,  v  .Sax.  ftretched,  Cunf. 
Am.  1 1^4 

Str«,  n.  Sax.  draw 

Streight,  part.  fa.  of  ftrecche,  •».  Sax.  ftretched 

Strcine,  v.  Fr.  toconflrain,  to  prefs  clofely 

Streite,  adj.  Fr.  ftraight ;  ftreite  fwerd 

Stremeden,  pa.  t.  pi.  of  ftreme,  v.  Sax.  ftreamed 
flowed 

Stretnes,  «.  //.  the  rays  of  the  fun 

Str-ene,  ».  Sax.  ftock,  race,  progeny 

Strengeft-faithed,  adj.  endowed  with  the  ftrongeft 
faith 

Strepe,  v.  Fr.  to  ftrip 

Strete,  ».  S#x.  a  ftxeet 

Strike, «.  Sax.  a  line,  a  ftreak  ;  a  ftrike  of  fUx 

Stripe,  v.  Lot.  ftirps,  race,  kindred 

Stripe,  v.  as  Strope 

Strode,  pr.  n.  the  philofophkal  Strode,  to  whom, 
jointly  with  the  moral  Go\ver,Chaucer  directs  his 
Troilus,  was  probably  Ralph  Strode,  of  Merton- 
college,  Oxford.    A.  Wood,  who  had  made  the 
antiquities  of  that  college  a  particular  objedl  of 
his   inquiries,  fays  only  of   him,  "   Radulphus 
"  Strode,  de  quo  fie  vetus  nofter  catalogus.  Pweta 
*'  fnit  ct  verfificavit  librum  elegiacum   vocat. 
a  Phantafma  Rodulphi.  Claruit  1370."     Some 
of  his   logical  works  are  laid  to  be  extant  in 
print,  Tenet.  1517, 4to.    'Tanner  in  v.  St>  tdaeut. 
Strof,  pa.  t.  of  ftrive,  v.  Fr.  ftrove,  contended 
Stronde,  «.  Sax.  a  fhore 
Strother,  pr.  n.  a  town  in  the  north 
Stroute,  v.  to  ftrut 
Subarbes,  n.  pi.  Lat.  fuburbs 

.Subiumigation,*.  Lat.  a  Ipecies  of  charm  by  fmoke 
Subget,  adj.  Fr.  Lat.  fubject 

Sublimatorie,  n.  Fr.  Lat.  a  veffel  ufed  by  chemiftsin 
fublimation,  i.  e.  Separating  certain  parts  of  a 
body,  and  driving  them  to  the  top  of  the  veflci 
in  the  form  of  a  very  fine  powder 
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jjubfiance,  n.  Fr.  the  material  part  of  a  thing 
fcuckiny,  n.  Pr.JLuqufnie,  a  loofe  frock  worn  over 

their  other  clothes  by  carters,  &c. 
Sue,  v.  I'r.to  follow 

Sueton,/>/-.  «  Suetonius  the  Roman  hiftorian 
Suffiiance,  «.  Fr.  fufficiency,fatisfa<flion 
Suffifant,  aJj.  fufficient 
SagTed,furt.  pa.  fweetened  as  wiih  fugar 
Supplie,  v.  Fr.  tofupphcate 
Surcotc,  n  Fr.  an  upper  coat  or  kirtle 
fcurplis,  a.  Fr.  a  furplice 
Surquedrie,  n.  Fr.  preiumption,  an  over-weening 

conceit 

Surrie,/r.  /».  Syria 
Sur  failure,  n.  Fr.  a  wound  healed  outwardly  on* 

iy 

Surveance,  n.  Fr.  fuperinteudancs 

Sufpea,  adj.  Fr.  fufpedcd, 

Sufped,  n.  fufpicion 

Sufpedion,  n.  fufpicion 

Suiter,  n.  Sax-  filler;  fuftren,  fl. 

Svva,  adi>.  o'ax.  fo 

bwale,/>a.  t.  of  i'well,  v.  Sa\:  fwejled 

Swappe,  v.  Sax.  to  throw  down— to  flrike  off — 

v  neut.  to  fall  down 
Swart,  adj.  Sax.  black,  of  a  dark  colour 
8\vatte,/<</.  t.  of  fwete,  v.  Sax.  fweated 
Swegh, «.  iSa.v.  &  violent  motion 
Gwelt,/>a.  t. 

tJwelte,  v.  Sa\:  to  die,  to  faint 
bwerue,  for  fweren,/-/.  n.  of  fwere,  •?>  Sax.  fwear 
iiweven,  n.   Sax.    a  dream ;    fwevenes,  pi.  it    is 

written  fwevenis,  for  tlie  fake  of  the  rhyme 
Swiche,  adj.  $ax.  corruption  of  fwilke,  fuch 
Swinke,  n.Sax.  labour 
bwinke,  v.  to  labour 
Swire,  «.  Sax.  the  neck;  it  is  more  commonly 

written  fwere 

Swithe,  adv.  tax.  quickly,  immediately 
Swive,  v.  Sax.  to  perform  the  ad  of  generation. 

See  Junii  Etymolcg.  in  v. 
Swoioue,  n.  Sax.  a  whirlpool 
fcwonken,/>«r*./>a.  of  fwinkie 
Swough,  n.  Sax.  iqund,  nolle-— a  fwooa 


T. 


I'abard.     See  the  quotation   from  Speght's    <5l. 

Difeotirfe  £<C.  n.  6, 

Tables,  «  fl.  Fr.  a  game  fp  called— Tables  Tole- 
tanes,  the  ailronomical  tables  cpmpofed  by  or 
der  of  Alphonfo,  X  I>ing  of  Caftile,  about  the 
middle  of  the  I3ta  century,  were  called  fome- 
times  TaiuU  Tclctane,  from  thqr  b*.iag  adapted 
to  the  city  of  Toledo 

Tabcure,  if.  lr.  to  drum 

Tache,  n.  lr.  a  fpot  or  blemifh 

7'aillagcr,  n.  Fr.  a  collector  of  taxes 

7'aille,  n.  Fr.  a  tally,  an  account  fcored  on  a  piece 
of  wood 

Take,  v.  Sa..  to  deliver  a  thing  to  another  pcr- 
1'on 

T,ike,  for  taken,  fart.  fa. 
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Tale,  v.  Sax.  to  tell  (lories;  and  namely  when 

they  taleu  longe  Conf.  AM.  47,  b. 
Tale,   n.  ipeech,  difcourfe — reckoning,  account; 
litel  tale  hath  he  told  of  any  drernc  j  he  mad^ 
little  account  of  any  dream 
Talent,  n.  Fr.  defire,  aftcdiou 
Taling,  «.  ilory-telling 
Tanc,  for  taken 

Tapes,  «  ///.  Sax.  band,  of  linen 
Tapinagt,    n.    Fr.    en    tapineis,    lurking,  fculkiog 

about 

Tapiier,  n.  Fr.  a  maker  of  tapeflry 
Tapite.  -v  Fr.  to  cover  with  tapcftry 
Tappe,  n.  Sax.   a  tap  or  fpigot*  which  clofes  that 
orifice  through  which  the  liquor  is  drawn  out 
of  a  vcffel 

Tapftere,  «.  Sax.  a  woman  who  has  the  care  of 
the  tap  in  a  public  houfe ;  that  office  formerly 
was  ufually  executed  by  women.     See  Tbe  Ad 
venture  of  the  Patdonerc  and  the  Tafflere>  in  UlC 
Continuation  of  The  Cant.  Tales 
Tare,  pa.  t.  of  tear,  -u.  Sat:,  tore 
Targe,  n.  f>.  a  fort  of  Ihield 
Tars,  «  cloth  of  Tars,  Tartarium,    a  fort  of  filk. 

See  Du.  Cange  in  V.  Tarjicus,  Tariarinut 
Tas  n.  Fr.  a  heap 

Tafi'eled,/>a?-*.  fa.  adorned  with  talTel* 
Tatte,  v.  Fr.  to  feel — to  examine 
Tatarwagges,   n.  pi.  the  orig.  is—toutes  freteleet  fie 

crates,  all  bedaggled  with  dirt 
Taverner,  n.  Fr.  the  keeper  of  a  tavern 
Taure,/>r.  «.  the  cpnftellation  Tautus 
Tawc,«.  Sa.v.  tow 
Teche,  v-  Sax.  teach 
Tein,  «.  feems  to  {ignify  a  narrow  thin  plats  of 

metal,  perhaps  from  the  Lat.  Gr.  iania. 
Teinps,  n.  Fr.  time 
Tene,  n.  Sax.  grief,  Conf.  Am.  140 
Tene,  v.  to  grieve,  to  afflidl 

Tercejet ,  tercell, «.  Fr.  the  male  hawk,the  male  eagle 
T*rjns,  n.  fl.  a  fort  of  finging  bird  called  in  Fr. 

tarin.     See  Coigrave  in  v. 
Termagauntj/r-  «. 
Terrellre,  n  Fr.  earthly 
Tci)v/$.  Sax.  full  of  tears 
Tefteres,  n.  fl.  Fr.  headpieces 
Tettes,  «.  //.  Lat.  veflels  for  aflaying  metals 
Teftif,  adj.  Fr.  headilrong 
1'etch,  «•  as  Tache 
Tewell,  n.  Fr.  a  pipe  or  funnel 
Textuel,  adj.fr.  ready  at  citing  texts 
Thacke,  n.  Sax.  thatch 
Thacke,  v.  to  thump,  to  thwack 
Than,  adv.  Sax.  quam^  I. at. 

Thank,    «.    Sax.    tlunkfulnefs,    good    will;    i;j 
thankc —  is  taken  more — 

Eft  plus  grant  gr£,fint  receus  orig. 

So  the  phrafes  his  thankes,  hir  thankes,  anfwer  t* 

the  l-'reuchyo/z  gre,  leur  gi  ^ 
Thannt,  than,  adv.  6'av.  then 
Thar,  -j.  Sax.  imperf.  behovcth 
Thatte,    that,  fron.  dem.  Sax.  ufed  as  a  relative  ; 

tlw:te  Scixt  iV.er  had;  fy  tiiis  vale  Ihould  bp 
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•written — that  he  mighte,  as  much  as  he  was 
able,  quod  potuit  —It  is  fometimes  put,  not  inele 
gantly,  for  the  fame,  with  gris,  and  that  the 
fineft  of  the  lond,  of  fifh  and  flefh,  and  that  fo 
pknteous ;  fhall  fall  a  rain,  and  that  fo  wild 
wood 

Thatte,  that,  conj.  Sax.  quod,  Lat. 

The  prtp.  art.  Sax.  The,  when  prefixed  to  ad- 
je&ives  or  adverbs,  in  the  compar.  deg.  is  gene 
rally  to  be  confi&'ered  as  a  corruption  of  the 
ablative  ca.  fwg.  of  the  Saxon  art.  ufed  as 
a  pronoun.  The  merier,  eo  latius;  the  more 
jnery,  eo  latiores.  Of  the  fame  conftru<5tion  are 
the  phrafes — ye£  fare  they  the  werfe,  yet  fare  I 
never  the  bet.  When  the  is  repeated  with  a 
4'econd  comparative,  either  adj.  or  adv.  the  firft 
the  is  to  be  underftood  in  the  fenfe  of  the  Lat. 
quo. — The  more  it  brenneth  the  more  it  hath 
defire — to  confume  every  thing — quo  magit-— 
ee  magis — • 

And  ay  the  further  that  fhe  was  in  age  ' 
The  more  trewe  (if  that  it  were  poffible) 
She  was  to  him  in  love,  and  more  penible, 

Sometimes  the  firft  the  is  omitted,  as  in  the 
phrafes  ever  lenger  the  werfe  ;  ever  ienger  the 
more ;  for  certes  if  a  man  hadde  a  dedly  wound, 
vter  the  lenger  that  he  taried  to  wariftie  him- 
felf  the  more  wold  it  corrupt — and  alfo  the 
wound  wold  be  the  werfe  for  to  hele 

The  v.  Sax.  to  thrive 

Theodome,  «.  Sax.  thrift,  fuccefs 

Thefely,  adj.  Sax.  like  a  thief 

Thennes,  thcnne,  adv.  Sax.  thence 

Thennesforth,  adv.  Sax.  from  thejmcsforth,  from 
that  time  forward 

Theodomas,/r. «. 

Theophraft,  pr.  n. 

Ther,  'adv.  Sax.  there,  in  that  place,  is  frequently 
jufed  in  the  fenfe  of  where 

Ther,  in  compofition,  fignifies  that,  without  in 
cluding  any  idea  of  place.  See  Here.  Ther 
aboutcn,  thereagain,  therbeforne,  therby,  ther~ 
fore,  therfro,  thergaine,  therof,  theron,  thertOj 
therwith,  therwithall 

Thewes,  n.  pi.  -Sax.  manners,  qualities 

Thider,  adv.  Sax.  thither,  to  that  place 

Thiderward,  adv  Sax.  toward  that  place 

Thilke,  adj.  Sax.  this  fame,  that  fame 

Thinke,i>.  Sax.  toconfider;  it  is  very  frequently  ufed 

!   asanimperfonal  in  the/>r.and/a.  t.  in  the  fenfe  of 

lecmeth  or  femed  ;  me  thinketh,  him  thinketh, 

him  thoughte,  hir  thoughte,  how  thinketh  you  ? 

hem  thoughte 

Thinne,  adj.  Sax.  flender,  fmall ;  a  thinne  imagi 
nation,  tenui  imagine ;  a   thinne  fufpicion,    tenui 
icione 


lirle,  v.  Sax.  to  pierce  through 
This,  pron.  demonjl.  Sax.  is  fometimes  put  for  the 

prepofitive.  article 
Thife,//. 
Tho,prep.  art.  pL  da.  £ax.  ufed  as  a  demonftrative 

pronoun,  thofe 
TJio,  fdv.  Sax.  tUsu 


Thole,  v.  Sax.  to  fuffcr,  and  what  mifchefe  and 
male  cafe  Chrift  for  man  tholed 

Thore,  is  put  for  there,  for  the  fake  of  the  rhyme 

Thorpe,  n.  Sax,,  a  village 

Thoughten,/<z.  t.  pi.  of  thinke,  v.  Sax. 

Thrall,  n.  Sax.  a  flave  or  villain 

Thralle,  v.  to  enflave 

Thrafte,/^.  t.  of  threfte 

Thred-bafe,  adj.  Sax.  having  the  threads  bare,  the 
nap  being  worn  away 

Thremote,  ffiouleL  be  written  in  two  words,  thre 
mote,  as  in  the  Bodl.  mff.  Mot.  n.  Fr.  is  ex 
plained  -by  Cotgrave  .to  fignify,  among  other 
things,  the  note  winded  by  a  huntfman  on  his 
horn 

Threpe,  <o.  Sax.  to  call 

Threfte,  v.  Sax.  to  thruft 

Threfwold,  «.  Sax.  a  thrcfhold 

Threte,  v.  Sax.  to  threaten 

Threttene,  num.  Stx.  thirteen 

Thridde,  adj.  Sax.  third 

Thrie,  thries,  adv.  Sax.  thrice 

Thrilled, for  thirled,/*,  t.  of  thirle 

Thringe,  -a.  Sax.  to  thruft 

Thrift e,)*j.  t.  of  threfte 

Thronge,/7.  t.  of  thringe 

Thropes,  for  thorpes 

Throftel,  «.'  Sax.  a  thrufh 

Throw,  n.  Sax.  time;  but  a  throw;  but  a  little 
while ;  any  throw,  any  fpace  of  time ;  many  a 
throw,  many  times 

Thruft,  for  churft,  a.  Sax.  third 

Thrufty,  for  thurfty,  adj.  Sax.  thirfty 

Thurgh,  prep.  Sax.  through,  by  means  of 

Thurghfare,  n.  Sax.  a  paffage 

Thurghout,/>/v/>.  Sax.  throughout,  quite  through 

Thurrock,  n.  Sax.  the  hold  of  a  flup 

Thwitel,  n.  Sax.  a  whittle,  cultellus 

Thwitten,/>arf./a.  chipped  with  a  knife,  whittled, 
hi  en  dole,  brig. 

Tidde,  part.  pa.  of  tide,  v.  Sax.  happened;  thee 
fhulde  never  have  tidde  fo  faire  a  grace,  fo  fair 
a  fortune  fhould  never  have  happened  to  thee 

Tidife,  ».  the  tidife  is  mentioned  as  an  incohftant 
bird  in  the  Z^g-.  of  G.  W.  ver.  154:  as  doth 
the  tiJife  for  newfangleneffe.  Skinner  fuppofes 
it  to  be  the  titmoufe 

Tickel,  adj.  Sax.  uncertain 

Til, prep.  Sax.  to,  hire  till,  to  her. 

Timb'eftere,  n.  is  fuppofed  by  Lye,  [Etym.  Ling. 
Angl.  in  v.]  to  mean  the  fame  with  tombcftere. 
The  orig.  French  has  been  quoted  above  in  y, 
Sailours,  which  Chaucer  has  thus  imitated  ; 

There  was  many  a  timbeftere 
J^nd  failours,  that  I  dare  well  fwere 
Ycouthe  hir  craft  full  parfitly. 
The  timbres  up  full  fubtilly 
Thci  caften,  and  hent  hem  full  oft 
Upon  a  finger  faire  and  foft, 
That  thei  ne  failed  never  mo. 

According  to  this  defcription  it  fhould  rather 
feem  that  a  timbeftere  was  a  woman,  who 
plaid  tricks  with  timb;€?,  (bafons  of  feme  fort 
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or  other)  by  throwing  them  up  into  the  air  and 
catching  them  upon  a  fingle  finger ;  a  kind  of 
balance-miftrefs. 

Timbres,  «.  //.  Fr  bafons.     See  Timbeftere 
Tipet,  n.  Sax.  a  tippet 

Tipped,  part.  pa.  headed,  covered  at  the  tip  or 
top 

Tiptoon,  n.  pi.  Sax.  tiptoes,  the  extremities  of  the 
toes 

Tire,  v.  Fr.  to  pluck,  to  feed  upon  in  the  manner 
of  birds  of  prey  ;  for  loke  how  that  a  gofhauke 
tyreth 

Tiffue,  n.  Fr.  a  riband 

Tite,  for  tideth  happeneth 

Titering,  n.  Sax.  courtfhip 

Titeles,  adj.  Sax   without  title 

Titus  Livius,  pr.  n.  the  Roman  hiftorian 

To,  adv.  Sax.  too 

To,  prep.  Sax.  to  day,  on  this  day ;  to  morwe,  on 
the  morrow,  the  following  day  ;  to  yere,  in  this 
year. — To,  in  compofition  with  verbs,  is  gene 
rally  augmentative,  the  helmes  they  to-hewen 
and  to-fhrede,  i.  e.  hewe  and  cut  to  pieces ;  the 
bones  they  to-brefte,  /.  e.  break  in  pieces ;  to- 
broften,  to-darned,  much  bruifed  ;  to-rent,  rent 
in  pieces;  to-fwinke,  labour  greatly — Some 
times  the  adv.  all  is  added ;  al-to-rent ;  all-to- 
fhare  ;  entirely  cut  to  pieces;  all-to-fhent;  en 
tirely  ruined. 

Tofore,  toforen, /»•<•/>.  Sav.  before 

Togithers,  adv.  Sax.  together 

Told,  fa.  t.  of  tell,  v.  Sax.  accounted 

Tombeftere,  n.  Sax.  a  dancing  woman 

Tombefteres,  pi. 

Tomedes,  mould  be  written  as  two  words ;  to 
mede  or  to  medes,  according  to  the  Saxon  ufage, 
fignifies  for  reward,  in  return 

Tone,  n.  fl.  Sax.  toes 

fonne-gret,  adj.  of  the  circumference  of  a  tun 

Toos,  n.  pi.  as  Tone 

Toretcs,  «.  //.  Fr.  rings 

Torne,  v.  Fr.  to  turn,  the  devil  out  of  his  fkinne 
him  torne  !  may  the  devil  turn  him  inflde  out ! 

Torned,  fart.  pa. 

Tortous,  adj.  Fr.  oblique,  winding 

foteler,  «.  a  whifperer,  totelar,  fufurro,  Prompt. 
Par-v. 

Potty,  adj.  Sax.  dizzy 

Tough,  adj.  Sax.  difficult ;  and  maketh  it  full 
tough,  and  takes  a  great  deal  of  pains;  or 
make  it  tough,  or  take  pains  about  it ;  and 
made  it  neither  tough  ne  queint ;  made  no 
difficulty,  or  ftrangencfb ; 

Al  be  it  ye  make  it  never  fa  tewche, 
To  me  your  labour  is  in  vane. 

Mf.  Maitland,  The' Mourning  Maiden, 

Will.  Swane  makis  wonder  tewche 

Ibid.  PebKt  to  the  play.  ft.  21. 

fought,  adj.  Sax.  tight 
Tour,  n.  Fr.  a  tower 

fourret,  «.  mould  be  written  tourette,  as  in  rofT. 
Hunter,  a  turret  or  ihuli  tower 
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Tout,  n.  th«  backfide 

Towail,  n.  Fr.  a  towel 

Towardes,  prep.  Sax.  toward 

Towel,  n.  is  perhaps  put  for  tewel,  a  pipi,  thx? 
fundament 

Trace,  n.  Fr.  a  track  or  path  —  a  train 

Trade,/to.  t.  of  tread,  v.  Sax.  trod 

Tragetour,  n.  as  Tregetouf 

Traie,  v.  Fr.  to  betray  [draw 

Trais,  «.  pi.  /•>.  traits,  the  traces  by  which  horfes 

Tramiflene,/>r.  n.  a  kingdom  in  Africa 

Tranfmewe,  <v.  Fr.  to  tranform 

Trappures,  n.  pi.  barb.  Lat.  the  clothes  with  which 
horfes  were  covered  for  parade.  See  Du  Cangt 
in  v.  Trappatura 

Trained,  />£;•*.  pa.  betrayed 

Trate,  n.  Bp.  Douglas  frequently  ufes  trat  for 
an  old  woman,  JEn.  vii.  416,  invultus  fefe  tram- 
format  anilcs  -  he  renders  —  and  hir  in  fchapd 
transform  yt  of  ane  trat 

Trave,  n.  Fr.  travail,  a  frame  in  which  farrier* 
put  unruly  horfes 

Tre,  n.  Sax.  a  tree,  wood,  Criftes  tre,  the  crofa 

Trechour,  n.  Fr.  a  cheat 

Trede-foule,  «.  a  treader  of  hens,  a  cock 

Tregetour,  «.  a  juggler 

Trenchant,  part.  pr.  Fr.  cutting 

Trental,  «.  Fr.  was  a  fervice  of  30  maffes,  which 
were  ufually  celebrated  upon  as  many  different 
days,  for  the  dead.  Du  Gauge  in  v.  Trentale 

Trepeget,  n.  Fr.  a  military  engine.  Sec  Du  Cangt 
in  v.  Trebucbetum 

Trefie,  n.  Fr.  an  artificial  lock  or  gathering  of 
hair.  See  Du  Gangs,  in  v.  Trica,  Trecia 

Trefied,  part.  pa.  gathered  in  a  trefs  or  trefies 

Treffour,  n.  an  inftrument  ufed  in  treffing  the 
hair,  or  an  ornament  of  it  when  treffcd.  SeC 
Du  Cange  in  V.  TreJJoriutn 

Tretable,  adj.  Fr.  tractable 

Trete,  v.  Fr.  to  treat,  to  difcourfe 

Tretee,  n.  treaty 

Tretis,  «.  treaty 

Tretis,  adj.  Fr.  long  and  well  proportioned 

Tre  we,  n.  Fr.  a  truce 

Trewe,  adj.  Sax.  true  faithful 

True-love,  /?.  Mr.  Steevens  has  very  obligingly 
fuggefted  to  me  that  there  is  a  herb  called  true- 
love,  according  to  Gerard,  in  his  Herbal,  edit. 
1597,  p.  328,  Herba  Pans;  "One  berrie  or 
"  herbe  truelove  —  at  the  very  top  whereof 
"  come  forth  fower  leaves  directly  fet  one 
"  againft  another,  in  manner  of  a  Burgunnion 
"  crofs,  or  a  true  love  knot,  for  which  caufe 
"  among  theauncients  ithath  been  called  herbe 
"  true-love"  This  herb,  however,  to  the  beft  of 
my  remembrance,  is  rather  too  large  to  be  car 
ried  conveniently  under  the  tongue.  A  trew- 
love  of  the  fame  -or  another  fort  is  mentioned 
in  the  concluding  ftar.za  of  The  Court  6/Lo-vs  ; 

Eke  eche  at  other  threw  the  floures  bright, 

The  primerofe,  the  violerc,  and  th:  gold  ; 

So  than  as  I  beheld  the  royal  fight 

My  lady  gan  me  fodenly  behold, 

^n<J  with  a  trewdove  plired  many  a  fold; 
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She  fmote  me  through  the  very  heart  as  blive, 
And  Venus  yet  I  thanke  1  am  alive. 

Triacle,  ».  Fr.  corruption  of  theriaque,  a  remedy 
in  general 

Trice,  t».  Sar.  to  thruft 

Trie,  adj.  tried  or  refined,  Gloff.  Ur. 

Trill,  i/.  Sav.  to  twirl,  to  turn  round 

.* v  ncnt.  to  roll;  to  trickle 

Trine,  adj  Fr.  triple  ;  trine  compas,  the  Trinity. 
See  Compas. 

Trippe,ff.  evidently  means  afmall  piece  of  cheefe; 
les  tripes  d*un  fagot,  in1  Fr.  are  the  fmalleft  flicks 
in  a  faggot,  Cotgravg 

Trifle,  r.  for  trufte 

Trifle,  «.  a  poll  or  ftation  in  hunting,  C'nvell. — 
This  feern's  to  be  the  true  meaning  of  the  word, 
though  the  etymology  is  not  fo  clear 

Trumpe,  «.  Fr.  a  trumpet 

Trompour,  n.  a  trumpeter 

Tronchoun,  n.  jr.  a  (pear  without  a  head 

Tron,  n.  Fr.  a  throne 

Trophee,  pr.  n.  it  occurred  to  me  that  the  refe 
rence  might  poffibly  be  to  the  original  of  the 
Troilus  and  Crefcide,  which  according  to  Lyd- 
<rate  was  called  Trophe,  but  I  cannot  find  any 
fuch  paffage  as  is  here  quoted  in  the  Filoftrato. 

Trotula,  pr.  n. 

Trouble,  adj.  Fr.  dark,  gloomy 

Troubler,  comp.  d. 

Trowandife,  for  Fruanflife 

Trowe,  v.  Sax  to  believe 

Truandife,  n.  Fr.  begging,  truantling 

Tulle,  •».  .'J«x.  to  allure 

Tullius,/>r.  n.  M.  Tullius  Cicero 

Turkeis,^.  fr.  a  fort  of  precious  ftone 

Turkeis,  ^  dj.  Fr.  Turkiih 

Turmentife,  n.  Fr.  torment 

Turves,^/,  of  turf,  n.  Sav. 

Twaine,  tway,  twey,  tweine,  numer.  Sa::.  two 

Tweifold,  adj.  Sav.  double 

TwieS,-  adv.  Sa-;.  twice 

Twignt,  p^-  t.  &  part*  of  twitch,  v.  Sax.  pulled 
plucked 

Twinne,  v.  £av  to  depart  from  a  place  or  thing 

Twinned,  fart.  pa.  feparated 

Twire,  v.  twircth  feems  to  be  the  trauHation  of 
Jufurrat,  fpofcen  of  a  bird 

Twill,  /».  Sax.  a  twig 

Twifte,  -a  bav.  to  twitch,  to  pull  hard 

Twifte,/a.  t.  twitched 
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Valence,  pr.  «'.  Valencia  in  Spain,  Gloff  Ur 

Valerie,  pr.  n. 

Valerie,  Valerius,  pr.  n.  Valerius  Maximus 

Valure,  n.  Fr.  value 

Varien,  inf.  m.  i>.  Fr.  to  change,  to  alter 

Varien,  variaunt,  fart,  pr   changeable 

Vaffalagc1,  ».  Fr.  valour,  courage 

Vavafour,  a.  probably  a  meddling  landlord 

Vauntour,  n.  Fr.  a  hoailer 

Vccke, «.  ItaL  an  old  woman 


^eine-blode,  n.  blood  drawn  horn 

/endable,  «.  Fr.  to  be  fold 

Generic,  n.  Fr.  hunting 

fenge,  v.  Fr.  to  revenge 

Venime,  n.  Fr.  poifon,  venom 

Ventoufjng,  n.  fr.  cupping 

Ver,  n.  Lai.  the  fpring 

Veramcnt,  adv.  Fr.  truly 

Veray,  adj.  Fr.  true 

Verdegrefe,  «.  Fr.  verddu  grrt,  the  rufl  of  brafs,  fy 
called  from  its  coloilr,  a  gray  green 

Verdite,  n.  Fr.  judgment,  fentence 

Verger,  ri.  Fr.  a  garden 

Vermeile,  ad).  Fr.  of  a  vermilion  colour 

Vermelet,  adj.  a's  Vermeile 

Vernage,  a  kind  of  wine 

Vernicle,  n.  diminutive  of  T^erou'ike,  Fr.  a  ropy  in 
miniature  of  the  piclure  of  thrift,  which  is  fup, 
pofed  to  have  been  miraculoufly  imprinted  upotf 
a  handkerchief  preferved  in  the  church  of  St.1 
Peter  at  Rome,  Dii  C'inve  in  v.  I'eronica.  Mado*i 
Form.  Angl  p.  4^8  Tfejlam.  Job.  de  NeviU,  anJ 
13^6.  "  Item  Domino  Archiepifcopo  Eborunij 
"  fratri  meo,  i.  veflimentum  rubeum  de  velvet' 
"  cum  le  ferouike\r.  ftronike\m  granisrolarv.ni 
"  defllper  brondata,  [r.  broudjta."]  It  was  ufcd  fof 
perionsreturningfro'mpilgrimages  to  bringwittf' 
them  certain  tokens  of  the  ft-veral  places  which 
they  had  vifited,  and  therefore  the  Pardoner,1 
who  is  juft  arrived  from  Rome,  is  represented 
with  a  vernicle  fewed  upon  hii  cappe.  Se4| 
Pierce  Plough,  38,  b. — 


An  hundred  amples  on  hys  hatte  fette, 
Synges  of  Sinay  and  fneltes  of  Calice  *, 
And  many  a  crouch  on  his  duke  and  kayi 

of  Rome, 

The  I'ernlcle  before,  for  men  fho'uld  knovre 
And  fe  by  hys  fignes  whom  he  fought  had 


1 


Vernifh,  t>.  Fr.  to  varniih 

Verre,  «.  Fr.  glafs 

Verlifiour,  n.  Fr.  a  maker  of  vcrfes.a  poet 

Vertules,  adj  without  efficacy 

Vertuous,  adj  Fr.  active,  efficacious 

Veffcll,  «.  1  r.  vai/elle,  plate 

Ugly,  adj,  Sax.  horrid,  ffi»htfnt 

Viage,  «.  Fr.  a  journey  by  fea  or  land 

Vicary,  n.  Lot-  a  vicar 

Vice,  n.  Fr.  the  newel  or  upright  centre  of  a  w:n& 
ing  flaircafe 

Vigile,  n.  Fr.  the  eve  of  a  feflival,  the  wake  oi 
watching  of  a  dead  body 

Vigilie,  «.  Lot.  as  Virile 

Vilanie,  n.  Fr.  any  thing  unbecoming  a  gentle-' 
man 

Vinolem,  adj.  Lai.  full  of  wine 

Virelaye,  n.  Fr.  a  round  freemati's  fong,  Cofgrtril 
There  is  a  particular  defcription  of  a  virlai  irf 
the  Jardin  de  Plaifance ,  fol.  12.  where  it  make* 
the  dscima  fe:da  fpecies  rhetor  ice  Gallicane 

Virgile^r.  «. 

Vilage,  v.  Fr.  to  front,  to  face  a  thing 

Vife,  n.  in  mf.  A.  -veze ;  perhaps  we  ffiould  rew 
»  Mff.  Gales.  Terhapsic  Ihould  be  Galice* 


GLOSSARY. 

•,  a  Saxon  word  fignifying  violence,  impetu- 


, 

Vitaille,  n.  Fr.  victu-alt 

Vitellon,/>r.  n. 

Unbetide,  v.  Sax.  to  fail  to  happen 

Unbodie,  T>.  Sav.  to  leave  the  body 

Unbokel,  v.  Fr.  to  unbuckle,  to"  open 

Unce,  ».  Fr.  Lai.  ounce 

Uncommitted,  part.  fa.  office  uncommitted  oft  a- 

noyeth 

Vncotmirtg,  fart.  fr.  ignorant 
Unconning,  n.  ignorance 
Uncovenable,  adj.  inconvenient 
Uncouple,  v.  to  go  loofe,  metaphor  from  hounds 
Uncoupling^,  ».  letting  loofe,  D;i.  377 
Uncouth,  part  pa.  unknown.  Sec  Couth—- uncom 
mon,  not  vulgar,  elegant 
Uncouthly,  adv.  uncommonly 
Undepartable,  adj.  not  capable  of  departing 
tlrsderfong,  •».  Sav.  to  undertake 
Undergrowe,  part.  fa.  undergrown,  of  a  low  fta- 

ture 

Underling,  n.  Sax.  an  inferior 
Undermele,  n.  Pa*.  I  am  rather  inclined  to  believe, 
that  undermele  fignifies  the  time  after  the  meal 
of  dinner,  the  afternoon  ;  undermele  p^meridies , 
Promp.  P'arv. 

Undern,  n.  Sav.  the  thitd  hour  of  the  artific^l  day, 
nine  of  the  clock,  till  it  was  underne  hygh  and 
more,  Conf.  Am.  103,  b. 
Undernome,/^.  t'.  of  undermine,  v.  Sax.  lookup, 

received 

Underpight,/>a.  /.   See  Pight;  he  dranke  and  Wei 
his  girded  underpight,  he  drank  and  fluffed  hitf 
girdle  well 
Underfpnre,  v .  Sax.  to  raife  a  thing  by  putting  a 

fpear  or  pole  under  it 
Undcrftonde,  part.  pa.  underftood 
Undo,  v.  Sax.  to  unfohl 

Undoubtous,  adj.  undoubted  j  tndubitata,  orig.  See 
Doutous  [ong- 

Unefchauble,   adj.    Sax.   unavoidable  ;    irieiHtaiili, 
Unefe,  n.  uneafmefs 

Un-eth,  nn-ethes,  adv.  Sax.  feareely,  not  eaSly 
Unfum*  us,  attj.  unknown 
tlnfeflliche,  adj.  not  ftvitable  to  a  feaft 
Ungodely,   adj.   uncivil,  ungenteel ;  that  I  n'olde 
holde  hire  ungodely  ;  orig.  tfue  je  ne  ten'Jfe  a  vi- 
lalne 
tlngreabl'e,  adj.  unpleafant,  difagreeable,  ingratas^ 

orig. 

TJnhele,  n.  Sax.  misfortune 
Unhide,  <v.  to  difcover 
Unjoine,  v.  to  leparate,  to  disjoin 
T^Tnkindely,  adv.  unnaturally 
Unknowable,  adj.  incapable  of  being  known  ;  tgno- 

rablleiy  orig. 

Unletted,/w#.  fa.  imdifturbed 
Unloven,  v.  to  ceafe  loving 
Unluft,  n.  diilike 
Unmtfnhode,  n.  cowardice 
TJnmighty,  adj.  unable 
thiperegal',  adj.  unequal,  impart  orig. 
Unpin,  v.  5«v.  to  unlock 
Unpitoui,  adj.  cruel ;  impia. 


Jnplite,  i>.  to  unfold 

Unreft,  n.  want  of  reft,  uneafinefs,  trouble 

Unrefty,  adj.  unquiet 

CJnright,  n.  wrong 

tTnfad,  adj.  unfteady 
Unfcience,  «.  not  fcience 
Unfely,  adj   unhappy 

fetjpffrt.  fa.  not  appointed 
Unfliette,/«.  t.  opened 
Unflcilfully,  adv.  Sax.  without  reafon  j  rnjuri&t  orig. 

Unflekked,  fart.  fa.  unflacked 

Unflept,^sr/.  fa.  having- had  no  fleep 

Unfoft,  adj.  hard 

Unfolempne,  a£j.  uncelebrated  ;  inceltbrls^  orig. 

Unfperde,^ar#.  pa.  unbolted 

Unitancheable,  adj.  inexhauftable  ;  irtexbaujta,  orig, 

Unftanchtd,  fart.  fa.  unfatisfied  ;  inexfletara,  Ofi^j, 

Unfufficient,  adj.  infufficient 

Unfvvell,  •».  to- fall  after  fwelling 

Unthank,  «.  no  thanks,  ill  will 

Until,  prep.  San.  to,  unto 

Untime,  «.  an  unfeafonable  time 

Unto,  adv.  Sajc.  until 

Untretable,  adj.  not  admitting  any  treaty,  lelluai 
inexorabile,  orig.  H'»tef&s  azyfUXTOS 

Untreffed,  fart.  fa.  not  tied  in  a  trefs  or  treffes 

tlntrifte,  for  untrufte,  v.  to  miflruft 

Untruft,  ».  difirufl 

Unufage,  n.  want  of  ufage  ;  infolentiay  orig. 

Unware,/arr#.  pa.  unforeleen 

Unweld,  adj.  unwieldy 

Unwemmed,  part.  pa.  urrfpotted 

Unweting,  .part,  ft:  not  knowing ;  unwetrhg  o* 
this  Dorigen,  Dorigen  not  knowing  of  this 

Unwetingly,  adv.  ignorarttly 

Unwift,  part.  pd.  unknown  ;  unwift  of  him,  it  be 
ing  unknown  to  him,  not  knowing 

Unwit,  n.  want  of  wit 

Unwote,  v.  Sax.  to  be  ignorant. 

Unwrie,  v.  to  uncover 

Unyolden,  fa'rt.  fa.  not  having  yielded 

Voide,  v.  Fr.  to  remove,  to  quit,  to  make  empty 

Voide,  v.  neat,  to  depart,  to  go  away 

Voided, fart.  fa.  removed 

Volage,  adj.  tr.  light,  gkidy 

Volatile,  ».  Fr.  wild  fowls,  game 

Volunie,  n.  Fr.  will 

Volupere,  ».  a  woman's  cap,  a  nightcap,  vbfyf&ff 
tercher,  terijtrumy  Promp.  Parv.  but  therlflrum  ftg- 
nifies,  properly,  a  veil.  See  Du  Cange  in  v. 

Vouche,  v.  Ir.  vouchen  fauf,  to  vouchfafe  ;  vouch- 
eth  fauf,  vouchfafe  ye;  as  ye  have  made  prefenS 
the  king  vouches  it  fave 

Up,  prep.  Sav.  upon  ;  ther  lith  on  up  my  wombs 
and  up  my  hed ;  there  lieth  one  upon  my  belly 
«md  upon  my  head ;  up  peine,  upon  pain ;  up 
peril,  irpon  peril 

Up,  adv.  Sax.  up  on  lond,  up  in  the  country  ;  up 
&  doun,  upfide  down*  the  londe  was  tourned 
up  fo  doun,  Conf.  Am.  37,  159.— But  Pandarc 
up,  an  elliptical  expreflion,  of  which  it  is  not 
eafy  to  give  the  precife  meaning 

Upper,  comp.  d.  higher 

Uphaf,/a.  t.  of  uphcve,  v.  Sax.  heaved  up 

Upheping,  n.  Sax,  accumulation  ;  cujavlaai^  orij. 


GLOSSARY. 


Upon,  adv.  he  had  upon  a  courtepy  of  grene,  he 
had  oh  a  Courtepy,  &c  or  perhaps  it  is  an  ellip 
tical  expreffion  for  he  had  upon  him 

Uppereft,  adj.fuperl.  highefl 

Upright,  adj.  Sax,  ftraight ;  upright  as  a  bolt, 
ilraight  as  an  arrow  :  it  is  applied  indifferently 
to  perfons  lying  as  well  as  (landing 

Urchon,  n.  a  hedgehog 

Ure,  n.  Fr.  fortune,  deftiny 

Ured,  adj.  fortunate ;  well  ured 

Ufage,  n.  Fr.  experience,  practice 

Ufant,/wj?.  pr.  Fr,  ufmg,  accuftomed 

Utter,  camp.  d.  of  out,  adv.  Sax.  outward,  more 
out 

Utterefte,/*/"-/.  d.  uttermoft 

Utterly,  adv.  Fr.  oultreiment,  thoroughly,  entirely 

XJttreri,  inf.  m.  of  utter,  v.  Sat.  to  publiftl 

Uttren,/>r.  t.  pi.  give  out,  fell 


Wade,/r.  n. 

Wade,  v.  Sax.  Lat.  to  pafs  through  water  without 

fwimming,  to  pafs  generally 
Waferers,  «.  ^/.fellers  of  wafers,  a  fort  of  cakes 
Wafoures,  n.  pi.  wafers,  a  fort  of  cakes 
Waget.  Upon  the  whole,  I  believe  that  a  light  wa- 

get  fhotild  be  undcrftood  to  mean  a  light  blue 

colour 

Waimenting,  n.  Say.  lamentation 
.  Waine,  n.  Sav.  a  wagon 
"Watte,  v.  Fr.  to  watch 
Wake,  •:-.  Sax.  to  watch 
Walachie,/>r.  n.  Walachia 
V/a!a  wa !  or  wa  la  wa !  inter/.  Sax.  wo  !  alas !  wa- 

la  v/a  the  while  !  alas  the  time  ! 
Walnete,  n.  Sax.  a  walnut,  /.  e.  a  French  or  foreign 

-nut 

Walwe,  ir.  Sax.  to  tumble  about,  to  wallow 
Walwing,  fart,  fr.' 
"Wail,  pa,  t.  of  win,  v.  Sax.  gained 
Wane,  v.  Sat.  to  decreafe 
Wang,  n.  Sax.  a  cheek-tooth 
Wanger,  n.  Sax.  a  fupport  for  the  cheek,  a  pillow 
Wanhope,  n.  Sax.  defpair 
Wamruft,  n.  Sax.  diftruft 
\Vaped,  fart.  fa.  Sax.  ftupified 
Wardecorps,  n.  Fr.  body-guard 
Wardein,  «.  Fr.  a  warden  of  a  college,  a  guard,  a 

keeper  of  a  gate ;  wardeins,  pi.  guard,  watch 
men 
Warderere,  perhaps  a  corruption  of  the  French 

garde  arriere 

Wardrope,  n.  Fr,  ^arderobe,  a  houfe  of  office 
Wariangles.     See   Coigi-ave  in  v.  Pie  and  Engones, 

where  he  explains  the  wariangle  to  be  a  Irnall 

woodpecker,  black  and  white  of  colour,  and  but 

half  as  big  as  the  ordinary  green  one 
Warice,  warifh,  v.  Fr.  to  heal ;  v.  neut.  to  recover 

from  ficknefs 
Warifon,  n.  feemr.  to  be  put  for  reward ;  fan  merits, 

orig.  ivarlftin,  donatlvum^  Prompt.  Parv. 
W;.  rie,  v.  Sa.\-.  to  caution,  to  apprife,  to  refufe 
JiV  wneftore,  v.  to  furnifh. 


Warrie,  v.  Sax.  to  abufe,  to  fpeak  evil  of 

Waflien,  fart.  fa.  of  wafli,  v.  Sax. 

Waftel-brede,  cake-bread,  bread  made  of  the  finefl 

flour,  from  the  French  gajleau,  a  cake 
Waftour,  n.  Fr.  afpoiler 
Wate,  v.  Sax.  to  know 

Watering  of  Seint  Thomas,  a  place  for  watering 
horfe,  I  fuppofe,  a  lit  le  out  of  the  borough  of 
tioutbwark,  in  the  road  to  Canterbury.  The 
fame  place,  I  apprehend,  was  afterwards  called 
St.  Thomas  a  Waterings,  probably  from  fome 
chapel  dedicated  to  that  faint.  It  was  a  place  of 
execution  in  Queen  Elizabeth's  time.  #W, 
.Ath.0x.on.  i.  22y 

Watlynge-flrete,  an  old  ftreet  in  London 

Wave,  fa.  t.  of  weave,  v.  Sax.  wove 

Wawe,  «.  Sax.  a  wave 

Way,  n.  Sax.  is  often  put  for  the  time  in  which  a 
certain  fpace  can  be  paffed  through  ;  a  furlong 
way,  mile  way,  any  fhort  time — at  the  lefte 
w£y,  feems  to  figritfy  no  more  than  at  the  left, 
at  leaft — a  devil  way,  a  twenty  devil  way 

Way,  adv.  away  ;  do  way,  do  away,  put  away 

Waye,  v.  Sax.  to  weigh,  to  prefs  with  weight 

Webbe,  n.  Sax.  a  weaver 

Wedde,  n.  Sax.  ai  pawn  or  pledge ;  to  wedde  for 
a  pawn  ;  and  leyde  to  wedde  Normandie 

Wede,  n.  Sax.  clothing,  apparel;  under  wede  feems 
to  fignify,  limply,  in  my  clothing 

Wede,  n.  Sax.  a  weed,  an  ufelefs  herb 

Wehee,  a  word  to  exprefs  the  neighing  of  a  horfe 

Weive,  v.  Sax.  to  forfake,  to  decline,  to  rcfufe 

Weive,  *.  neut.  to  depart 

Wdved,fffrt.  fa.  departed 

Weke,  i>.  Sax.  to  grow  weak 

Weke,  adj.  Sax.  weak 

Wei,  adv.  Sav.  wdl,  in  a  good  condition ;  wel  was 
the  wenche  with  him  mighte  mete ;  wel  were 
they  that  thider  might  twin  :  it  is  joined  to 
Other  adverbs  and  adjectives,  as  full  and  right 
are,  and  flill  more  frequently  to  verbs,  in  the 
fenfe  of  the  French  bkn 

Welde,  v.  Sax.  to  govern,  to  wield 

Weldy,  adj.  Sax.  adtive 

Wele,  adv.  for  well 

Wele,  n.  Sax.  wealth,  profperity 

Weleful,  adj.  productive  of  happinefs 

We4efulneis,  n.  Sax.  happinefs 

Welke,/a.  t.  of  walk,  v.  Sax.  walked 

Welked,  fart.  fa.  of  weike,  v.  Sax.  withered, 
mouldy 

Welkin,  «.  Sax.  the  fky 

Well,  n.Sax.  a  fpring 

Welle,  v.  Sax.  to  flow  as  from  a  fpring 

Welmeth,  feems  to  be  put  for  welleth,  fpringeth 

Welte,  i  a.  t.  of  welde,  governed  wielded 

Wel-thewed,  adj.  Sax.  endowed  with  good  quali 
ties 

Welwilly,  adj.  Sa>-.  favourable,  propitious 

Wemme,  .n.  Sax.  a  Ipot,  a:fa,'!t 

Wenche,  n.  Sax.  a  young  woman 

Wend,  for  weueci  fii.  t.  or  wene,  thought,  intended 

Wende,  v.  <-,ax.  -to  go 

Wende,  «.  Sax.  guefs,  conjecture,  perhaps  for 
wenc 
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Wene,  n.  Sax.  guefs,  fuppofition ;  withouten  wene, 

not  by  fuppofition,  certainly 
Wene,  i>.  Sax.  to  think,  to  fuppofe 
Went,  part.  pa.  of  wende,  gone 
Wente,  went,  fa.  t.  of  wende ;  went  at  horde, 

lived  as  a  boarder 
Went,  n.  a  way,  a  piflage,  turn  in  walking ;  in 

bed 

Went,  for  want 

Wep,  pa.  t.  of  wepe,  i>.  Sax.  wept 
Wepely,  adj.  Sax.  caufing  tears 
Wepen,  n.  Sax.  a  weapon 
Werche,  «.  &  v.  as  Werke 

Were,  for  weren,  inJ.  m.  pa.  t.  pi.  of  am,  v.  Sax. 
it  is  fometimes  ufed  for  had,  according  to  the 
Fr.  cuftom,  with  reflected  verbs, ' tbifs  riotoures — 
were  fet  hem  in  a  tavern  for  to  drinke — Sttoient 
mis,  sttolent  affts 

Vfereyfukj.  m.  fa.  t.Jtng.  e.  g.  as  it  were ;  if  en  of 
hem  were;  whether  fhe  were;  were  it;  it 
were  a  game 

Were,  v.  Sax.  to  wear,  to  defend 
Were,  n.  Fr.  guerre,  confufion ;  his  herte  in  fuch 
a  were  is  fet,  fen  cueur  a    mys  en   tel  guerre ; 
and  in  a  were  gan  I  wexe  and  with  myfelf  to 
difpute 

Were,  n.  Sax.  for  catching  fifh 
Weren,  fa.  t.  pi.  of  am.  v.  Sax:  were 
Werke,  n.  Sax.  work  ;  werkes  //. 
Werke,  v.  Sax.  to  work 
Werne,  i>.  as  Warne 
Werre, n.  Fr.  war 
Werrie,  v  Fr.  to  make  war  againft 
Werfe,  camp.  d.  of  ill,  adv.  Sax.  worfe 
Werfe,  comp.  d.  of  bad,  adj.  Sax.  worfe 
Vfet&e,fuferl.  d.  of  bad,  worft 
Wery,  adj.  Sax.  weary 
We(h,/a.  t.  of  waft,  v.  Sax.  waflied 
Weftren,  inf.  m.  v.  Sax.  to  tend  toward  the  weft 
Wete,  adj.  Sax.  wet 
Wete,  v.  Sax.  to  wet 
Wete,  i>.  Sax.  to  know 

Wether,  «.  Sax.  the  weather — a  caftrated  ram 
Weting,  n.  Sax.  knowledge 
Weve,  v.  Sax.  to  weave 

Weve,  "v.  Sax.  to  put  off,  to  prevent.     See  Weive 
Wex,  pa.  t.  of  waxe  or  wexe,  v.  Sax.  waxed,  grevy 
Wexing,  part .  pr.  increafmg 
Weyeden,  pa.  t.  pi.  weighed.  See  Waye 
What,  fron.  interrog.  Sax.  is  often  ufed  by  itfelf  as  a 

fort  of  interjection  ;  what ! 

What,  proa,  indff.  fomething,  a  little ;  what  for 
love  and  for  ditlrefs,  partly  for  love  and  partly  for 
diftrefs;  wete  ye  what  ?  do  ye  know  fomething  ? 
ne  elles  what  ?  nor  any  thing  elfe  — What,  when 
joined  to  a  n.  fubjl.  (either  expreffed  or  under- 
ftood)  is  a  mere  adj.  anfwering  to  quails,  L,at. 
guel,  Fr.  what  they  weren,  what  men  they  were; 
what  fo,  what  that,  whatsoever 
Wheder,  conj.  Sax.  whether 
Whelm,  v.  Sav.  to  fink,  to  deprefs 
Whennes,  adv.  Sar.  whence 
Wher,  conj.  Sax.  whether 
Wher,  adv.  Sav.  where 

Wher,  in  compofttion.  fignifies  which,  See  H«re 
VOL.  I. 
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and  Ther — —Wherfore,  wherin,  whertbroughj 

wherwith,  when  ufed  interrogatively,  wherof, 

wherwkh 

Whether,  adj.  Sax.  which  of  two 
Whette,  fart.  fa.  of  whet,  v.  Sax.  fharpened 
Whiche,  fron.   rel.   Sax.  who,  whom,  adj.  what, 

what  fort  of 
While,  n.  Sax.  time ;  in  this  mene  while,  in  the 

mean  time  ;  how  he  might  quite  hire  while, 

how  he  might  requite  her  time,  pains,  &c.  God 

can  ful  wel  your  while  quite 
Whilcre,  ad-v.  Sax.  fometime  before 
Whilke,  adj.  Sax.  which 
Whilom,  adv.  Sax.  once,  on  a  time 
Whine,  <v.  Sax.  to  utter  a  plaintive  cry. 
White,  adj.  Sax.  fair,  fpecious 
White,  -v.  to  grow  white 
Who,  fron.  interrog.  Sax. 
Whos,  gen.  ca.fing. 

Who,  fron.  rel.  Sax.  it  is  generally  exprefled  by 

that 

Whos,  gen.  ca.fing. 
Who,  pron.  indef. 

For  wel  thou  woft  the  name  as  yet  of  her 
Amonges  the  people,  as  who  fayth  halowed  is 

where  as  who  fayth  feemsto  be  equivalent  to  as 

one  mould  fay  :  the  fame  phrafe  is  fometimes 

ufed  to  introduce  a  fuller  explanation  of  a  paf- 

fage,  as  we  might  ufe — that  is  to  fay — who  fo, 

who  that,  wholoever 

Wide-where,  adv.  Sax.  widely,  far  and  near 
Wierdes,  «.  fl.  Sax.  the  Fates  or  Deitinies 
Wif,  n.  Sax.  a  wife,  a  woman 
Wifhood,«.  Sax.  the  ftate  of  a  wife 
Wifles,  adj.  Sax.  unmarried 
Wifly,  adj.  Sax.  becoming  a  wife 
Wight,  n.  Sax.  a  perfon,  male  or  female,  a  fmall 

fpace  of  time,  weight,  a  witch, ;  wytch  cleped, 

nyght  mare 
Wfght,  'adj.   Sax.  active,  fwift ;  of  hem  that  ben 

deliver  and  wight,  Coiif.  Am.l11,\>. 
Wightes,  n.  pi.  witches 
Wike,  n.  for  weke 
Wiket,fl.  Fr.  a  wicket 
Wikke,W/.  Sax.  wicked 
William  St.  Amour,  a  doAor  of  the  Siorbonne  in  the 

1 3th  century,  who  took  a  principal  part  in  the 

difpute  between  the  univerfity  of  Paris  and  the 

Dominican  friais 
Willy,  adj.  Sax.  favourable 
Wiln,  for  willen,//.  n.  of  wille,  v.  Sax* 
Wilne,  v.  Sax.  to  defire 
Wimple,  n.  Fr.  a  covering  for  the  neck;  it  is  dif- 

tinguifhed  from  a  veil,  which  covered  the  head 

alfo 

Weringa  vaile  inftede  of  wimple, 
As  nonnes  don  in  hir  abbey. 

Windas,  n.  Fr.guinJtl,  an  engine  to  raife  ftones,  &c» 
Winde,  v.  Sax.  to  turn  round 
Winde,  as  Wende,  to  go 
Winne,  v.  Sax.  to  gain,  to  attain 
Zz 
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Wirry,  <v.  ?ax.  to  worry 

Wis,  adv.  Sax.  certainly.   See  Y-wis 

"Wife,  n.  Sax.  manner 

Wifly,  adv.  Sax.  certainly 

Wiffe,  i).  Sax.  to  teach,  to  direft ;  fo  God  me  wifle, 
fo  may  God  direil  me 

\Vifte,  pa.  t.  of  wifte,  v.  Sax.  knew 

Wite,  v.  Sax.  to  know,  to  blame,  to  impute  to 
\vite  it  the  ale  of  Southwark,  impnte  it  to  the  ale 
of  Southwark;  or  blame  the  ale  pi  Southwarkfor  it 

Wite,  n.  Sax.  blame 

4\Vith,  prep.  Sax.  is  ufed  in  the  fenfe  of  by ;  \vas 
with  the  Icon  frette,  was  devoured  by  the  lion ; 
in  with  his  thought,  in  with  hire  bofom,  within 
his  thought,  within  her  bofom  ;  with  mefchance, 
with  mefchanceand  wit  hmifaventure,withforwe 
and  with  mefchance ;  with  fojrwe,are  phrafesof  the 
fame  import  as  God  yeve  him  mefchance,  God 
yeve  me  forwe  :  they  are  all  to  be  confidered  as 
parenthetical  curfes,  ufed  with  more  or  lefsferi- 
oufnefa ;  and  fo  are  the  following  phrafes,  with 
evil  prefe,  with  harde  grace,  with-fory  grace 

Withholde,  v.  Sax.  to  flop 

Withholden,  withhold, /a/*,  fa.  retained,  detained 

"Withfain,  inf.  m.  of  withfay,  v  Sax. 

Withfaye,  withfeye,  v.  to  contradidt,  to  deny 

Witnefie,  n.  Sax.  tcftimony,  awitnefs 

Witiiesfully,  adj.  Sax.  evidently 

Witte,  n.  Sax.  underftanding,  capacity — to  my 
witte  ;  in  my  judgment 

Wittes,  n.  pi.  Sax.  the  fenfes  of  man 

"Wive,  «.  for  wif 

Wivere,  n.  Sax.  a  ferpent 

XVlatfom,  adj.  Sax.  loathfome 

Wo,  n.  Sax.  wo,  forrow— wo  were  us ;  wher  me 
•were  wo,  are  expreffions  derived  from  the  Sax 
on  language,  in  which  us  and  me  were  equiva 
lent  to  noiis  ^ind  ntlbiy  without  the  addition  of 
theprtp.  to 

Wo,  adj.  Sax.  forrowful 

"Wobegon,  far  gone  in  wo.  See  begon 

\Vcde,  wood,  adj'.  Sax,  mad,  violent;  for  wcde, 
like  any  thing  mad 

"Wode,  v.  Sax.  tp  grow  niad 

"VVodewale,  ft.  n.  of  a  bird 

Wol,  i>.  anvil.  Sax.  to  will  ;  it  is  ufed  fometimes  by 
itfelf,  the/>/.  v.  being  underftocd,  as -me  to  wa 
ter  wolde,  *.  e.  would  diiTolve  into  water;  and  to 
the  -wood  he  wol, ;'.  e.  will  go,  ful  many  a  man 
hath  he  begiled  er  this,  and  wol.  i.  e.  will -be 
guile 

Wolde,  pa.  /,  would,  wolden,  pa.  t.fubj.  m.  wolde 
God  !  God  wolde  !  o  that  God  were  willing  ' 
ne  wolde  God  !  God  forbid ! 

Wold,  part,  pa.  wille4,jfceen  willing  [man 

Womanhede,  «.  womanhood,  the  virtue  of  a  wo- 

Wonde,  i>.  Sax.  wandiau,  to  dealt  through  fear 

Wonde,/a.  t.  may  perhaps  be  deduced  from  winde, 
to  turn,  tp  bend, 

The  yerde  is  bet  that  bowen  wol  and  winde 
Than  that  that  bceft. 

Wonde,  fa.  t.  of  won<%  dwelled 

Wonder,  adj.  Sax.  cuitom,    ufage,    habitation^  a 

'*  htop,  an  ailembJy  .   : 


Wone,  v.  Sex.  to  dwell 
Woneden,/a.  t.  pi.  dwelled 
Woned,  part.  pa.  wont,  accuflomed 
Woning,  «.  Sax.  a  dwelling 
Wonne,  fjrt  pa.  of  winne,  v.  Sax.  won,  conquer 
ed,  begotten 

Wont, /wr/.  fa.  of  wone,  accuflomed 
Wood,  adj.  as  wode 
Wopdnefs,  n.  madnefs 
Wordles,  adj.  Sax.  fpeechlefs 
Worldes,  gen.  ca.  of  world,  n,  Sax.  is  ufed  in  the 

fenfe  of  the  adj.  worldly  ;  every  worldes  fore ; 

my  worldes  blis 
Wort,  n.  Sax.  a  cabbage,  new  beer  in  a  ftate  of 

fermentation 

Worth,  '•j.  Sax.  to  be,  to  go,  wo  worthe  !  unhap 
py  be,  or  wo  be  to  !  to  climb,  to  mount 
Woft,  for  woteft,  knoweft 
Wote,  wot,  v.  Sax.  to  know,  wot,/»z.  t.  knew 
Wowe,  (rather  woe)  v.  Sax.  to  woo 
Woxe,/a.  /.  of  waxe,  or  wexe,  <v.  Sax.  grew 
Woxen,/^/-if.  fa.  grown 
Wraie,  v.  £ax.  to  betray,  difcover 
Wrathen,  inf.  m.  v.  Sav.  to  make  angry 
Wrawe,  adj.  Sax.  peevifji,  angry ;  wrawe,  froward, 

ungoodly 

Wrawiicfs,/*.  peevifhnefs 
Wray,  as  wraie ' 
Wreche, «.  Sax.  revenge 
Wrenches,  n  pi.  Sax.  frauds,  ftratagems 
Wreft,  v.  Sax.  to  twift ;  the  nightingale  with  fo 

great  might  hire  voice  began  oat  wreft — to 

turn  forcibly 
Wrethen,  part. pa.   of  writhe — wrethen    in   fere, 

twifted  together;  'in  Urry's  edit,  it  is  printed 

— within  in  fere     < 
Wreye,  i>.  as  wraie 

Wrie,  v.  Sax.  to  cover,  to  turn,  to  incline 
Wright,  «.  Sax.  a  workman 
Wrine,  for  wrien,  inf.  m.  of  wrie  [ture 

Wring,  v.  Sax.  to  Iqueeze  fp  as  to  exprefs  moif- 
Writhe,  v.  Sax.  to  twift,  to  turn  a(ider 
Writhing,  n.  a  turning 
Wronge,  fart,  fa:  of  wring;  his  hondes  wronge  : 

later  writers  have  ufed  the  fame  expreffion  of 

ditlrefs 
Wrote,  v.  Sax.  to  dig  with  the  fnout  as  fwine  do; 

or  like  a  worm  that  wroteVh  in  a  tree 
Wr ought, /w/./>a.  of  worke,  v.  Sax*  made 


Y. 


Y,  at  the  beginning  of  many  words,  efpecially 
verbs  and  participles,  is  merely  a  corruption  of 
the  Saxon  ge,  which  has  remained  uncorrupted 
in  the  other  collateral  branches  of  the  Gothic 
language  ;  what  the  power  of  it  may  have  been 
originally,  it  is  impofiible,  perhaps,  now  to  de 
termine  :  in  Chaucer  it  does  not  appear  to  have 
any  effedl  upon  the  fenfe  of  a  word,  fo  that 
there  feems  to  be  no  neceffity  for  inferting  in 
gloffary  fuch  words  as  yblefled,  ygranted,  &c. 
which  differ  not  in  fignification  from  bleffed, 
granted,  &c.  Some,  however,  of  this  fort  arc 
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infcrted,  which  may  ferve  at  leaft  to  fhcw 
more  clearly  the  extent  of  this  practice  in 
Chaucer's  time.  Several  other  words  are  fhort- 
ly  explained  under  this  letter,  of  which  a  more 
full  explanation  may  be  found  under  their  re- 
fpe&ive  fecond  letters 

Ya,  adnj.  Sax.  yea ;  it  is  ufed  emphatically  with 
both  ;  ya  bothe  yonge  and  olde  ;  ye  both  fairc 
and  good 

Yaf,  />*•  t-  of  yave,  v.  S.ix.  gave 
Yaltc,  for  yelte  ;  yalte  him,  yieldeth  himfelf 
Yare,  aiij.  Sax.  ready 
Yate,  n.  Sax.  z  gate 
Yave,  fa.  t.  of  yevc,  gave 
Y-be,  fart.  pa.  been 
Y-beried,  fart,  pa,  buried 
Y-bete,  v.  a.  to  beat,  ftamp,  imprint 
Y-blent,  fart.  fa.  of  blend,  blinded 
Y-blent,  fart.  pa.  of  blenche,  fhrunk,  darted  a- 

fide 

Y-blint,  part.  fa.  blinded 
Y-bore,  fart.  fa.  of  bere,  born,  carried 
Y-bourded,  fart.  pa.  jefted 
"Y -brenf ,  fart,  fa.  of  brenne,  burned 
Y-chapcd,  fart.  fa.  furnifhed  with  chapes,  from 

cbaff:,  Fr. 

Y-clouted,/arf.  fa.  wrapped  in  clouts  or  rags 
Y~corven,  fart.  fa.  cut.     See  Corvcn 
Y-coupled,  part.  pa. 
Y-crafed,  part.  pa.  broken 
Y-deled,  part.  pa.  diftributed 
Y-dight,  part.  pa.  adorned 
Y-do,  p^rt.  fa.  done,  finifhed 
Y-drawe,  fart.  fa.  drawn 
Ye,  adv.  Sax.  as  Ya  ;  yc  wis,  yea  certainly 
Yeddinges,  would  feem  to  mean  ftory-telling 
Yede,/ar/.  fa.  of  yede,  v.  S#x.  went 
Yefte,  n.  SJK.  a  gift ;  ytftes,  pi. 
Yelde,  v.  Sax.  to  yield,  to  give,  to  pay ;  God 

yelde  you !  God  reward  you  ! 
Yelleden,/><*.  t.  pi.  of  yelle,  v.  Sax. 
Yelpe,  v.  SJK.  to  prate,  to  boaft 
Yelte,  for  yeldeth 
Yeman,  n.  Six.  a  fervant  of  middling  rank;   a 

bailiff— Yemen,  //. 
Yemanrie,  n.  the  rank  of  yeoman 
Yerde,  n  Sax.  a  rod  or  ftaff,  fod,  earth 
Yere,  for  yeres,  n.fl.  Sax.  years 
Yerne,  adj.  Six.  briflc,  eager 
Yerne,  aav.  brilkly,  eagerly,  early,  foon,  immedi 
ately 

Yerne,  v.  to  dcfire,  to  fcek  eagerly 
Yerning,  n.  acltvity,  diligence 
Yeten,  fart.  fa.  gotten 
Yeve,  v.  Sax.  to  give 
Yeven,  yeve,  fart,  pa  given 
Y-fallc,  part.  pa.  fallen 

Y-leined,  part.  pa.    lordes  heftes   may   not   ben 
y-feined,  the  commands  of  fovereigns  may  not 
be  executed  with  a  feigned  pretended  zeal,  they 
muft  be  executed  ftridtly  and  fully 
Y-fette,  part,  pa.  fetched 
Y-fomlen,  fart.  fa.  found 
Y-foftered,  part.  fa.  educated 
Y-freten,/wf.  fa.  devoured 
Y-geten,  part.  pa.  gotten 
Y-glofeci,  part.  fa.  flattered 
Y-glued,  part.  fa.  glew«d,  faftened  with  gleW 


Y-go,  pirt.  pa.  gone 

Y-grave,  part.  />.*.  buried 

Y-halowed,  part.  fa.  kept  holy 

Y-herd,  part.  pa.  covered  with  hair 

Y-hoId,  part.  pa.  beholden 

Y- japed,  p.irt.  pr..  tricked,  deceive  ' 

Y-ieffed,  pirt.  pa.  relieved.     See  Lifted 

Y-liche,  y-like,  adj.  Six.  refembling,  equal 

Y-liche,  y-like,  adv.  Sax.  equally,  alike 

Y-limed,  pirt.  pi.  limed,  caught  as  with  bird 
lime 

Y-logjred,/»r/.  pi.  lodged 

Y-mafked,  part.  />.?.  mafhed  or  meflied ;  mafelet 
Belg.  macula  retis,  Kilian. 

Y-meint,  fart.  pa.  mingled 

Y-mell,  prep.  S.ix.  among 

Ymeneus,  pr.  n.  Hymenjeus 

Yncuigh,  ynow,  adv.  Sax.  enough 

Yolden,  part.  p.,.  of  yelde,  given,  yielded,  re- 

Yonghede,  n.  Sax.  youth 

Yore,  ad-v.  Sax.  of  a  long  time,  a  little  before ; 
yore  agon,  long  ago  ;  in  olde  times  yore,  of 
time  yore 

Yove,  pr.  t.  of  yeve,  gave 

Youre,  pron.  p3f.  Sax.  is  ufed  for  yotirrs 

Yourcs,pron.fo//:  Sax.  uftd  generally  when  the 
noun  to  which  it  belongs  is  understood  or  plac 
ed  before  it;  he  was  an  old  felaw  of  youres, 
he  was  an  old  companion  of  yours,  /'.  e.  of  or 
among  your  companions 

Youthhede,  n.  Sax.  youth 

Yoxe,  v.  Sax.  to  hiccough 

Y-piked,  part.  pa.  picked,  fpruce  \ 

Y-queint,  part.  pa.  quenched 

Y-reight,^<7.  t.  reached 

Y-reken,  feems  to  be  jmt  for  the  oy  part,  pr* 
y-rekcnd,  reeking 

Yren, «.  Sax.  iron 

Y-rent,  fart.  pa.  torn 

Y-ronne,  y-ronnen,/>rr/.  p7.  run 

Y-fateled,/>arf.  pj.  fettle  J,  tftablifhed 

Yfe,  n.  Sax.  ice 

Y-ferved,/>dr/.  pa.  treated 

Y-fette,  part.  pa.  fet,  placed,  appointed 

Y-fhent,  pirt.  pa.  damaged 

Y -{how,  fart,  p.i.  puihed  forwards 

Y-flawe,  furt.  p :.  flain 

Y-fope,  pr.  n.  So  the  name  of  the  fabulift  wag 
commonly  written,  notwithstanding  the  dif- 
tinclion  pointed  out  by  the  following  technical 
vtrfe : 

Yfopus  eft  herba,    fed    ^Efopus  dat   bona 
verba 

In  this  and  many  other  pa£Tajj;es  which  arc 
quoted  from  -/Efop,  by  writers  of  the  middle 
ages,  it  is  not  eafy  to  fay  what  author  they 
mean  :  the  Greek  collections  of  fables  which 
are  now  current  under  the  name  of  ./Efop 
were  unknown,  I  apprehend,  in  this  part  or 
the  world  at  the  time  that  Melibee  was  writ 
ten  :  Phxdrus  too  had  difappeared  :  Avicuus 
indeed  was  very  generally  read.  He  is  quot 
ed  as  ./Efop  by  John  of  Salifbury,  Polycrat. 
1.  Vli.  Ut  JEfopo,  vel  Avieiio,  credas. But 

the  name  of  Miop  was  chiefly  appropriated  to 
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the  anonymous  *  author  of  fixty  fables  in  ele 
giac  metre,  which  are  printed  in  Nevelet's 
collection  under  the  title  of  Anonymi  Falulx 
JEf'.fic<e.  I  have  feen  an  edition  of  them  in 
1 503  by  Wynkyn  do  Worde,  in  which  they  are 
entitled  {imply  Efcfi  Fabvla: :  the  fubjeib  are 
for  tfoe  moft  part  plainly  taken  from  Phcedru?, 
but  it  may  be  doubted  whether  the  author  co 
pied  from  the  orig.  work  of  Pha'drus  or  from 
feme  verfion  of  it  into  Latin  prole.  Several 
i  Verfions  of  this  kind  are  fHll  extant  in  mf. ;  one 
of  very  confiderable  antiquity  has  been  publim- 
ed  by  Nilant,  Lugd.  Bat.  "1709,  under  the  title 
p£  Fut>»lt£  AntiquoS)  together  with  another  of  a 
later  date,  which  is  pretended  to  have  been 
made  from  the  Greek  by  an  emperor  Romulus, 
for  the  ufe  of  his  Ton  Tiberinus.  They  all  /hew 
.evident  marks  of  being  derived  from  one  com 
mon  origin,  like  what  has  been  oblcrved  of 
the  feveral  Greek  collections  of  JEfor-K'n  fables 
inprofe;  \DiJftrt.  de  £ubrio.Lon<\.  1776,]  like 
them  too  they  differ  very  much  from  one  ano 
ther  in  ftylr,  order  of  fables,  and  many  iittlr 
partkulars;  and,  what  is  mod  material,  each 
of  them  generally  contains  a  few  fables,  either 
invented  or  ftolen  by  its  refpeiSHve  compiler, 
•which  are  not  to  be  found  in  the  other  collec 
tions,  fo  that  it  is  often  impracticable  to  verify 
a  quotation  from  ./Efop  in  the  writers  of  Chau 
cer's  time,  unlcfs  we  happen  to  light  upon  the 
identical  book  of  fables  which  the  writer 
\vho  quotes  had  before  him. 1  have  print 
ed  in  tin?.  Difccttrfe,  &c.  n.  29,  a  fable  of  The 
Cock  and  the  Fox,  from  the  tr.  Efope  of  Ma 
rie,  which  is  not  to  be  found  in  any  other  col- 
leilion  that  I  have  feen,  and  which  I  fuppofe 
furnifhed  Chaucer  with  the  fubjedl  of  his  Non- 
lies  Preeftes  Tale.  In  the  fame  Fr.  JEfop,  and 
in  a  Lat.  mf.  Sib!.  Reg.  15.  A.  vii.  there  is  a 
fable  which  J  think  might  have  given  the 
hint  for  Prior's  Ladle.  A  country  fellow  one 
day  laid  hold  of  a  faery,  (un  folet,  Fr.)  who  in 
order  to  be  fet  at  liberty  gave  him  three  wifhes. 

*  Several  improbable  conjectures,  which  have  lieen  ' 
made  with  refpedto  the  real  name  and  ago  of  this  writ 
er,  maybe  feen  in  'the  Menagiana,  vol.  i.  p.  1*2,  and  in 
fabric.  Ribl.  Lat.  vol.  i.  p.  376,  ed.  Pata-v.  In  the  edi 
tion  of  thefe  fables  in  1503  the  commentator  (of  no  great 
authotity  I  confers)  mentions  an  opinion  of  fome  people 
that  Galtcrus  Angelica  fecit  bunc  libruin  Jub  nomine  ffofi. 
I  fuppofe  the perfun  meant  was  Giwlterus  Anglicus,  who 
)iad  been  tutor  to.  William  II.  King  of  Sicily,  and  was  Arch- 
biihop  or'  Palermo  about  the  year  1170.  I  cannot  believe 
that  they  were  much  older  than  his  time,  and  in  the  be 
ginning  of  the  next  century  they  feem  to  be  mentioned 
under  the  name  ot'JEfopus  among  the  books  commonly 
read  in  fchools,  by  Eberhardus  Bethunicnfis  \nh\sLaby- 
rintbus,  tracl  iii  de  ferfijicatione,  v .  1 1 .  Sec  Leyjer,  Hist. 
Poet.  Mcd.  M'vl.  p.  826.  About  the  middle  of  the  fame 
century  (the  t  3th)  Vincent  of  Beauvais,  in  his  Speculum 
Histor.  1.  iii.  c.  2.  gives  an  account  of  .aifop,  and  a  large 
fpecimen  of  his  fables,  quas  Romulus  qu'idam  de  Graeco  in 
LatijitimtranstuHt.etadJiiiufiifuumTyberinum  dirigit;  they 
are  all,  as  I  remember,  in  the  printed  Romulus. --.Soon  after 
the  invention  oi  printing,  a  larger  collection  of  the  fables 
of  TElbp  was  made  and  publifhed  in  Germany;  it  is  di- 
vuh'd  into  fix  books,  to  which  is  prefixed  a  lite  of  JEfop 
e  Graeco  Latir.a  }er  Rimicium  facia.  The  three  fir  11  are 
competed  ot"  the  fix ty  elegiac  tables  of  the  metrical  -ff-fo- 
pus,  with  a  few  trifling  variation?,  and  to  each  of  them  is 
i»l)joir.(;d  a  fable  en  the  fame  fubjcitin  prcfs  i'rora  &<;•.- 


The  man  goesjiome  and  gives  two  of  them  to 
his  wife.  Soon  after,  2S  they  are  dining  upon 
a  chire  of  mutton,  the  wife  feels  a  longing  for 
the  marrow,  and  not  beini*  able  to  get  at  it,  fhe 
willies  that  her  hufband  had  an  iron  beak  (long 
com  li  ivitecoes,  Fr.  long  as  the  woodcock)  to  ex- 
tracl.  this  marrow  for  hex  :  an  excrefceme  beting 
immediately  formed  accordingly,  the  hufband 
angrily  willies  it  off  from  his  own  face  upon  his 
wife's. And  here  the  ftory  is  unluckily  de 
fective  in  both  copies  }  but  it  is  eafy  to  fuppofe 
that  the  third  and  laft  remaining  wifh  was  em 
ployed  by  the  wife  for  her  own  relief. A 

fabie  upon  a  fimilar  idea,  in  Fr.  verfe,  may  be 
feen  in  mf.  Bodl.  1687,  fhe  fame,  as  I  ap 
prehend,  with  one  in  the  king's  library  at  Pa 
ris,  [mf.  n.  7989,  fol.  189,]  which  is  entitled 
Les  quatre  foubaiti  S./inz  Martin  See  Fabliaux* 
&c.  t.  iii.  p.  311.  The  vanity  of  human  wifhes 
is  there  expoicd  with  more  -  pleafantry  than  in 
the  ftory  juft  cited,  but,  as  it  often  happens, 
with  much  lefs  decency 

Y-fowe,  f.:rt.  fa.  fown 

Y-fpreint,  part.  fa.  fprinkled 

Y-ftitked,/»«rf.  fa.  fticked,  thrqft 

Y-ftorven,  fart.  fa.  dead 

Y-take,  fart.  fj.  taken 

Y-teyect,/>.-zrf.^.7.  tied 

Y-trefpaied,  f.-.rt.  pa.  trefpaffed 

Y-vanifhed,  fart.  fa. 

Yvel,a^'.  Sax.  bad,  unfortunate 

Y^el,«fo.  5ax.il! 

Yvoire,  n.  Fr.  ivory 

Y-wimpled,^*/.^.  covered  with  a  wimple 

Y-wis,  adv.  Sax.  certainly 

Y-wrake.  pa.  /.  wreaked,  revenged 

Y ^wrie,  part.  fa.  covered 


Zeuxis,  fr.  n.  a  Grecian  painter 


mulus:  book  iv. contains ihe  remaining; fables  of  Romu 
lus  in  profe  only.  The  tilth  book  has  not  more  thatt  one 
or  two  fables  which  had  ever  appeared  before  under  the 
name  of  JEfop  ;  the  reft  are  taken  from  the  Gejla  Roma- 
norum,theCalilabuDamnab,  and  other  obfcurer  authors. 
Thetixthand  lait  book  contains  feventeen  fables  with  the 
following  title,  Scquuntur  fabule  nove  Kfopi  ex  translations 
Rernicii.  There  has  been  a  preat  diverlity  of  opinion 
among  learned  men  concerning  this  Remicius  or  Rimicius, 
(See  Pracf.  Nilant,)  while  fome  have  confounded  him 
with  the  ii&itious  Romulus,  and  others  have  confulered 
him  as  the  editor  of  this  collection.  I  have  no  doubt  that 
tlie  perfon  meant  is  tbzt  Rinucius  who  tranflated  the  lite 
of  .JEfop  by  Planndes  anil  ninety-fix  of  his  fables  from 
the  Greek  into  Latin,  about  the  middle  of  the  15th  cen 
tury.  (See  Fabric.  Bibl.  Med.  •&(.  in  v.  Rhnicius.  In  his 
tranflation  of  the  epiftles  of  Hippocrates,  mf.  Harl.  3527, 
hcisityledin  one  place  Perdenfis,  and  in  another  Cajlilio- 
ncnfii)  All  the  fables  from  Remicius  which  cpmpofe  this 
lixth  book,  as  well  as  the  life  of  JEfop,  which  is  protefled- 
ly  taken  from  Rimicius,  arc  to  be  found  in  this  tranflation 
by  Rinucivis.  There  is  an  edition  of  it  printed  nt  Milan 
about  1480,  but  it  might  very  poffibly  have  come  into  the 
hands  of  the  German  collector  in  ml",  fome  years  fooner,  as 
the  hr(t  tranflations  of  Greek  authors  were  eagerly  foughc 
after  and  circulated  through  Europe  at  that  time,  when 
very  Jew  perfous  were  capable  cf  reading  the  originals. 
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How  impofiible  it  is  to  fynde  quietneffe  in  love,  ib. 
Of  love,  fortune,  and  the  lover's  mind,  628 
The  lover  praifeth  his  offered  hart  to  be  re 
ceived,  -  -  ib. 
.The  lover's  life  compared  to  the  Alpes,  ib. 
Charging  of  his  love  as  unpiteous  and  loveing 

other,  -  -  ib. 

A  renouncing  of  love,  -         -         -  ib. 

The  lover  forefeketh  his  unkind  love,      •  ib. 

The  lover  defcribeth  his  reftleffe  ftate,  ib. 

The  lover  laments  the  death  of  his  love,  629 

The  lover  fendeth  fighes  to  move  his  fuite,         ib. 
Complainte  of  the  abfence  of  his  love,      -  ib. 

The  lover  blameth  his  love  for  renting  of  the 

letter  he  fent  her,       -  -         -         630 

The  lover  curfeth  the  time  when  fyrft  he  fell 

in  love,  -  -         -         -         -    '       ib. 

The  lover  determineth  to  ferve  faithfully,        631 
The  lover  fufpe&ed,  blameth  ill  tongues,  ib. 

The  lover  complaineth,  and  his  ladie  comforteth,  ib. 
Why  love  is  blinde,         -  •»  ib. 

To  his  unkmde  love,  -  -         -         632 

The  lover  blameth  his  inftant  defyre,       -  ib. 

The  lover  complaineth  his  eftate,  ib. 

Of  his  love  called  Anna,         -  ib. 

That  pleafure  is  mixed  with  every  paine,  ib. 

A  riddle  of  a  gyft  given  by  a  ladie,         -  ib. 

That   fpeaking  or  profering  bringes  alway 

fpeding,          -  ib. 

He  ruleth  not,  though  he  reigne  over  realmes, 

that  is  fubjecT:  to  his  own  luftes,  ib. 

Whether  libertie  by  lofle  of  life,  or  life  in  pri- 

fon  and  thraldome,  be  to  be  prefered,  633 

Againft  hourdes  of  money,  .  -  ib. 
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Defcription  of  a  gonne,         -         -  • 

Wyat  being  in  prifon  to  Bryan,         - 

Of  diffembling  woords,          - 

Of  the  mean  and  fure  eftate,  - 

The  courtier's  life,        - 

Of  difappointed  purpofe  by  negligence, 

Of  his  returne  from  Spayne,          - 

Of  fodaine  truftirig,      -  ib. 

Of  the  mother  that  eat  her  child  at  the  fiege 

of  Jerufalem,          -  ib. 

Of  the  meane  and  fure  eftate,  written  to  John 

Poynes,          -  -  ib. 

Of  the  courtier's  life,  written  to  John  Poynes,  635 
How  to  ufe  the  court,  and  himfelf  therein, 

written  to  Syr  Fraunces  Bryan,  -         636 

Thefong  of  Jopas,  unfinifhed,         -         -         637 
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A  PRAISE  of  his  ladie,  -  638 

They  of  the  meane  eftate  are  happieft,  ib. 

Upon  confideration  of  the  ftate  of  this  life, 

he  wifhed  death,     -         -         -         -  639 

The  lover  that  once  difdained  love,  is  now 

become  fubje<5l,  being  caught  in  his  fnare,      ib. 
Harpalus  complaint  of  Philliades  love   be- 

ftowed  on  Corin,  who  loved  her  not,  and 

denied  him  that  loved  her^          -         -  ib. 

Of  the  death  of  Philips,         -         -  640 

That  all  things  fometime  finde  eafe  of  thcyr 

payne,  fave  only  the  lover,         -         -  ib. 

Th'  aflaute  of  Cupide  upon  the  fort  where  the 

lover's  hart  lay  wounded,  and  how  he  was 

taken,          «  -    •      -         -         -         641 

The  aged  lover  renonnceth  love,  -  ib. 

Of  the  death  of  Sir  Thomas  Wyat  the  Elder,     ib. 
Of  a  new  married  ftudent  that  plaied  faft  or 

lofe,        -         -         -         -    -     -         ,         642 

The  lover  in  defpare,  lamenteth  his  cafe  ib. 

Of  his  Maiftreffe,  M.  B.         -         -         -  ib. 

A  praife  of  Maiftrefie  R.  ib. 

Songes  written  by  G.  N.  of  the  Nine  Mufes,  643 
Vlufonius,  the  philofopher's,  faying,         -  ib. 

Defcription  of  virtue,  -  -         -         644 

Praife  of  meafure  keeping,  -  -  ib. 

VTan's  life,  after  Pofiidoniufc  or  Crates,  ib. 

VIetrodorius'a  mynde  to  the  contrary,  ib. 

)f  friendfhip,         -         _         -         -         -         ib. 
The  death  of  Zoroas,  an  Egyptian  aftrono- 

mer,  in  the  firft  fight  that  Alexander  had 

with  the  Perfians,     -  645 

-TarcusTullius  Cicero's  death,  -         646 

Of  M.  T.  Cicero,  647 
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